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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS' 
CITY  SUBSCKIBEKS 
Thirty-five  cents  pek  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 

BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    rN   ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  -a     -         -       $4.00 

Six  Months  -  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PABTS  OF  ETJBOPE: 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  -  -  -        $5.00 

Sis  Months       -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTEATED 
"WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  G02 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,    San  Fran- 


SATURDAY,    JANUARY  5,    1878. 

CAUTION  ! ! 

To  "Whom  it  may  Concern. 

The  former  traveling  agent   of  the   Wasp, 
Mr.  A.  Magee, 

•was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
'6th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
leglecting  to  eemit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
fill  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
ioke  orders  of  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 
iSf.  B. — Parties  who   hold  receipts   signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  us  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 


A  petition,  signed  by  a  number  of  the  most 
prominent  cigar  manufacturers  of  thia  city, 
has  been  sent  to  Senator  Booth  asking  k''s 
assistance  in  defeating  the  proposed  reduc- 
tion of  the  import  duty  on  Havana:  cigars., 
They  claim  that  the  measure  would  threw 
300,000  people  out  of  employment  through- 
out the  United  States,  and  that  the  rich  im- 
porters alone  would  benefit  by  it. 


The   Rain. 

O !  the  rain,  the  beautiful  rain, 
Pouring  down  wildly  on  valley  and  plain; 
Making  the  farmer  grow  frantic  with  joy; 
Making  the  merchant  dance  round  like  a  boy; 
Nourishing  corn  and  cabbage  and  beets; 
Forming  the  mud  three  feet  deep  in  the  streets, 
Melting — 

Pelting 

An  ocean  of  bliss. 
Was  there  ever  a  season  to  liken  to  this! 

The  above  was  written  in  a  fit  of  mental 
aberration  by  an  attache  of  the  Wasp,  who 
strange  to  say,  has  survived  his  indiscretion. 
We  are  of  a  forgiving  nature.  In  the  midst 
of  the  enjoyment  consequent  on  the  festivi- 
ties of  the  holidays  we  were  in  no  mood  to 
chide  the  tyro  for  his  imprudent  effort. 

The  rain  has  come  in  bounteous  torrents. 
The  heart  of  the  Granger  is  made  glad,  and 
the  lugubrious  croaker  has  sought  his  hole, 
where,  let  us  hope,  "he  carries  his  tale  be- 
hind him."  The  oldest  inhabitant  is  happy, 
for  did  he  not  predict  that  we  should  have  a 
deluge?  Of  course,  he  did;  but  if  there  had 
been  no  rain  that  antiquated  and  much  quo- 
ted individual  would  wear  the  same  bland 
smile  of  conscious  triumph;  for  he  would 
have  insisted  that  he  "told  you  so,"  and  as- 
sertions to  the  contrary  would  be  vain  and 
unprofitable  with  him. 

Sancho  Panza  says,  sententiously,  "Bles- 
sings on  the  man  that  invented  sleep."  We 
shall  paraphrase  his  condensed  wisdom  and 
remark,  '  'Blessings  on  the  man  that  invented 
rain." 

As  the  wanton  drops  come  pattering  on 
the  roof  of  his  mansion  the  horny-handed 
Granger  smiles  a  smile  of  unutterable  joy. 
The  dripping  of  the  precious  drops  is  music 
to  his  soul.  He  falls  into  a  reverie.  If  you 
would  arouse  him,  he  would  probably  say 
'he'd  bin  snoozing  a  spell";  but  reverie  is  a 
good  word,  and  we  wouldn't  miss  it  in  this 
connection  for  the  world.  During  his  re- 
verie, visions  of  the  bounteous  future  fill  his 
entranced  soul.  All  the  products  of  the 
earth  come  to  greet  him.  The  toothsome 
squash  suggests  unlimited  pie;  the  luscious 
tomato  nods  him  an  alimentary  welcome;  the 
rotund  potato — solid  old  stand-by — gives 
promise  of  square  meals  to  come;  the  palat- 
able turnip  smiles  at  him  good  huinoredly; 
the  cabbage-head  tells  of  flitches  of  bacon  or 
chunks  of  corn  beef  with  which  it  will  yet  be 
associated;  even  the  grim  cucumber  (male- 
dictions on  its  bowel-griping  head!)  meets 
him  with  a  benign  countenance. 

And  still  they  come.  Generous  sheaves  of 
wheat  and  barley,  fat,  healthy  looking  ears 
of  corn  bring  their  tribute  to  his  door.  Smi- 
ling porkers,  fat  beeves  and  sheep,  with 
chickens,  turkeys,  eggs  and  butter,  flit 
through  his  contented  soul  and  force  a  single 
exclamation  of  ecstatic  delight  from  his  half 
opened  lips.  It  is  short,  but  expressive.  It 
is  thfl'euhrii^LatiiOii'Gf  his  vision  of  plenty. 
■It  i^.'sirtiply.,;'.' By' Jingo."  The  involuntary 
sound  wakes  him,  and  he  is  happy  in  the 
j  conscifimness  jthiit  .'though  it  was  an  idle 
dream  thetfe'  is  every  reason  to  hope  that  it 
will  be  realized. 

The  wretched  cattle  who  have  survived 
their  deprivation  of  nourishment  look   upon 


the  rain  with  the  most  pleasurable  anticipa- 
tions. They  know  that  the  succulent  grass  will 
soon  spring  up  and  that  they  can  fill  out  the 
wrinkles  in  their  starved  hides  before  many 
days.  The  sober  ox  wears  a  cheerful  aspect. 
The  contemplative  mule  performs  the  stran- 
gest antics.  The  dull  sheep  will  soon  be 
able  to  fulfil  her  maternal  duties,  and  the 
frisky  lamb  is  intoxicated  with  delight. 

Bain  has,  however,  many  advantages  for 
others  than  the  husbandman.  In  the  city  it 
is  a  source  of  profit  and  sweet  congratula- 
tion to  the  humble  vendor  of  umbrellas. 
The  borrower  of  umbrellas  has  also  an  op- 
portunity to  ply  his  harmless  industry,  and 
the  lender  to  fill  the  air  with  imprecations 
when  he  finds  that  his  useful  implement  is 
not  returned.  This  begets  and  sustains  a 
childlike  faith  in  human  nature,  and,  so  far, 
rain  has  its  benefits.  Bain  is  not  a  bad 
thing  for  the  cobbler  and  the  bootblack.  To 
the  lazy  man  it  is  a  Godsend.  "More  rain, 
more  rest"  said  the  wise  man  of  old.  To  the 
seedy  individual,  the  defects  of  whose  rusty 
suit  of  solemn  black  the  glaring  sun  made 
more  conspicuous,  a  cleansing  shower  is  an 
inspiration.  To  the  street  ears  it  is  wealth. 
To  the  saloons  it  is  a  bonanza.  It  flushes 
our  sewers,  cleanses  our  streets  and  stops 
the  ravages  of  disease. 

Bain  has  its  defects  too.  It  is  damage  to 
the  theatres  and  bankruptcy  to  the  newsboy. 
Curb  stone  brokers  and  other  people  don't 
like  it.  But  why  look  a  gift  horse  in  the 
mouth  ?  Bain  is  a  blessing  to  all,  either  di- 
rect or  indirect.     Let  us  have  more  of  it. 


Fools  or  Knaves. 


Those  who  talk  so  flipjiantly  of  riot  and 
hemp  and  quail-shooting,  as  some  of  the  agi- 
tators and  a  prominent  Granger  have  done 
during  the  past  few  weeks,  must  be  either 
ignorant  fools  or  designing1  knaves  To  a 
calm  and  reflecting  mind  an  excited  mob  is 
an  object  of  compassion.  "Tbey  know  not 
what  the}'  do."  The  first  stirrings  of  tumul 
generally  arise  from  some  cause  that  to  their 
minds  appears  a  just  one.  They  possess  an 
intuitive  sense  of  right  and  wrong,  which, 
having  never  been  guided  or  enlightened  by 
reason  or  education,  can  be  easily  warped  by 
those  who  dazzle  them  with  false  lights  or 
bewilder  them  by  specious  sophistry.  While 
writhing  under  the  loss  of  their  hard-earned 
savings,  or  suffering  from  want  of  employ- 
ment, they  are  approached  by  the  wily  dema- 
gogue whom  such  trying  times  as  these  al- 
ways bring  to  the  surface,  and  they  are  told 
that  all  their  miseries  arise  from  combina- 
tions and  monopolies  among  speculators, 
from  associated  capital  of  all  kinds,  from 
employers  of  Chinese  and  all  who  fatten  on 
the  miseries  of  their  fellows. 

They  are  thus  lashed  into  fury,  and  ima- 
gine that  they  can  set  all  things  right  by  vio- 
lence and  tumult.  They  are  spurred  on  by 
some  nameless  agitator  who  hopes  to  ride  to 
power  on  the  popular  wave.  While  they  are 
in  a  fit  state  to  be  reasoned  with  is  the  time 
to  attempt  to  convince  them  that  by  thus 
draining  off  the  force  of  the  law  they  become 
public  enemies,  and  that  by  clogging  the  in. 
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ferior  machinery  of  government,  they  may 
stop  the  mighty  engine  itself  and  shatter 
it  into  dissolution. 

We  do  not  fear  any  of  these  dire  conse- 
quences from  the  present  movement.  The 
people  are  not  in  it — that  is,  on  the  hemp 
and  quail-shooting  basis.  The  great  body  of 
the  people  want  reforms  and  are  suffering  for 
lack  of  them;  but  they  are  not  to  be  moved  by 
illiterate  charlatans  to  violence  and  conse- 
quent self-destruction.  When  the  people 
want  a  leader,  he  will  appear  from  some  quar- 
ter. A  mob  can  find  a  leader  every  day. 
That's  the  difference. 


Consulted. 

No  philosopher  or  sage  in  any  period  of 
the  world's  history  enjoyed  a  better  reputa- 
tion for  antiquarian  lore  than  does  ourself. 
From  the  frozen  North,  even  beyond  the 
Mokelumne,  men  come  for  counsel  and  aid. 
Likewise  from  the  sunny  South  and  boundless 
West,  but  everybody  eventually  gets  satisfied. 
At  last  a  man  appeared  who  was  dissatisfied 
with  his  lot  and  made  no  bones  about  it. 
He  wanted  to  be  President,  but  couldn't 
make  it  because  he  had,  unfortunately,  neg- 
lected to  be  born  in  a  hog  pen,  and  had  not 
studied  his  three  E's  by  the  light  of  a  pine 
knot,  nor  had  he  belonged  to  that  glorious 
regiment  of  Ohioans,  all  of  whom  are  now 
office  holders.  The  man  wanted  wisdom — 
we  could  see  that,  anyhow — and  he  got  it. 
Strange,  how  such  events  take  place? 

He  said:  "I  was  once  a  married  man;  pos- 
sibly I  am  yet.  The  lady  was  too  sinewy 
and  tough  to  die  in  a  hurry." 

And  he  further  continued:  "Matrimony  in 
the  abstract  is  a  good  and  desirable  thing — 
whether  it  is  always  a  good  thing  is  another 
matter." 

He  was  a  reasonably  large  man,  and  he 
said  he  was  not  naturally  timid,  but  he 
eventually  told  his  love.  Love  is  a  good 
word.  Still,  were  we  to  keep  within  the 
lircits  of  exact  truth,  we  would  call  it  woe. 

He  was  exuberantly  glad.  "Never,"  said 
he,  "shall  I  forget  the  expression  of  satisfac- 
tion, of  devout  thankfulness  that  illuminated 
my  father-in-law's  countenance  when  I  asked 
for  her.  'Take  her,'  he  said,  'and  be  happy. 
We  shall  not  mourn  for  her  many  dayB.'  " 

He  only  described  his  experience.  It  is 
written  in  many  books.  He  thought  he 
would  stay  out  one  night,  and  here  is  how 
he  made  it.  His  wife  was  not  exactly  a  ter- 
magrant,  but  came  as  near  answering  that 
description  as  they  make  them. 

And  he  described  his  return:  "Carefully  I 
hoisted  the  window,  and  holding  it  up  with 
one  hand,  I  clambered  up.  Poising  myself 
on  the  sill,  I  sprang  gaily,  not  upon  the  floor, 
but  into  a  barrel  of  ice  cold  water,  which 
had  been  placed  beneath  that  window,  by 
whose  loving  hands  I  had  no  difficulty  in 
determining.  I  could  neither  get  in  or  out. 
I  was  in  a  barrel,  but  though  the  long 
nio-ht  was  before  me  and  I  was  doubled  up 
like  a  jack-knife,  I  still  trusted  a  little." 

"At  last  she  awoke,  the  first  of  the  house- 
hold. 'Why,'  said  she,  'Can  this  be  you? 
Where,  oh,  where  have  you  been  all  night? 
I  lay  very  uneasy  all  night,  fearing  that  some- 


thing happened  to  you.  Bless  you!  you  are 
wet  through  and  through,  and  your  clothes 
need  wringing.'  " 

"But  instead  of  that,  she  wrung  my  ears, 
and  I  bore  with  her  many  days.  I  may  live 
long.  I  may  die  soon.  The  rheumatism 
which  I  am  now  enjoying,  and  the  cough 
which  is  now  rending  me,  I  charge  to  that 
night." 

And  what  advice  could  we  give  him?  Why 
continue  the  harrowing  tale?  We  simply 
told  him  that  he  shouldn't  continue  the  un- 
equal contest,  and  we  furthermore  suggested 
that  his  stomach  was  worn  out,  and  that  he 
would  be  wise  to  soak  his  head.  That  we 
know  was  wise.  It  was  just,  sagacious  and 
quitable.  This  was  a  tale  of  New  Year's 
disasters. 


To  Our  Exchanges. 

The  Wasp  has  been  very  liberal  in  respond- 
ing to  requests  for  exchange.  If  any  Pacific 
Coast  journals  have  been  refused,  it  happened 
through  an  inadvertence  which  we  are  willing 
to  rectify  on  demand  by  letter. 

We  regret  to  say  that  several  publishers 
who  sought  the  courtesy  have  Oackslided 
after  sending  a  few  issues  of  their  paper, 
while  we  kept  up  the  exchange  on  our  part 
without  intermission.  Now  we  consider  the 
Wasp  as  valuable  a  weekly  paper  as  is  pub- 
lished on  this  Coast,  and — not  to  make  invi- 
dious comparisons — slightly  better  than 
many  of  the  journals  that  have  discontinued. 
As  we  are  about  to  overhaul  our  entire  ex- 
change list,  we  desire  to  notify  newspaper 
publishers  who  do  not  send  their  journals  to 
this  office  that  we  shall  discontinue  sending 
them  the  Wasp  one  week  after  this  date.  In 
most  cases  we  presume  the  delinquency  to  be 
accidental,  and  this  will  give  every  publisher 
ample  time  to  rectify  his  mailing  list. 

We  desire  also  to  request  our  journalistic 
friends  to  mark  such  notices  as  they  may  give 
us  from  time  to  time.  We  have  often,  no 
doubt,  overlooked  kind  attentions  of  this 
nature  from  lack  of  time  to  thoroughly  ex- 
amine every  paper  of  our  immense  list. 


Suicide. 


The  crime  of  suicide  appears  to  be  attrac- 
ting considerable  attention  at  the  present 
time,  probably  becauae  annual  statistics  on 
the  subject  are  now  being  published  in  many 
cities.  An  English  physician  residing  at 
Calcutta,  India,  says  the  S.  F.  Chronicle,  ad- 
vances the  novel  theory  that  not  only  sui- 
cides but  also  murders  largely  originate 
from  insanity  caused  by  the  presence  of 
worms  in  the  brain.  In  the  course  of  a  long 
practice  in  India  he  claims  to  have  opened 
the  skulls  of  hundreds  of  persons  who  have 
met  death  from  various  forms  of  insanity, 
and  in  a  great  many  instances  he  found  worms 
in  their  brains.  He  explains  that  these  deadly 
intruders  enter  through  the  spinal  cord  and  eat 
their  way  up.  Only  one  lobe  of  the  brain  is 
attacked  at  a  time,  and  they  multiply  accord- 
ing to  conditions.  Sleeplessness  and  nerv- 
ousness are  among  the  first  symptoms  of  their 
presence.  At  the  earlier  stage  of  their  rav- 
ages, they  are  amenable  to  medical  treat- 
ment.    During  electric  seasons  brain  worms 


are  particularly  numerous,  and  hence  the 
number  of  suicides,  savage  murders  and  re- 
markable cases  of  insanity  during  the  year 
just  past.  There  may  be  nothing  in  this 
theory,  but  it  certainly  deserves  respectful 
scientific  consideration. 


The  G-.  A.  R.  Monument. 
We  present,  on  page  368  of  the  current 
issue  of  the  Wasp,  an  excellent  illustration 
of  the  monument  erected  to  the  memory  of 
members  of  the  Grand  Army  of  the  Kepublic 
who  died  in  California.  It  is  built  in  the 
shape  of  a  cannon,  of  white  marble,  with  a 
substantial  granite  base,  and  is  oxcellently 
located  in  the  Odd  Fellows'  Cemetery  at  the 
foot  of  Lone  Mountain. 

It  is  an  object  of  the  deepest  sympathy  for 
thousands  of  the  brave  fellows  who  stood  the 
brunt  of  battle  during  the  late  war.  Their 
dead  comrades  lie  there.  They  are  dead,  but 
not  forgotten.  Garlands  are  hung  on  their 
tombs  on  Decoration  Day.  Lincoln  Post, 
G.  A.  K. ,  preserves  the  memories  of  the  gal- 
lant deeds  of  its  members.  "After  life's 
fitful  fever  they  sleep  well." 

Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  Judgment  Day; 
Tears  and  love  for  the  Blue, 
Love  and  tears  for  the  Gray. 


A  MOTHER'S  JOY. 

This  beautiful  gem  of  household  poesy,  is 
republished  at  the  request  of  numerous  pa- 
trons of  the  Wasp. 

To  clasp  the  treasure  to  her  hreast, 

With  low  yet  fervent  prayer, 
Or  hush  it  to  its  breathing  rest, 

With  some  half  uttered  air; 
To  deck  its  young  and  fragile  form, 

Give  food  that  may  not  cloy, 
Or  woo  from  it  sweet  kisses  warm — 

This  is  a  mother's  joy. 

To  guide  its  stepB  with  patient  hand, 

And  quell  its  childish  fears, 
Or  cheer  it,  with  her  soothings  bland, 

When  laughter  yields  to  tears; 
And  often  through  the  sleepless  night, 

To  gaze  upon  her  boy, 
And  catch  his  smile  with  early  light — ■ 

This  is  a  mother's  joy. 

To  count,  among  the  youthful  train, 

Her  own,  the  fairest  flower; 
And  though  her  efforts  seem  half  vain* 

Ne'er  yield  instruction's  hour; 
To  blend  with  sad  rebuke  the  tone 

Of  love  without  alloy ; 
Or  hoard,  as  gold,  mind's  jewels  strown — 

This  is  a  mother's  joy. 

And  when  its  tender  frame  doth  prove 

By  strange,  quick  pain  distress'd; 
When  ita  appealing  look  doth  rove, 

O'er  all  her  face  perplex'd; 
To  seek  the  weak,  scarce-breath'd  request, 

The  bitter  draught  decoy, 
And  feel  each  change  is  for  the  best — ■ 

This  is  a  mother's  joy. 

A  mother's  joy!  yet,  who  can  find 

The  source  of  its  pure  spring; 
Deep,  deep,  within  the  heart  enshrin'd, 

It  lives,  a  deathless  thing: 
A  rich  elixir,  clear  and  free, 

'Tis  drank,  but  never  spent, 
And  proves,  what  't  was  designed  to  be, 

Her  spirit's  element. 

* 

San  Francisco,  Dec.  26,  1877. 
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THiisras  wise  ^.:n~d  otherwise. 

A    FEW    SUGGESTIONS    TO    MOTHER    NATURE. 


If  the  donkey's  bray  were  set  to  music.  How  geese   might  improve   on  their 

means  of  locomotion. 


How    an    extensive    market    for  dry 
goods  might  be  created. 


Even  the  bear  might  be  utilized  if  we 
only  knew  how. 


The  reindeer  might  save  his  pedal  ex- 
tremities in  this  way. 


"What  a  boon  for  the  dromedary  if   he 
could  glide  along  after  this  fashion. 


A  crocodile  chorus  would  'probably 
draw.  The  artists  themselves  couldn't 
help  it. 


If  the  elephant  could  transport  himself 
and  his  ti'Unk  in  this  way,  it  would  save 
him  much  expense. 


This  is  bound  to  work.  Anybody  can 
try  it.  Times  are  hard  and  hand  organs 
are  dear. 
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The  living  link  (of  sausage).     The  dog. 

J.  Randolph  Tucker  is  going  to  reduce  the 
tax  on  tobacco.  He  thinks  a  reduction  would 
assist  consumption.    So  do  we — of  the  lungs. 

Sacramento  spent  $65,000  on  church  edi- 
fices during  the  year  just  closed.  The  Le- 
gislature makes  church  business  not  only 
lively  but  necessary. 

My  name  aint  Norval;  but  on  Fresno's  plains 

I  fed  my  frolicking  flocks; 

But  now  I  have  no  sheep  to  feed — 

I  lost  them  all  in  stocks. 

The  Wasp  sends  greeting  to  the  people  of 
the  Pacific  slope.  It  has  just  occurred  to  us 
to  add  that  we  still  continue  at  the  old  rates, 
$4.00  per  annum. 

"Now  is  the  time  to  stop  that  cough,"  said 
a  patent  medicine  fiend  to  a  patient.  The 
latter's  cough  and  breath  were  stopped  sim- 
ultaneously three  days  after. 

From  what  we  have  seen  of  Miss  Adah 
Richmond — and  we  have  seen  a  great  deal  of 
her — we  should  say  that  she  got  her  stock- 
ings pretty  well  filled  on  Christmas  Eve. 

This  is  the  first  number  of  the  New  Year's 
issue  of  the  Wasp.  We  do  not  publish  this 
as  a  matter  of  news;  but  simply  to  remind 
forgetful  people  of  their  delinquencies. 
Come  up! 

"There  came  a  man  from  Cathay,  whose 
name  was  John.  He  was  not  the  light  but 
rather  the  fire  that  was  to  consume  the  abo- 
rigines of  California."  (The  evangelist's  ar- 
ticle slightly  paraphrased. ) 

The  young  man  who  swore  off  on  New 
Tear's  day  is  just  about  coming  round  again. 
It  was  a  hard  tussle,  but  kind  attention  and 
the  judicious  administration  of  alcoholic 
stimuli  got  the  reptiles  out  of  his  boots  at 
last. 

Song  Kow  opened  the  suicide  season  on 
New  Year's  Day  with  opium.  Such  impor- 
tant work  should  never  have  been  entrusted 
to  a  Celestial.  Little  by  little  the  Chinese 
seem  to  be  monopolizing  our  most  promi- 
nent industries. 

The  horn  of  the  small  boy  is  no  longer 
heard  in  the  land,  but  the  horn  of  his  crapu- 
lent sire  is  elevated  with  the  same  grace  and 
punctuality  as  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one 
thousand,  eight  hundred  and  seventy-seven. 
Times  change,  but  people  never. 

The  Coroner  investigated  235  cases  of  vio- 
lent and  accidental  deaths  during  the  year 
1877.     We  have  looked  through  the  list  in 


vain  to  find  the  taking  off  of  an  insurance 
agent,  or  a  female  book  peddler.  Thus  does 
even  the  King  of  terrors  discriminate  and 
leave  us  to  our  idols. 

The  Lower  Lake  Bulletin  thinks  that  the 
Wasp  is  too  severe,  because  we  noted  a  few 
eccentricities  of  editorial  style  the  other  day. 
The  three  papers  we  noticed  are  among  the 
most  welcome  visitors  to  our  sanctum.  We 
have  studied  for  hours  to  turn  this  delicate 
compliment,  and  we  hope  it  will  bo  properly 
appreciated.     Go  to,  Brother  Fitch! 

We  don't  see  any  good  reason  for  objur- 
gating the  leaders  of  the  workingmen's  party 
simply  because  they  are  aliens.  We  are  all 
aliens,  either  by  birth  or  descent.  Should  a 
man  happen  to  be  born  in  a  stable  he  is  not 
therefore  a  horse.  What  is  more  to  be  con- 
demned among  the  agitators  is  not  their  na- 
tionality, or  want  of  it,  but  their  utter  fool- 
ishness and  incompetency. 

We  read  every  day  of  the  death  of  a  pro- 
minent newspaper  editor.  Hard  work  and 
delinquent  subscribers  are  killing  off  the 
craft  with  frightful  rapidity.  Strange  as  it 
may  appear,  delinquency  to  a  newspaper 
seems  to  be  productive  of  longevity.  We 
never  heard  of  any  of  our  delinquent  sub- 
scribers dying.  They  seem  to  be  as  tough 
as  mules  and  as  deeply  steeped  in  guile. 

The  trouble  with  the  times  is  that  there  is  too 
much  idle  unproductive  money  in  our  banks, 
and  yet  when  a  public  spirited  individual  like 
Mr.  Duncan  undertakes  to  scatter  it,  he  is  re- 
viled and  calumniated  as  a  villain.  'Tis 
hard  to  please  all  comers.  If  a  little  more 
coin  were  put  into  newspapers,  it  would 
soon  find  its  way  into  the  ranks  of  productive 
industry. 

The  divorce  business  was  reasonably  lively 
the  past  year.  Ineompatability  of  tempera- 
ment and  counter  charges  of  cruelty  made 
up  the  great  majority  of  the  causes  assigned 
for  breaking  the  matrimonial  tie.  The  cor- 
rective rolling  pin  and  tough  beefsteaks  had 
a  heap  to  do  with  the  divorce  industry. 

Two  souls  with  but  a  single  thought, 

Which  was,  that  married  life  was  hot ; 

Two  hearts  that  beat  as  one, 

And  wanted  to  be  left  alone; 

Two  people  that  had  made  a  blunder, 

And  wanted  to  be  cut  asunder. 


The  Bights  of  Managers. 
The  right  of  theatrical  managers  to  the 
control  of  their  houses  during  their  lease 
came  very  near  being  emphasized  .  by  a  riot 
at  New  London  the  other  night.  The  Den- 
man  Thompson  Company  had  leased  Law- 
rence Hall  for  Thursday  and  Friday  nights, 
and  on  the  first  evening  the  owner  of  the 
hall,  Mr.  Lawrence,  attempted  to  pass  in  two 
friends  without  tickets.  The  manager,  fail- 
ing to  obtain  payment,  sent  to  the  janitor  in- 
stead of  the  $25  rent,  $24  and  a  memorandum 
representing  the  admission  price  for  Mr. 
Lawrence's  two  friends.  The  janitor  refused 
to  accept  the  memorandum,  and  the  next 
night  the  hour  for  the  performance  found 
the  hall  locked  and  unlighted.  An  alterca- 
tion ensued  between  the  janitor  and  Thomp- 


son, in  which  the  crowd  joined,  and  soon 
became  very  boisterous,  threatening  to  break 
down  the  doors  and  lynch  the  janitor.  At 
this  point  Mayor  Weller  appeared  on  the 
scene,  and  learning  the  state  of  affairs,  told 
Thompson  to  burst  in  the  doors  if  he  couldn't 
get  in  any  other  way.  The  crowd  were 
making  rapid  preparation  to  follow  the 
Mayor's  suggestion,  when  the  janitor's  dis- 
cretion overcame  his  obstinacy,  and  the  doors 
were  opened,  and  the  performance  pro- 
ceeded. Mr.  Lawrence  is  one  of  the  wealth- 
iest men  in  the  place,  and  is  said  to  have 
often  imposed  on  managers  in  this  way,  but 
no  such  issue  was  ever  made  over  it  before. 
— Springfield  Republican. 


A  Sweet  Singer. 
And  now  we  hear  from  Miss  Clara  Louise 
Kellogg,  the  distinguished  soprano,  who 
seems  to  be  as  untruthful  as  she  is  ungrate- 
ful. Since  her  return  from  her  visit  to  San 
Francisco,  she  has  expressed  opinions  and 
given  descriptions  which  one  would  not  be 
surprised  to  hear  come  from  a  misanthropic, 
embittered,  prejudiced  old  maid,  whose  milk 
of  human  kindness  had  been  curdled  by  an 
unhappy  old  age,  but  whioh  seem  rather 
astonishing  utterances  for  a  lady  like  Miss 
Kellogg  to  indulge  in.  To  a  friend  in  Bos- 
top  she  has  thus  described  San  Francisco: 
"Imagine  one  immense  building,  the  Palace 
Hotel,  and  around  it  a  number  of  shanties; 
a  litte  sand-hill,  with  a  few  respectable 
houses  on  the  top,  built  by  millionaires,  and 
that  is  San  Francisco."  Of  the  manners  and 
customs  of  the  people  here,  she  says:" 
"Knives  are  constantly  carried  and  bran- 
dished, especially  on  election  days.  There 
is  no  law,  and  no  respect  for  it."  And  of 
the  overland  journey  Miss  Kellogg  says: 
"Take  thousands  of  miles  of  tape,  run  a  pen- 
cil line  through  it,  and  that  is  the  trip."  Be- 
tween Modjeska  and  Kellogg,  we  are  being 
well  reported  at  the  East.  Is  is  necessary 
that  to  be  a  distinguished  artiste,  one  should 
also  be  a  distinguished  liar? 


TO  ? 

'I  sang  to  thee  my  matin  hymn 

In  life's  auspicious  hour, 
Ere  the  sunlight  of  joy  grew  dim, 

O'er  beauty's  vernal  bower; 
For  all  the  wealth  of  heaven  above, 

And  all  beneath  the  sea, 
I  would  not  then  have  sold  the  love 

Thou  freely  gav'st  to  me, 

When  youth'B  bright  hopes  began  to  fail, 

I  sung  an  altered  strain — 
The  farewell  to  the  fading  sail 

That  bore  thee  o'er  the  main; 
And  as  I  pressed  thy  gentle  form, 

And  heard  thy  parting  vow,  ' 
Thy  kisses  on  my  lips  were  warm, 

Thy  tears  were  on  my  brow! 

'Still  fall  those  tears?    Sweet  mourner,  no! 

Beyond  the  unquiet  wave, 
Thy  broken  heart  forgot  its  woe, 

But  only  in  the  gravel 
There  memory  weeps — while  trusting  Love 

Looks  through  the  clouds  of  even, 
To  view  thine  angel  from  above, 

A  habitant  of  heaven!' 

* 
San  Francisco,  Jan.  3,  1878. 
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OF   THE 

NEVADA  DESERT 


BY    MBS.    R.    H.    RAYMOND. 


HAD  many  a  glorious  ramble   with 

1  Nell;  and  when   H surprised  us  with 

)  two  side-saddles,  all  the  way  from  Austin, 
jy^j.md  costing  we  never  dared  ask  how  much, 
we  were  queens,  indeed.  Every  nook  and 
^/  corner  of  the  valley  was  explored,  and  the 
little  black  papooses  who  at  first  ran  from  us  in  dire 
dismay,  soon  got  to  following  us  in  inconvenient 
numbers,  clamoring  for  the  "bishkit"  with  which  we 
always  provided.  It  was  in  May  that  we  heard  from 
the  travelers  at  San  Bernardino,  and  we  looked  for 
them  in  early  June,  before  the  fiercest  heats  should 
come .  Nell  kept  up  a  brave  front — was  most  helpful, 
and  the  greatest  company  and  comfort  in  our  little 
household:  but  all  that  month  of  May  I  knew  her 
heart  was  out  on  the  lonely  plains,  seeking  the 
brother  who,  as  she  once  said,  "was  all  she  had  left." 
Whether  there  were  any  tender  thoughts  for  the 
other  one  she  neverttold. 

About  the  middle  of  June,  H began  to  look  for 

them  in  earnest,  though  he  said  a  delay  of  ten  or  even 
fifteen  days  would  not  alarm  him,  as  there  was  so 
much  allowance  to  be  made  for  breakdowns,  hunting 
strayed  stock,  and  all  the  numerous  and  inevitable 
mishaps  which  old  campaigners  know  so  well.  The 
ten  days  of  grace  went  slowly  by,  and  Nell's  brown 
eyes  grew  larger  as  the  pale  cheek  grew  thinner,  and 
her  wistful  gaze  down  the  valley  road  made  my  heart 

ache.     H said  to  me  one  morning:  'I  don't  know 

that  there  is  real  cause  for  anxiety,  but  I  have  fought 
for  a  week  against  what  Sister  Em  would  call  "a  pre- 
sentiment.' I  gave  Seavar  every  instruction  possible 
about  the  road  and  the  spring;  but  if  the  animals 
gave  out,  or  those  Mexican  drivers  behaved  badly,  he 
might  have  trouble.  If  they're  notin  by  Wednesday, 
I  shall  start  out  on  the  road,  but  don't  say  anything 
to  Nell."  The  next  day,  however,  Nell  said  some- 
thing for  herself.  At  breakfast  she  spoke  as  if  she 
could  no  longer  keep  hack  the  words:  "Mr.  H— — , 
can  nothing  be  done?  *  May  I  not  saddle  Prince  and 
take  a  canteen  and  saddle-bags,  and  go  to  'The  Pass?' 
I  would  get  back  by  a  little  after  dark,  and  you  have 
said  there  was  a  view  for  miles  from  that  summit." 
She  kept  up  bravely,  hardly  a  quiver  in  her  voice, 
and  not  a  tremble  of  the  lip.    It  was  almost  too  much 

for  H ,  who  replied:  "My  dear  girl,  I   will   start 

myself  in  the  morning.     You  and  Mrs.    H shall 

get  everything  ready  to-day,  and  I'll  be  off  by  day- 
break." 

Nell  looked  her  thanks,  and  seemed  almost  happy 
now  that  she  could  be  doing.  We  made  ready  a  capa- 
cious cantina  with  coffee,  a  roll  of  soft  linen,  and 
everything  that  our  wits  and  H 's  experience  sug- 
gested, with  many  an  unspoken  prayer  that  the  things 
so  full  of  suggestions  of  want  and  suffering  might 
not  be  required.  At  last  all  was  done,  and  nothing 
remained  but  to  fold  our  hands  and  watch  the  day 
die.  Some  chance  word  of  mine  touched  the  strained 
cord  which  had  held  poor  Nell's  feelings  in  leaBh  so 
long,  and  she  threw  herself  at  my  feet,  and,  putting 
her  head  in  my  lap  she  sobbed  it  all  out.  I  kept 
utter  silence,  for  she  knew  by  this  time  that  no  words 
were  needed  between  us  two.     But  at  last  she  spoke : 

"Dear  Mrs.  H ,  will  you  not  beg   your  husband 

to  let  me  go  too?  Another  day  of  inaction  and  sus_ 
pense  will  kill  me.  I  will  be  no  trouble;  I  am 
strong;  besides,  our  two  horses  can  carry  double  the 
quantity  of  food  and  water,  and — and  there  are  two 
of  the  lost  ones.     If  we  should  find  them,   they   can 

both  ride.     0,  Mrs.    H ,"    and   then   the   words 

came  faster  and  the  face  was  turned  farther  away,  "I 
have  been  so  wicked!    It  is  both  of  them  I  want 


saved.  Mr.  Seaver  spoke  to  me  before  he  went,  but 
I  was  so  selfishly  bound  up  in  Joe  that  I  let  him 
start  on  that  dreadful  journey  without  one  word  to 
tell  him  how  my  heart  ached.  I  thought  it  was 
treason  to  Joe,  and  now  I  am  going  to  he  punished 
my  life  long."  It  had  come  to  be  almost  undisputed 
between  us  that  something  was  wrong,  and  I  let  her 
take  it  for  granted;  but  I  gave  her  what   comfort   I 

could,   and  promised   to   do   my   best  with   H , 

though  I  was  about  hopeless  on  tliat  score.  How- 
ever, after  the  preliminary  remarks  which  I  expected, 
evincing  great  disgust  at  being  "bothered  with  a 
woman,"  he  began  to  be  reasonable,  and  finally 
yielded  with  such  grace  as  he  could  muster,  and  with 
only  this  parting  sally,  "When  Seaver  gets  here,  if 
he  don't  marry  the  girl  and  get  her  off  my  hands  in 
less  than  a  week,  I'll  discharge  him!"  which  on  the 
whole,  I  considered  very  mild  for  H . 

By  daybreak  next  morning,  Prince  and  Sultan 
were  saddled  and  bridled,  and  the  relief  guard  were 
off  down  the  valley  at  a  great  pace,  with  many  a 
prayer  for  success  from  me.  I,  left  behind  to  wait, 
considered  that  I  had  the  hardest  of  It,  and  busied 
myself  in  making  the  house  as  dainty  as  possible, 
and  cooking  up  provisions  enough  for  the  entire 
camp,  with  the  vague  idea  that  I  was  getting  ready 
for  something  unusual. 

The  animals  showed  their  mettle  finely;  and  be- 
fore noon,  H and  Nell  had  reached  the  Pass,  and 

had  stopped  a  necessary  but  interminable  half-hour  to 
refresh  the  horses.  Then,  great  as  was  their  impa- 
tience, they  that  they  must  proceed  slowly,  for  every 
mile  of  the  way  must  be  closely  scanned  for  any  clue. 
Nell  had  thoughtfully  slung  from  her  saddle  a  picnic 
case  much  used  in  the  happy  days  of  early  spring, 
and  a  field-glass,  which  proved  of  the  utmost  value. 
How  often  they  paused  to  sweep  that  awful  desert,  as 
they  plodded  along  the  hot  sandy  road!  Some  two 
or  three  hours  after  noon,  when  the  sun  beamed 
down  from  the  cloudless  sky  with  fiercest  ray,  Nell 
was  looking  off  to  the  right  of  the  road;  suddenly  she 
started,  freed  the  glass  from  dust,  and  looked  again; 

then,    too   excited   too   speak,    gave   it   H ,    and 

pointed  to  where  a  grease-wood  bush  grew  somewhat 

higher  than  the  surrounding  sage-brush.     All  H 

saw  was  a  dark  cloth  fluttering  from  the  top  of  the 
bush  in  the  fitful  wind  that  was  like  a  furnace  blast. 
It  might  be  only  a  rag,  caught  from  the  scanty  apppa- 
rel  of  some  wandering  Ute,  but  it  might  mean  more, 
and  they  would  leave  no  clue  unfollowed.  So, 
almost  without  a  word,  they  swung  off  the  road  and 
through  the  brush.  Only  half  the  distance  was  ac- 
complished, when,  from  behind  the  bush  they  were 
watching  with  such  strained  eyes,  there  slowly  rose 
a  tall,  guant  figure,  reaching  out  such  beseeching 
arms  to  them,  that,  with  a  fresh  spur  to  the  horses, 
they  almost  flew  over  the  remaining  distance,  neither 
horses  nor  riders  seeming  to  breathe  in  that  moment 
of  supreme  excitement.  For  all  her  woman's  dress, 
Nell  was  first  to  the  ground,  the  canteen  in  her  hand 
as  she  sprung  With  one  look  for  Joe,  who  lay  in  the 
scant  shade  of  the  grease-wood,  she  walked  straight 
to  Will  Seaver,  and  only  saying:  "My  darling,  thank 
God  we  are  in  time,"  she  forced  him  gently   down, 

and  gave  him  to  drink,  while  H was  at  Joe's  side, 

trembling  lest  the  sleep  of  unconsciousness  should 
be  his  last  sleep.  One  draught  of  the  heivven-sent 
water,  and  then  dear,  unselfish  Will  turned  to  see  if 
Joe  could  drink,  saying,  as  well  as  his  poor  swollen 
lips  and  tongue  would  let  him,  "I  tried  to  save  him 
for  you,  Nell."  This  was  all  just  then,  for  a  few 
moments  of  blessed  unconsciousness  came  after  the 
long  strain,  and  there  was  plenty  work  for  both  the 
relief  guard.  Nell's  love,  at  last  acknowledged, 
showed  itself  in  every  busy  movement,  as  she  worked 
for  the  two,  with  more  good  sense  and  deftness,  as 
H admitted,  than  any  two  men. 

Joe  proved  to  be  the  better  off  of  the  two,  and  a 
cool,  damp  cloth  laid  upon  his  forehead,  soon  roused 
him  to  the  blessed  consciousness  of  a  cup  of  water 
just  ready  for  his  lips.  In  a  little  while  a  fragrant 
fire  was  burning  and  soup  and  coffee  heating,  while 
Nell,  most  piudent  of  physicians,  gave  each  at  inter- 
vals a  few  spoonfuls  of  weak  brandy  and  water.  By 
the  time  their  soup  was  ready  they  were  able  to  stand 


almost  steadily  upon  their  feet.  Soon  the  little  cav- 
alcade had  started  back  toward  the  Pass;  Seaver  and 
Joe  riding,  not  without  many  protestations  from 
Seaver,  who  was,  however,  completely  under  petti- 
coat government. 

As  they  went,  a  plan  was  developed  which  was 
Nell's  own  and  which  proved  her  wisdom  in  coming 
at  all.  They,  having  saddle-blankets  and  provisions 
enough  for  comfort,  should  camp  for  the  night  at  the 
little  spring  in  the  Pass;  while  she  came  up  to  the 
settlement  and  sent  back  for  them  a  comfortable 
wagon.  By  this  time  the  whole  three  had  about  re- 
signed themselves  to  Nell  as  the  captain  of  the  expe- 
dition,  and  she   encountered  no   opposition  worth 

speaking  of.     Leaving  H to  keep  up  a   fire   and 

give  tlie'm  nourishment  at  short  intervals,  and  never 
waiting  a  moment  for  rest,  she  was  in  the  saddle 
again,  and  a  little  past  midnight  her  knock  aroused 
me  from  a  light  slumber,  as  I  sat  by  the  fire.  One 
look  in  her  happy  face  told  me  that  all  was  well,  hut  I 
saw  there  was  yet  work  to  be  done.  A  few  hurried 
words  told  me  how  things  were,  and  we  soon  had  the 
watchman  taking  care  of  Prince,  and  had  roused  two 
or  three  others,  who  promised  to  be  off  by  daylight  for 
their  welcome  passengers.  Then  I  got  our  dear  girl 
home,  and  by  dint  of  much  coaxing  and  representing 
to  her  all  that  still  remained  to  do,  I  got  her  to  un- 
dress quietly,  and  go  to  bed.  She  slept  soundly  at 
last,  just  waking  for  a  moment  with  a  pleased  smile 
at  day-dawn,  as  the  wagon  rattled  by. 

By  candle-light  that  evening  they  were  with  us, 
and  we  were  listening,  a  little  at  a  time,  to  the  story 
of  their  journey.     Almost  as  soon  as  he  could  speak, 

Seaver  had  toldH that  the  wagons  and  machinery 

were  safe  a  little  the  other  side  of  Las  Vegas.  The 
summer  had  been  a  dreadful  one  even  for  the  Col- 
orado Desert;  part  of  the  animals  were  bronchos,  and 
after  a  hard  trip,  a  number  of  them  had  sickened 
and  died — so  many  that  there  were  not  enough  left 
to  pull  the  wagons.  They  had  come  on  with  the 
remnant  to  Las  Vegas,  and  there  the  Mexican  drivers 
had  declared  they  would  go  no  farther.  Seaver  had 
offered  every  inducement  to  get  even  a  few  of  them 
to  come  on  with  him,  but  neither  inducements  nor 
intimidation  had  served,  and  he  and  Joe  took  saddle 
animals  and  started  for  the  valley  alone.  But  worst 
fortune  of  all,  they  had  missed  a  spring,  the  only  one 
n  fifty  miles:  go  back  they  would  not,  but  pressed 
on  until  the  animals  would  go  no  farther,  but  laid 
their  weary  carcasses  on  the  desert  sands  to  rest  for- 
ever. Then,  divesting  themselves  of  every  ounce  of 
unnecessary  weight  and   half-dead  with   thirst,    the 

two  men  toiled  on.     When   Nell   and   H found 

them,  Joe  had  fallen  asleep  in  one  of  those  merciful 
moments  of  relief  when  the  thirst  seems  all  gone,  and 
was  dreaming  of  rippling  streams  and  blue  lakes; 
while  poor  Will,  burning  and  almost  insane  with  a 
dreadful  paroxysm,  kept  his  faithful  guard  until  the 
last. 

How  happy  we  all  were  that  evening!  Nell  and 
Will,  now  formally  "engaged,"  showed  their  happi- 
ness frankly,  but  there  was  no  danger  of  any  "sickly 
entimentality"  from  them.  Joe,  with  a  more  serious 
ook  than  I  had  ever  seen  in  his  boyish  face,  gave  to 
Seaver  his  due  of  grateful  praise  and  warm  acknowl- 
edgement, and  welcomed  most  heartily  the  new 
family  arrangement — greatly,  I  confess,  to  my  sur- 
prise. But  Jod's  faco-to-face  encounter  with  the 
realities  of  life  and  death  had  wrought  a  greater 
change  than  any  of  us  could  then  believe,  and  since 
that  time  he  has  taken  hold  of  life  with  both  hands, 
and  his  one  little  talent  of  architectural  ability  has 
developed  idto  a  noble  and  remunerative  profession. 

The  week  after  was  a   busy   one.     H scoured 

the  valley  and  the  mountains  for  horses  mules,  oxen 
— anything  that  could  draw — and  started  them  and 
drivers  after  the  mill.  Seaver  and  Joe,  after  submit- 
ting to  two  or  three  days  of  petting  and  spoiling, 
were  on  their  feet  and  into  the  thick  of  the  work. 
Letters  and  telegrams  were  sent  to  New  York,  and 
the  company  for  once  forsaking  the  time-honored 
custom  of  sending  out  superannuated  dry-goods  clerks 
to  conduct  vast  enterprises,  bestowed  upon  Seaver 
the  charge  of  the  new  mill. 

H and  I,   too,    had   work   to   do.      We   were 
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quietly  fitting  up,  with  such  comforts  us  we  could 
gather,  a  little  cabin  near  the  new  mill-site.  Bofore 
the  end  of  the  busy  week,  H announced  one  even- 
ing at  supper,  with  ft  queer  twinkle  in  his  eye,  that 
we  were  to  have  a  call  from  the  State  Geologist.  I 
remarked,  rather  saucily,  that  I  didn't  see  anything 
very  funny  iu  that. 

"Couldn't  you  and  Nell  get  up  a  little  supper  to- 
morrow evening,  and  invite  some  of  our  friends  to 
meet  him?" 

"I  suppose  we  could,  but  that's  rather  a  queer 
idea;  and  if  you  will  be  so  kind  as  to  tell  whatyou're 
so  very  mysterious  about,  I'm  sure  I'd  be  obliged." 
"O,  nothing — only  our  State  Geologist  happens  to 
be  the  Rev.  Mr.  Black,  and  it  does  seem  a  pity  to  let 
such  a  chance  slip;  don't  it,  Nell?" 

Her  face  flamed  as  she  saw  what  he  meant,  and 
she  disappeared  in  great  haste  through  the  open 
door,  I  suppose  to  look  after  the  weather.  But  Will 
Seaver  must  have  pleaded  his  cause  well  during  their 
sunset  walk,  for,  the  next  evening,  Ooma-Piqua 
society  was  convulsed  to  its  very  foundations  by  the 
excitement  attending  the  happy  ending  of  Nell 
Gwin's  courtship. — [Reprinted  from  the  Overland 
Monthly,  August,  1874. 
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THE  NORTH  WIND. 

[Written  by  a  Wasp  attache  who  suffered  during  the 
recent  cold  spell.] 

Ye  temperance  societies, 

Who  diunkenness  echew, 
Please  to  inJict  the  northwest  wind 

For  making  people  blue. 
Go  forth  like  David,  armed  with  slings, 

Against  the  tyrant  foe, 
That  hates  your  cause,  and  tempts  us  all 

For  ardent  "smiles"  to  go. 

Its  very  name  is  given  that  drink 

Of  which  ye  are  detesters; 
Tars  call  their  horns  of  deadly  grog — 

If  strong — "good  stiff  norwesters"; 
And  from  that  self-same  fact  no  doubt, 

When  they're  called  up  and  fined 
Before  Judge  Louderback,  'tis  said, 

They're  "three  sheets  in  the  wind." 

Nor  is  this  all.     I  heard  it  once, 

As  I  did  kneel  to  pray, 
This  north  wind  whistling  round  the  church 

Upon  a  sabbath  day! 
And  while  this  wretched  "cough  of  mine" 

"Jines  lots"  with  windy  colics. 
Vain  is  3Tour  long,  lugubrious  whine, 

I  cannot  go  hydraulics. 

The  summer  dust  is  bad  enough, 

The  winter  rain  is  wet; 
But  I  can  stand  the  two  combined, 

Without  a  drink,  you  bet. 
But  when  this  north  wind  chills  my  bones, 

And  I  must  cough  and  hawk, 
Good  bye  to  all  my  strong  resolves, 

0,  shoot  your  temp'rance  talk! 

I've  done.     And  this,  my  simple  plea, 

Let  none  misunderstand. 
I  swear  by  all  that's  water-proof, 

I'll  join  the  temp'rance  band 
(When  genial  weather  comes  again) 

For  'tis  on  that  I'm  countin', 
I'll  always  doff  my  helmet,  when 

I  pass  by  Lotta's  fountain. 


The  Ne  w  York  Star,  one  of  the  brightest 
and  newsiest  of  our  Eastern  exchanges,  has 
removed  to  larger  and  more  convenient  quar- 
ters, in  consequence  of  its  rapidly  increasing 
business.  It  was  to  have  been  enlarged  on 
the  1st  of  January  and  its  price  increased  to 
two  cents.  The  Star  is  the  workingmen's 
organ  in  New  York,  and  we  are  glad  to  see 
it  go  ahead  so  rapidly. 


Misletoe. — Mizzle,  thou. 

Sanhedrim. — We  cannot  be  certain.  Prob- 
ably Adam  was.    . 

G.  Chawsir. — Geoffrey,  to  use  a  fami- 
liar and  oft-quoted  phrase  of  the  ancients, 
"it  won't  work." 

Veritas. — Of  course,  tell  the  truth  under 
all  circumstances.  But  truth  is  like  many 
other  luxuries;  it  is  not  to  be  wasted.  Kich 
men  can  give  their  candid  opinion  of  every- 
thing and  be  arjplauded.  Poor  men,  on  the 
contrary,  are  apt  to  be  ruined  if  they  tell  too 
much  truth.  "Speech  is  silver,  silence  is 
golden."  No  one  will  tell  every  fool  he  meets 
that  he  is  a  fool.  Be,  therefore,  wisely  eco- 
nomical, and  you  will  be  happy. 

Caliban. — Your  cantos  are  on  our  table. 
You  ask  our  candid  opinion  of  the  poem. 
Here  it  is.  It  is  hogwash.  It  is  conceived 
in  idiocy,  atrocious  in  design,  and  is  evidently 
the  work  of  a  man  without  a  mind.  It  would 
be  lunacy,  but  we  cannot  believe  that  its  au- 
thor is  a  lunatic,  for  lunacy  is  intellect  de- 
stroyed. The  whole  thing  is  torturing  our 
brain  like  the  nightmare.  We  cannot  for- 
get a  word  of  it.  AVould  that  we  could!  O, 
Caliban  if  you  only  knew  the  wreck  your  ill- 
advised  attempt  at  poetry  has  wrought! 

Forlorn. — That  paper  of  yours,  "A  Plea 
for  Suicides,"  is  an  extraordinarily  healthy 
document.  Your  arguments  are  unanswer- 
able, from  an  outsider's  standpoint,  and,  we 
think  in  your  case,  could  be  defended 
on  the  ground  of  expediency.  You  only 
lack  one  thing  to  make  your  position  entire- 
ly tenable,  and  that  is  experience.  Until 
you  have  made  yourself  familiar  with  the 
thoughts  and  motives  of  the  suicide  by 
personal  trial,  your  defence  of  the  tribe  is 
apt  to  be  characterized  as  prejudiced.  Try 
it  yourself,  and  then  give  an  anxious  world 
your  views  through  a  red-headed,  cross-eyed 
female  medium.  As  for  printing  your  article, 
that  is  a  question  that  we  have  not  considered. 

Winter. — There  are  many  kinds  of  fame, 
but  no  man  can  be  famous  in  everything. 
For  instance,  we  don't  believe  that  you  would 
ever  acquire  much  distinction  as  a  statesman 
or  a  political  leader,  or  a  maker  of  books,  or 
a  teacher  of  languages.  You  must  have  a 
certain  amount  of  adaptability  for  a  profes- 
sion in  order  to  succeed.  You  have  written 
to  us  several  times  now,  Winter,  and,  per- 
haps, you  have  earned  the  rights  to  ask  our 
unbiased  and  disinterested  advice.  From 
the  style  and  quantity  of  j'our  literary  efforts 
we  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  you  are 
an  industrious,  energetic  man.  Such  quali- 
ties would  ha  invaluable  in  the  wood-chop- 
ping industry.  As  a  wood-chooper  you 
would  prove  an  unqualified  success. 


Something   of  a  Dilemma. 
There  is  a  ridiculous  old  story  told  at   the 
expense  of  royalty  to  the  effect  that  a   little 
princess  in  a  certain  period  of  national   dis- 
tress was  surprised  to  hear  that  many  people 
were   starving  to    death.      She    exclaimed, 
"Why,   I  would  rather  live   on  bread  and 
cheese  than  starve!"     It  is  not  so   much   the 
case  now  as  it  was  in  the  time  when  the  story 
was  new,  that  royal  people   are  wonderfully 
ignorant  of  what  trials  the  masses  have   to 
bear,  while  the  people  know   in   these   days 
more  than  ever  that  not   only   "Uneasy   lies 
the  head  that  wears  a  crow,"  but  uncomfort- 
ably hemmed  in  is  the   member  of  a  royal 
family.     For  instance,  in  February  the  Prin- 
cess Charlotte  of  Prussia,  daughter  of  "Unser 
Fritz"   and  grand-daughter  of  Kaiser  Wil- 
helm  on  the  one  side  and  Queen  Victoria   on 
the  other,  is  to  be  married  to  the  Hereditary 
Duke  of  Saxe  Meiningen.       On  the  same  oc- 
casion the  Hereditary  Grand  Duke  of  Olden- 
burg will  wed  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  Prince 
Frederick    Charles,    another    hero    of    the 
Franco-German  war.     There  is   nothing  ro- 
mantic in  any  of  this  matrimonial  news,   be- 
cause there  has  probably  been  little   or  no 
wooing,  and  the  course  of  true  love  in  either, 
has  been  carefully  laid  out  and  straightened 
by   State  engineers,   who   have  marked  the 
boundaries  with  an  abundance  of  red   tape. 
It  is  always  so  in  royal   matrimony.     Com- 
mon  people   do   their  own   courting;  while 
princes  and  princesses  have  theirs   done   for 
them,  the  only   advantage  in  the  latter  ar- 
rangement being  that  there  is  no  chance   for 
lovers'  quarrels  and  suits  for  breach  of  pro- 
mise.    The    romance    in    the    case    of  this 
double  royal  marriage,  or  it  might  be   more 
proper    to    say    royal    double  marriage,  is 
caused  by  a  rule  in  the  House  of  Hohenzol- 
lern  which   provides  that  all   scions  of  the 
family  shall  pass  the  wedding  night  in   the  ' 
old  bridal  chamber  of  the  Electoral  Palace. 
The  Emperor  is  inflexible  in  regard  to  the 
observance  of  this  rule,  and  the  court  flunkies 
are  at  the  ends  of  their  wits  to  accommodate 
either  the  rule  to   the  circumstances   or  the 
circumstances  to  the  rule. 


As  it  may  be  interesting  to  our  readers  to 
learn  the  present  numerical  status  of  our 
National  Guard ,  we  have  collated  the  follow- 
ing facts  from  the  report  of  Adjutant  Gen- 
eral Walsh,  which  has  just  been  prepared 
for  transmission  to  the  War  Department: 
The  National  Guard  of  the  State  numbers 
2,627  men,  of  whom  233  are  officers;  the  to- 
tal number  of  men  subject  to  military  duty  is 
111,231,  distributed  as  follows:  First  Bri- 
gade, 14,864;  Second,  51,702;  Third,  12,232; 
Fourth,  18,693;  Fifth,  9,640;  Sixth,  4,580. 


The  following  is  a  copy  of  a  letter  written 
by  a  Chinaman  to  the  Sheriff  of  Inyo  County : 
Darwin,  December  19,  1877. 

Dear  Sheriff": — I  have  my  Properties  tax. 
did  not  giveing  up,  but  Frank  speak  to  me 
five  month,  they  come  and  geteng  the  tax, 
but  now  they  did  not  come  to-day.  I  bring 
the  money  to  the  deliverer,  send  up  to  you 
of  $22.  they  said  you  not  take  silver,  taking 
gold  coin,  now  I  have  $22,  all  the  money  I 
have,  will  I  come  up  one  or  two  Week  then 
I  paid.  If  you  want  silver  money  I  send  up 
to  you  at  22th  day  of  Dec.  1877,  and  you  sent 
back  a  letter  to  me.  SEE  LEE. 
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Tile  Very  Freshest  American  Ilumsr. 

A  Texas  editor  has  produced  a  beautiful 
simile,  which  should  not  be  lost.  He  says : 
"In  the  great  cities  trade  continues  to  con- 
tract, slowly  but  steadily,  like  mast-fed  pork 
in  the  frying-pan." 

The  baby  show  at  Newark,  New  Jersey, 
was  a  silver-plated  success.  The  man  who 
got  it  up  waited  till  $145  had  come  into  the 
till  and  then  slid.  The  babies  howled, 
mothers  scolded  and  creditors  cursed. 

If  General  Sheridan  telegraphs  from  Chi- 
cago that  the  Mexican  border  troubles  are 
mere  trifles  then  all  fair-minded  men  must 
believe  him.  A  general  quartered  in  Chi- 
cago naturally  knows  all  about  Mexican  bor- 
ders. 

The  theory  of  evolution  is  constantly  gain- 
ing ground.  A  child  was  recently  born  in 
Arkansas  with  an  arm  where  a  leg  should  be 
and  with  a  leg  in  place  of  the  right  arm.  He 
will  probably  be  the  only  man  in  the  world 
that  can  kick  straight  from  the  shoulder. 

"We  would  like  to  know  why  it  is  that  a 
young  man  can  sit  down,  heave  a  sigh  or  two 
about  the  size  of  a  cider  barrel  and  then 
dash  off  a  dozen  pages  to  some  angel  of  about 
seventeen  year  old  plumage,  but  when  he 
begins  to  write  to  his  mother,  he  can  scratch 
himself  bald-headed  and  then  not  get  over  a 
page  and  a  half. 

Queen  Victoria  refuses  to  take  a  glass  of 
water,  unless  from  the  hands  of  a  maid  of 
honor,  but  if  Vic  were  to  eat  a  dish  of  Yan- 
kee pork  (extra  salt)  and  beans,  methinks  her 
Majesty  would  shortly  grow  that  thirsty  that 
she'd  even  go  out  to  the  well  herself,  and  in- 
cur the  risk  of  decapitation  by  the  carelessly- 
disposed  clothes-line. 

There  was  a  whole  sermon  in  the  brief 
confession  of  Col.  Tom  Stanege,  who  was  re- 
cently executed  in  Arkansas  for  murdering 
his  aunt  and  another  woman.  "It  was  my  in- 
tention," he  said,  "to  murder  and  rob  men 
as  long  as  I  could  escape  detection.  After  I 
had  full}'  enjo3red  myself  it  was  my  purpose 
to  reform  and  do  better." 

"Whenever  you  see  in  a  story,"  says  a 
book-reviewer  in  one  of  the  literary  papers, 
"such  an  expression  as  'I  vow  I  will,'  or  'I 
vow  I  won't,'  you  may  know  that  a  woman 
wrote  it."  Yes  the  rule  is  infallible.  And 
the  fact  is  quite  remarkable,  too,  thus  when 
you  find  in  a  story  such  an  expression  "dam- 
fhi  do,"  or  "damfhi  don't,"  you  may  know 
that  a  woman  didn't  write  it. 

It  is  said  that  the  President,  when  his 
'dander  is  up."  relieves  himself  by  the  use  of 
the  most  violent  profanity,  comprised  of  the 
choicest  gleanings  from  the  whole  catalogue 
of  "cuss  words,"  which  permeate  the  air  with 
blue  streaks  for  several  rods  around.  He 
does  it  by  proxy,  however.  He  orders  up  a 
stiff  glass  of  water  with  a  chunk  of  ice  in  it 
and  then  calls  iu  Zach  Chandler  to  swear  for 
him.  During  these  sublime  moments  in  the 
life  of  the  President,  life  pulsations  beat 
wildly  in  and  about  the  "White  House. 


"SUPPOSIN'." 

He  was  a  man  who  did  a  good  deal  of  sup- 
posing. Stepping  up  to  a  Fleet  street  mar- 
ket woman  yesterday  afternoon,  he  said : 
"What's  butter  worth  to-day?" 
"Thirty-five  cents,  customer.  Nice,  sweet 
and  fresh.  How  much  would  you  like  sir  ?" 
replied  the  dame,  eagerly. 

"That's  an  awful  price  for  the  laboring 
man  with  a  large  and  hungry  family  to  plank 
down,"  he  said,  musing,  as  he  tasted  the 
golden  lubricant  from  the  end  of  the  paddle.- 

"But  let  us,  supposin'  now  that  the  grass 
crop  had  been  a  dead  fizzle  this  season,  and 
the  milk  disease,  rhinderpest  and  hollerhorn 
had  walked  over  the  deck,  could  you  buy 
butter  like  that  to-day  short  of  a  dollar  a 
pound?  No,  I  guess  not;  and  instead  of 
keeping  your  stomach  cheerful  every  day  on 
Nevada  porterhouse  at  fifteen  cents  a  pound, 
you'd  be  breaking  your  teeth  on  mule  meat 
once  a  week  at  about  six  bits.  And  then 
supposin'  again,  on  the  other  hand,  that 
there  had'nt  been  an  atom  of  snow  anywhere 
last  winter,  and  supposin'  that  ninety-nine 
grains  of  wheat  out  of  every  hundred  planted 
had  froze  out,  and  the  flies  and  weevil  had 
got  away  with  the  other  one,  where  would 
bread-stuff  a'  been  to-day  ?  Away  out  of 
sight  ?  True  enough.  Would  butter  have 
sympathized  and  gone  up  in  a  balloon  with 
it?  It  would,  hey?  Not  quite;  there  you 
are  wrong  ?  "What  is  the  good  of  butter  if 
you  don't  have  any  bread  to  put  it  on  ? 
Does  a  man  want  a  carriage  if  he  haint  got 
any  horse  to  draw  it  ?  But  supposin'  now 
that  the  potater  crop  had  been  just  tremen- 
dous— what's  the  price  of  butter  then  ? 
What's  political  economy  got  to  say  about 
that,  eh  ?" 

His  auditor  saw  a  boarding-house  land- 
lady edging  up  with  two  baskets,  and  said, 
"Supposin'  you  move  on  and  give  us  a 
rest." 

He  next  stumbled  up  to  an  apple-vender, 
asking: 

"What's  the  fruit  fetching  to-day?" 

"A  dollar  and  a  quarter  a  bushel,  sir. 
Good  and  sound — keep  all  winter.  How 
many  ?" 

"You've  got  the  market  by  the  horns',"  he 
said,  "but  supposin'  now  that  every  orchard 
in  the  State  had  poured  its  entire  product 
down  here,  what  could  you  get  then?  Or 
s'posin'  Eve  hadn't  introduced  the  fruit  to 
our  attention,  what  would  you  be  doing  for 
a  living  now  ?  Or  s'posin'  again,  that  every- 
body had  got  clear  dead-gone  crazy  after  ci- 
der, and  nary  solitary  apple  had  been  left 
unsqueezed  in  all  these  United  States, 
where's  your  nice  little  profit  then  ?  or  s'po- 
sin'— " 

But  the  boss  jumped  over  his  stall  and  in- 
terrupted his  speculations  by  hustling  him 
thirty  or  forty  feet  down  the  sidewalk,  sup- 
posing all  the  time  that  his  cow-hide  boot 
was  a  battering  ram,  and  using  it  accord- 
ingly. 


PARISIAN  "WIT. 

People  who  have  traveled  much  have  no 
ideas;  they  have  only  memories.  They  are 
like  millionaires  who  have  much  capital  and 
no  money. 


The  lawyer,  perceiving  that  his  eloquence 
hat  put  the  court  to  sleep,  stops  speaking, 
and  the  silence  naturally  awakens  the  jud- 
ges.    He  continues  his  ai'guruent,  saying : 

"And  now  let  me  return  to  the  point  that 
I  endeavored  to  make  clear  to  your  honors 
yesterday." 

The  judges  stare  at  each  other  and  are 
perfectly  convinced  that  they  have  lost  a 
whole  night  of  his  speech. 


Subscribe   for  the   Wasp,    $4  a  year.    35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


"Cham,"  in  the  Charivari,  suggests,  as  a 
way  of  getting  over  the  parliamentary  crisis, 
to  have  the  Marshal  send  for  the  Esquimaux, 
now  being  exhibited  at  the  Jardin  d'  Ac- 
climatation,  and  "profiting  by  their  igno- 
rance," induce  them  to  accept  portfolios  in 
the  Cabinet. 


The  Doctor  —  You  eat  well  ? 

Le  Malade  Imaginaire  — ■  Yes. 

The  Doctor  —  And  drink  well? 

Le  Malade  Imaginaire  —  Yes. 

The  Doctor  —  And  sleep  well  ? 

Le  Madale  Imaginaire  —  Yes. 

The  Doctor  (writing  a  prescription)  -  Have 
this  made  up  and  take  it  three  times  a  day. 
We'll  soon  stop  that. 


While  in  Algeria  a  mighty  hunter  went  off 
on  a  long  excursion  accompanied  by  a  native 
guide,  whose  face  and  manner  were  not  too 
inspiring  of  confidence.  They  had  scant 
luck;  provisions  ran  short,  and  the  guide 
proposed  to  his  employer  a  dish  of  broiled 
monkey. 

"I  don't  know,"  said  the  European,  though 
he  was  hungry;  "what  does  it  taste  like  ?" 

"It's  tenderer  than  man,  but  not  so  juicy," 
said  the  guide,  in  the  most  matter-of-fact 
manner. 

The  European  at  once  broke  camp  and  re- 
turned homeward,  insisting  on  carrying  his 
own  gun  and  having  the  guide  go  in  front. 

A  gentleman  presents  himself  at  the  bu- 
reaus of  the  exposition,  and  says  to  the  clerk: 
"I  want  to  exhibit  my  wife. " 

"Your  wife?"  says  the  stupid  clerk;  "your 
wife!    Why?" 

"Because,  sir,  she  is  a  model  woman;  one 
that  has  never  given  her  husband  cause  for 
jealousy;  as  faithful  and  kind  as  ten  old  dog 
Trays." 

"Sure  of  it?" 

"I  will  swear  it,  sir." 

"Than  it's  you  that  ought  to  be  put  on  ex- 
hibition." 


While  traveling,  women  value  more  high- 
ly attentions  paid  than  pains  taken.  As  a 
ule,  the  passage  of  the  frontier  does  not  ap- 
peal to  a  women's  feelings,  but  the  Custom 
House  inspection  does.  A  woman  when 
traveling  usually  thinks  she  is  interested  when 
she  is  only  curious.  Chauvinism  is  the 
patriotism  of  stay  at  home  people,  even  as 
devotion  is  the  piety  of  recluses.  Our  fathers 
traveled  little;  they  rarely  crossed  the  front- 
ier except  to  rectify  it. 
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— The  newest  thing  in  ties — The  United 
States  Senate. 

— Floods  of  water  in  Eichmond.  This  is 
what  results  when  a  bell-punch  diminishes  the 
normal  flow  of  other  fluids. 

— Hayes  Valley.  Female.  Damp  Wood. 
Kerosene.  Match.  Morgue.  Lone  Moun- 
tain. Having  these  essential  points  any- 
body can  fill  in  the  details. 

— Sitting  Bull  is  back  again.  He  hank- 
ered muchly  after  the  flesh-pots  and  leeks  of 
Egypt;  or.  to  speak  in  a  less  hyperbolical 
sense,  the  hard  tack  and  blankets  of  Uncle 
Sam. 

— The  election  of  James  T.  Farley  as  U.  S. 
Senator,  foreshadows  C.  T.  Ryland  as  the 
coming  man,  two  years  hence  to  take  Booth's 
place,  says  the  Lower  Lake  Bulletin.  For 
foreshadoivs  read  forestalls,  say  we. 

— Kate  Field  says  that  she  loves  all  the 
American  nation  so  well  that  she  is  unable  to 
make  a  selection  for  a  husband.  Under  the 
circumstances  we  forgive  j'ou,  Kate,  but  you 
need  not  be  so  mealy-mouthed  about  it. 

— "Is  Governor  Bice  in  ?"  inquired  a  seedy- 
looking  man  of  the  clerk  of  the  Brunswick, 
Boston,  a  few  nights  ago.  "Yes,"  said  the 
clerk,  "yes,  he  is."  "Well,"  said  the  man, 
walking  out,  "I'm  glad  of  it;  it's  a  wet  night 
and  he  might  catch  cold  if  he  was   out." 

■ — There  must  be  some  truth  in  the  rumor 
that  Benjamin  F.  Butler  is  soon  to  be  mar- 
ried. He  has  hardly  said  a  word  during  the 
present  session  of  Congress.  He  is  evident- 
ly preparing  for  the  time  when  he  will  have 
to  sit  quietly  by  and  let  some  one  else  do  the 
talking. 

— An  exchange  says  that  diseases  spread 
by  laundries  are  increasing  rapidly  in  San 
Francisco.  As  a  remedy  it  Bays  that  "the 
clothing  should  be  either  burned  or  tho- 
roughly disinfected,  and  washed  apart." 
We  think  the  latter  suggestion  totally  unne- 
cessary. It  takes  a  very  few  weeks  for  the 
average  Chinese  artist  to  wash  a  very  sub- 
stantial garment,  not  only  apart,  but  all  to 
pieces. 

—  The  officers  of  the  Department  of  the 
Interior  at  Washington  are  making  a  detailed 
investigation  into  the  doings  of  the  Desert 
land  grabbers.    This  intelligence  has  already 


created  quite  a  little  flurry  among  many  re- 
sidents of  San  Francisco — those  people 
whom  the  Eastern  Press,  in  raving  about  the 
Chinese  question,  delight  in  calling  "the  bet- 
ter class  of  Californians." 

— As  we  have  often  said,  the  Chinese  are 
the  easiest  people  in  the  world  to  convert 
when  "there  is  anything  in  it,"  to  use  an 
Oriental  expression  much  affected  by  Con- 
fucius. At  the  American  Baptist  Mission  in 
Swatow,  China,  120  converts  were  made  dur- 
ing the  past  year.  At  this  rate  it  can  easily 
be  computed  how  long  it  will  take  to  make 
an  impression  on  the  450,000,000  of  pagans 
in  the  Empire.  It  is  but  right  to  say,  how- 
ever, that  the  rice  crop  was  rather  short  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Swatow  this  year,  and 
that  the  proselytes  felt  an  agreeable  change 
in  their  stomachs  almost  simultaneous  with 
their  change  of  heart.  Still,  after  all,  China 
is  the  cheapest  place  to  evangelize  the  heathen. 
Our  local  missions  do  nothing  and  cost  like 
fury. 

— Patience,  dear  reader;  this  is  not  a  vul- 
gar oath.  The  Wasp  would  not  print  a  secu- 
lar cuss-word.  It  is  only  one  of  Beecher's. 
He  swears  in  the  pulpit,  with  a  holy  unction 
and  a  winning  gesture  of  grace,  that  "by  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ"  they  shall  not  muzzle  his 
intellect  with  their  orthodox  notions  of  an 
omnipotent  tyrant,  reigning  in  Heaven.  Such 
an  ejaculation  in  the  neighborhood  of  our 
City  Hall  would  cause  the  offender  to  be  cast 
into  the  lowest  dungeon  of  the  municipal 
pig-sty ,  and  move  Judge  Louderback  to  mulct 
him  in  ten  or  twenty  dollars;  but  the  place 
sanctifies  the  deed.  The  above  imprecation 
was  delivered  in  Plymouth  Church,  Brooklyn, 
N.  Y.,  and  the  congregation  is  seriously  con- 
sidering the  question  of  raising  Mr.  Beecher's 
salary  for  this  new  force  and  elegance  of  dic- 
tion which  he  has  taken  on. 

— Here  is  how  a  wretched  reporter  explains 
the  origin  of  one  of  our  most  characteristic 
customs.  We  are  almost  ready  to  bet  that 
he  was  recently  left  out  in  the  cold  during 
the  festive  operation  of  ordering  drinks  for 
the  house.  He  says  that  this  absurd  custom 
of  treating  anybody  and  everybody  is  of  Irish 
origin.  The  effervescent  son  of  Erinisguilty 
of  introducing  it  to  America,  and  the  imita- 
tive American  is  responsible  for  nursing  it. 
There  may  be  something  attractive  about 
Irish  hospitality,  but  no  level-headed  man 
can  praise  their  insane  custom  of  calling  all 
the  world  up  to  take  a  drink.  Only  in  Erin 
and  the  United  States  is  such  a  custom  pos- 
sible. That  thirsty  scribe  might  well  say 
with  the  neglected  author:  "Praise  me  if 
you  will;  damn  me  if  you  must;  but  don't 
ignore  me." 

— And  now  comes  a  story  from  over  the 
mountains  that  a  young  man  was  killed  while 
fooling  with  a  pistol  which  he  thought  was 
not  loaded.  It  is  very  strange  that  a  sane 
and  sober  man  should  play  with  a  pistol 
which  he  thought  was  not  loaded.  Nothing 
in  the  world,  not  even  a  can  of  nitro-glyce- 
rine  thawing  out  on  the  household  stove,  is 
more  dangerous,  to  humanity  than  an  un- 
loaded pistol.     On   the   contrary,   a  loaded 


pistol  js  is  as  inocuous  as  a  summer  breeze. 
It  is  almost  certain  death  to  play  with  a  pistol 
•which  is  not  known  to  be  loaded.  To  point 
St  at  a  friend  is  murder;  to  even  look  in  its 
barrel  is  suicide  of  the  most  deliberate  order. 
It  is  well  enough  to  point  it  at  a  dead  wall 
or  a  yellow  dog.  It  is  safe  and  harmless, 
'then.  Even  the  sight  of  your  respected 
'nother- in-law  will  not  tempt  it  to  go  off. 
'But  your  wife,  your  mother,  your  little  boy 
or  your  friend  always  rouse  its  worst  pas- 
sions. In  such  cases  it  is  sudden  death. 
Therefore  when  yon  give  your  young  ones 
pistols  to  play  with,  be  sure  they  are  loaded. 
Loaded  pistols,  nowadays,  seldom  do  any 
mischief. 

— If  the  strong  pro-Turkish  organs  in 
Great  Britain,  or  more  properly  speaking, 
the  Russophboist  organs,  could  have  their  way 
it  would  not  be  many  days  before  Great  Bri- 
tain would  throw  her  sword  into  the  scale  in 
behalf  of  Turkey.  Nor  is  there  much  doubt 
that  the  Earl  of  Beaconsfield  favors  a  strong 
policy  on  the  part  of  Great  Britain,  and  that 
he  has  been  held  back  by  the  more  moderate 
views  of  some  of  his  colleagues.  The  Liber- 
als in  England,  headed  by  Gladstone,  Bright, 
Lowe  and  others,  are  almost  to  a  man  op- 
posed to  war  in  behalf  of  Turkey,  and  many 
of  them  would  care  as  little  as  Russia  could 
desire  if  Turkey  were  completely  wiped  from 
themapof  Europe.  Butif  England wereonce 
in  war,  Beaconsfield  would  have  no  reason 
to  fear  home  opposition;  for  the  national 
pride  would  sustain  him.  The  participation 
of  Great  Britain  in  the  war  would  probably 
lead  to  a  conflict  of  arms  upon  a  colossal 
scale,  for  the  other  powers  of  Europe  would 
hardly  be  calm  and  disinterested  spectators 
while  England  and  Turkey  were  trying  con- 
clusions with  Russia.  If  current  rumors  is 
worth  anything,  Germany  would  champion 
Russia  rather  than  see  the  latter  lose  the 
fruits  of  her  victories  over  the  Turk;  and  if 
Germany  took  sides  with  Russia,  England 
and  Turkey  would  have  sore  need  of  allies. 

—People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrupa.  Cordials,  Essential  Oils  and 
Fruit  Extracts.  Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street, 
cor.  Battery,  up  stairs.  * 


State  Prison  Statistics. 

Following  is  recapitulation  of  prisoners 
discharged  and  received  at  the  California 
State  Prison  during  December,  1877:  On 
hand  November  30th,  1415;  received  during 
December,  51;  convict  witnesses  returned,  6; 
total,  1472;  discharged  by  provision  of  act, 
24;  taken  out  by  order  of  Court  for  trial,  4; 
taken  out  by  order  of  Court  as  witnesses,  5; 
pardoned,  2;  died,  2;  total,  37.  On  hand 
December  31,  1435;  increase  during  Decem- 
ber, 20. 

Furnished  January  1,  1878,  by  A.  C.  Mc 
Allister,  Captain  of  the  Yard,  San  Quentin. 
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GRAND    OPERA  HOUSE 

"Around  the  Clock"  drew  immense  houses 
throughout  the  week.  "We  have  nothing  to 
add  to  our  comments  of  last  week  except  to  say 
that  the  play  is  now  running  as  smoothly  as 
it  probably  is  possible  for  any  spectacle.  The 
members  are  now  perfectly  up  in  their  lines 
and  business,  the  scenery  works  to  a  charm, 
and  everything  proceeds  with  the  utmost 
harmony.  As  the  play  will  soon  be  with- 
drawn, we  advise  all  who  have  not  yet  seen 
it  to  go.  "Around  the  Clock"  this  evening 
and  matinee. 

CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 

The  "Black  Crook"  has  been  continued 
throughout  the  week.  It  has  so  far  drawn 
fair  houses  since  its  first  production,  but  the 
interest  appears  to  be  waning  now.  There 
is  a  plethora  of  the  leg— itimate  drama  in 
San  Francisco. 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

The  first  representation  of  "Mazeppa"  at 
this  theatre  was  a  dreary  farce.  The  fiery 
steed  was  sick,  the  company  forgot  their 
lines,  and  Miss  Buckingham  was  out  of  sorts. 
The  audience  was  disgusted  and  showed  it 
pretty  plainly.  Such  things  might  do  in  a 
country  village,  but  they  prove  to  be  a  mine 
of  bankruptcy  here. 

emerson's. 

The  shapely  Adah  Richmond  and  her  bur- 
lesque party  were  greeted  by  a  fair  audience 
on  Monday  evening.  The  piece  played  was 
"Chow-Chow,"  a  rather  good  burlesque,  con- 
structed after  the  usual  style.  There  are  no 
first-class  voices  in  the  troupe,  and  very 
many  fall  below  tha  range  of  mediocrity. 
Miss  Richmond  is  about  the  best  singer,  and 
possesses  the  most  graceful  person  of  the  lot. 
If  there  is  not  a  marked  improvement,  we 
can  only  predict  another  of  the  many  failures 
that  this  house  has  sustained  of  late. 
baldwtn's. 

"Amos  Clarke"  with  Charles  R.   Thome 
in  the  leading  role.     Scanty  houses. 
woodward's  gardens. 

"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 


pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

cues] 
^Miss  Fanny  Davenport  is  playing   '  'Rosa- 
lind" at  Booth's  Theatre. 

The  blondes  once  more.  Now  for  bald- 
heads  in  the  front  row.    Place  aux  bald-heads! 

It  is  reported  that  John  S.  Clark  recently 
purchased  $15,000  worth  of  real  estate  in 
Chicago  from  Adelaide  Neilson. 

Dan  Harkins  has  undertaken  to  star  it  in 
the  "Forrestian  School."  The  Chicago  In- 
ter-Ocean says  he  "rants,  and  rants  abomi- 
nably." 

The  tin  horn  concert  which  was  produced 
without  announcement,  and  continued  with 
little  abatement  for  ten  days,  has  happily 
come  to  an  end.  The  next  rehearsal  will 
take  place  about  the  20th  of  December,  1878. 

Four  foreign  actresses  are  now  performing 
in  the  English  language  in  this  country — 
Janausehek,  Von  Stammwitz,  Modjeska  and 
Racovitza.  There  are  no  English  or  Ameri- 
can actresses  on  the  European  Continental 
stage. 

The  eccentric  Viscount  Hinton,  son  and 
heir  of  Earl  Poulett,  and  descendant  of  Sir 
Amyas  Poulett,  jailor  of  the  unfortunate 
Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  is  now  playing  in  a 
variety  theatre  in  London,  under  the  name 
of  Mr.  Cosman. 

George  Rignold  is  a  terrible  star  for  man- 
agers and  actors  to  get  along  with.  His  ec- 
centric and  rough  behaviour  to  all  who  come 
in  contact  with  him  in  a  professional  way  is 
always  disagreeable,  and  sometimes  abso- 
lutely unbearable.  What  causes  these  ac- 
tions onRignold's  part  is  totally  inexplicable, 
except  on  the  supposition  that  he  has  played 
"Henry  V."  for  so  long  that  he  has  actually 
grown  to  consider  himself  a  monarch,  and  is 
determined  to  be  a  despot  as  well.  Rignold 
should  be  taught  that  American  managers  and 
actors  are  gentlemen,  and  demand  to  be 
treated  as  such  by  him. — Mirror. 


Man  may  labor  all  his  life  to  achieve  some 
dream  of  ambition,  and  may  tread  legislative 
halls,  or  occupy  executive  chambers,  but 
when  he  is  notified  that  his  friends  are  com- 
ing with  a  brass-band  to  serenade  him,  he 
realizes  that  he  made  a  mistake  in  not  choos- 
ing the  humble  lot  of  a  tin  peddler. — Rome 
Sentinel. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1876,  37,910^  barrels  of  beer,  making 
18,132  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  IT.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January  17, 1877.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


All  the   big  guns  in  the   savings  banks 
,'bust"  first  and  then  "go  off"  afterwards. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

The  German  Savings  and  Loan 
Society. 

For  the  half  year  ending  this  date,  the  Board  of 
Directors  of  The  German  Savings  and  Loan  Society 
has  declared  the  Dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the 
rate  of  eight  and  two-fifths  (8  2-5)  per  cent,  per  an- 
num, and  on  Ordinary  Deposits  at  the  rate  of  seven 
fi7)  percent,  per  annum,  free  from  Federal  Taxes, 
and  payable  on  and  after  the  15th  day  of  January, 
1878.    By  order,  GEO.  EETTE,  Secretary. 

San  Francisco,  December  31,  1877. 
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BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 

Hi  Post  Street, 

Near  Kearny 

SanFranciKo,  Cat. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 

ID.  EIXOESe.  <3c  CO., 

BOOKBINDERS 

AND 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers,1 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FEANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


BACK    NUMBERS 

or  THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


C.  P.  Sheffield.    N.  "W.  Spaulding.    J.  Patterson. 


PACIFIC 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


Saws  of  €Y€rj  Description 

On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
E^Kepairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice. ,^3 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kenxedy, 


Grand  Spectacular  Drama, 

"Around  the  Clock" 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


THE  BLACK  CROOK 


BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


MAZEPPA 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,  January  5th 
and  6th. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex 

kibited,  together  with  new  varieties  in 

the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 


OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR  ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 


£j^All  Postmasters   are   Agents.      Liberal  -Com- 
missions to  Canvassers",  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


CAUTION ! 

NOT  REMOVED! 


DR.    STEINHART'S 

Essence  of  Life 

The  oldest  and  most  positive  cure  for  Spermatorrhea, 
Exhausted  Vitality,  Nervous  Debility,  etc.,  can  only 
be  obtained  at 

42S    l£E/£.Xfclfir  ST.. 

San  Francisco. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  It. 


The  ESSENCE  OF  LIFE 

Never  Fails.     Thousands  can  testify  to  its  wonderful 
effects.     Remember,  the 

DR.  STEINHART'S 
Genuine  ESSENCE  OF  LIFE 

IS  SOLD   AT 

426   Kearny  Street. 


Price  $3  per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  in 
case,  $10;  sent  free  from  observation,  to  any  address, 
C.  0.  D.     All  communications  confidential. 

Address  all  letters  to 

DR.  STEINHART, 

426  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 


AFTER    YOU    HAVE    TRIED   EVERYTHING  IN 
VAIN,  USE 

DR.  SALFIELD'S 

And  a  thorough  and  Permanent  Cure 
■will  be  your  Reward. 

It  is  the  only  great  remedy.  Immediate  relief  and 
positive  cure  for  WEAKNESS  PECULIAR  TO  MEN, 
such  as  nervous  yhysical  and  mental  debility,  Sper- 
matorrhea, Premature  Decline  and  Impotency,  and 
all  morbid  conditions  brought  on  by  pernicous  habits 
in  youth,  or  excesses  in  niaturer  years.     It  will 

Restore  Exhausted  Vitality  and  Shat- 
tered Constitutions  to  Strength  of  Man- 
hood and  Vigor  of  Youth,  in  from  4  to 
6  "Weeks,  with  Unfailing  Certainty. 

It  aids  the  digestion,  strengthens  the  nerves,  and 
by  its  life-giving  and  blood  purifying  principles  will 
eradicate  all  morbid  eruptions  of  the  skin.  It  is  ft' 
sure  cure  for  KIDNEY  and  BLADDER  COM- 
PLAINTS. Price  $2.50  per  bottle,  or  five  bottles  in 
case  with  full  directions  and  advice,  $10.  Sent  se- 
curely packed  to  any  address  upon  receipt  of  price, 
or  C.  O.  D.,  procurable  only  direct  of 

DR.  SALFIELD, 

No,  31  KEARNY  STREET,  San  Francisco,  Cal., 
where  all  communications,  which  are  strictly  confi- 
dential,   should  be  addressed. 

CONSULTATION   FREE. 

Office  hours  from  9  A.  M.  to  4  P.  M.,  and  6  to  8  eve- 
nings.    Sundays  from  10  to  1  only. 

sepl-tf 


CHANG-E   OF   TIME. 

"Winter  Arrangement. 
Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Bouts 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

3  00  P*  M*  Daily,  [Sundays  included]  Steamer  "James  M. 
■ww  Donahue,"  (from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting; 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  HeakUhurg,  Oloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakcville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Oloverdale  fur  Ukiah 
and  Lakcport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

l£3LOonnections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R,  R.  for  Korbel'B,  Uueruevillo  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 

A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 

o.  g.  m„  n. 

Commencing   SUNDAY,   APRIL  1st,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice, 

TRAINS  and  BOATS  WILL  LEAVE 
SAN  FRANCISCO: 

(Overland  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Landing,  Market  Street.) 

A,   M.  (Daily),  Vallejo  Steamer    (from  Washington 

_    Street  Wharf),  connecting  with  Trains  from  Napa 

(Stage  connection  for  Sonoma),   Calietoga,  Woodland,  Williams, 

Knight's  Landing  and  Sacramento. 

Sundays  excepted  for  Woodland,  Williams'  and  Knight's  Landing 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  8.10  P.  M. 

8i"kjT\  A.  M.  (Daily),  Atlantic  Express  Train  (via  Oakland 
•  Vf  vLr  Ferry),  for  Sacramento,  Marysville,  Redding  and  Port- 
land (Or.),  Colfax,  Reno,  Ogden  and  Omaha.  Connects  at  Gait  with 
Train  arriving  at  Iona  at  3:40  P.  M. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  5.35  P.  M.) 

3jTK  f\  P.  M.  (Daily),  San  Jose  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland 
■  Vr  VF  Ferry),  stopping  at  all  Way  Stations.     Arrives  at  San 
Jose  at  5.30  P.  M.  (Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  0.35  A.  M.) 

4jChf]~B  P-  M.  (Daily),  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry),  fo 
•  \jF  vF  Lathrop,  Stockton,  Merced,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave, 
Newhall  (San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles,  Wil- 
mington, Anaheim  (San  Diego),  Colton  and  Dos  Pal  mas  (Arizona 
Stage  Connection).  Connects  at  Miles  with  Train  arriving  at  San 
Jose  at  0.55  P.  M.  Sleeping  Cars  between  Oakland  and  Los  Ange- 
les. (Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  1,\40  P.  M.) 

4     6T\jT\  P.  M.  (Daily),  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Washington 
e\/V   Street  Wharf),  connecting  with  Trains  for  C'alistoga, 
Wuudland,    Williams  and  Sacramento;  and  at  Sacramento  with 
Passenger  Train  leaving  at  9.15  P.  M,  for  Truckee,  Reno,  Carson 
anid  Virginia  City.     Sleeping  Cars  between  Vallejo  and  Carson. 
Sundays  excepted  for  Napa  and  C'alistoga. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.10  A.  M.) 


B.  s.  BURisrs, 


Agent  for 


Tie 


7.00 


4f\dFk  P.  M.  (Sundays  excepted  Sacramento  Steamer  (from 
m^J^Jr  Washington  Street  Wharf),  for  Benicia  and  Landings 
on  the  Sacramento  River;  also  taking  the  Third  Class  Overland 
Passengers  to  connect  with  train  leaving  Sacramento  at  9.00  A.  M. 
daily.  (Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  8.00  P.  M.) 


4QA  P  M.  (Daily),  Through  Third  Class  and  Accommoda- 
>tJyy  tion  Train    via  Lathrop  and  Mojave,  arriving  at  Los 
Angeles  on  Becoud  day  at  11.15  A.  M. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  7.30  A.  M.) 


C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealars  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Cffice  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between  J  and   H, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


Nails,  Freckles,  Wurts,  Molea,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth,    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 
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DR.  SPINNEY  SCO'S 

Dispensary, 

11  Mssray  &t„  Saa  Frssoisea-, 


DR.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVTLLE  IN- 
FIRMARY, would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  "procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED ! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If  he  can 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so ;  if  not,  he  will  tell 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG  MEN! 

"Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  too  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  offer 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  c 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  c 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.   There  are  man 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  th 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  semini 
weakness.   Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  pei 
feet  cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re 
storation  of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundaj 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Fret 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  see 
at  his  office ;  also  Dr.  Speee's. 


THE  BEST  IN  THE  STATE. 


Depot,  624  Sacramento  St.,  bet.  Montgomery  and  Kearny, 

&J&.W     FHA1C1SCO. 
City  and  Country  Orders  Promptly  Attended  to. 
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Muller's  Optical  Depot. 

135  Montgomery,  near  Bash 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


367 


HIBERNIA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


Pr.KSTDEN'T 

Vn  k-Piiesldent. 


..M.  D.  SWEENY 
.  D.  0 'SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  0 'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touebard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donobue,      Jo.  A,  Dosoliue, 

Tki:  vsrr.ER EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  Bouse,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  bis  first  deposit 

A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Alrent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  0  to  3. 

ji.ly-21-tf  '  


o  o.  a,  m  e;  <st  00= 

Importers  and  "Wholesale  Dealers  in 

SEaolI  ©osiers, 

StaM  Xo.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

july21-3mos 


HOWARD  STREET, 
Between  8th  and  9th  Streets. 

M.  NTJ^STAJST,  Prop. 


CNBCAGQ  BiEf  EE 

1420--1434  Fine  St.,  near  Polk. 
o 

Henry  .A.1  Likens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


SCHLIJETER  &  VOLBER&, 


IMPORTERS  AND  DEALERS  IN 


W 


UPHOLSTERY  GOODS, 
709  Market  Street,  bet.  3d  and  4th, 


SAN    FRANCISCO. 


TO"  CANVASSERS 'IN  THE  INTERIOR: 
"he  .WASP  is.  now  offering  Ihe.  most  unpre- 
_.  enled  inducemeilts.  We  have  prepared  a  hit 
of premiums  16  agents,  which,  we  doiiotjiesifate 
to  say;,  cannot  he  approached  by  any  journal  on 
the  Pacific  Coast.  All  our  premiums,  are  in 
GOLD  COIN,  %n  sums  varying  from  8500 '-to 
$5.  Full  outfit  .of  Posters,  .Circulars,  lllanls 
and  Envelopes' sent;  to  Agents...  ..Send  for ■  puifit 
and  go  lo.wort  The  WASP,  being  the  orih/xl- 
hiMrxited 'paper  on  theCoast,  sells  more  readily 
tli  an  any  .other;  and;  being  able,  digriified,,willy 
and  respectable, ;as:;well;asatl.raejive.xa>id  read- 
able, is '"welcomed An'. every  household. '' :  Now  is 
the  time,  to secure an  agency  ..and  .make,  money 


SS£g    IS    OSS    SIDE    OF 

t. 

fife  ;'r      :.te 


SCOLL  AIT'S 

augll-3mos 


CSazidLies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

D.  CANTY  <3e  OOh 

Wholesale    and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates,  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal.  Orders  from  the  interior  promptly  and  care- 
fully attendeb  to.  augll-3mos 
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MONUMENT    TO  THE    DECEASED     COMRADES     OF  THE    G.  h .  R  .  IN  THE  ODD   FELLOWS   CEMETERY      -S  ■  T 


»»  PPICE 


(SO  2  CAMFORNI  A      ST. 

>:  N.W.  COR-  OF  KEARNY    5TS 


C  V  '  T  ^*i  f  Vl  T  0  "7fl     t     ^RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL.=^- 

ban Krancisco,  January,  l-   lo/o  bythe  pu»u|sei,s  °fthe wasp 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

AT 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 

Thibty-five  cents  peb  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(invariably  in  advance) 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year       ....      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      ...         -        $5.00 
Six  Months      -  -  -         -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Countey  News  Dealebs. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies 'of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Cobbespondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  602 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,    San  Fran- 


SATURDAY,  JANUARY  12,   1878. 

CAUTION  !  ! 
To  Whom  it  may  Concern. 

The  former  traveling  agent  of  the  "Wasp, 
Mr.  A.  Magee, 
was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  remit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
moke  orders  of  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 

N.  B. — Parties  who  hold  receipts  signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  us  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 


It  has  been  calculated  that  if  the  property, 
real  and  personal,  of  San  Francisco  were  di- 
vided equally  among  all  the  inhabitants,  every 
man,  woman  and  child  would  become  the 
possessor  of  about  fifteen  hundred  dollars. 
And  we  calculate  that  in  one  short  year  the 
money  and  property  would  be  about  as  un- 
equally divided  as  it  is  now,  the  cunning, 
the  industrious  and  the  provident  being  at 
the  top  of  the  pile  as  they  now  are. 


Hell! 

And  now  they  want  to  make  us  believe 
that  there  is  no  Hell.  No  Hell!  Insane, 
vicious,  preposterous  idea!  Editors,  long- 
suffering,  patient,  trusting,  unsophisticated 
editors,  give  not  your  countenance  to  any 
such  strange  doctrine. 

What  have  j'ou  pinned  your  faith  to  for 
years?  What  has  consoled  you  in  the  weary 
watches  of  the  night  as  you  lay  mentally  cal- 
culating how  much  longer  you  could  keep 
on  without  paying  the  paper  man,  or  the 
compositor,  or  the  devil  ?  What  has  buttered 
your  oread  when  there  was  no  material  but- 
ter to  be  had  ?  What  has  sustained  you 
when  the  grocery  man  refused  to  credit,  and 
when  the  selfish  publican  declined  to  "chalk 
it  down  ?" 

What  has  relieved  your  wounded  pride 
when  your  garments  grew  shabby  and  your 
footgear  insecure,  when  your  friends  looked 
coldly  on  you  and  the  inevitable  tailor  chased 
you  from  door  to  door  ?  What  nerved  your 
arms  to  wield  the  potent  shears  and  inspired 
your  mighty  brains  to  ply  the  facile  pen, 
when  you  knew  that  you  had  hardly  ink 
enough  in  the  keg  to  moisten  your  forms  for 
the  next  edition  ? 

What,  in  fine,  upheld  and  comforted  you 
under  all  the  trials  and  privations  and  tribu- 
lations to  which,  as  impecunious  scribes  with 
a  heavy  delinquent  list,  you  were  subject  ? 
What,  but  the  sweet  hope,  the  blessed  con- 
sciousness, the  assured  conviction,  more  cer- 
tain to  your  minds  than  any  other  dogma  of 
revealed  religion,  that  the  base,  recalcitrant 
wretches  who  took  your  valuable  journals 
and  who  declined  to  pay  for  them,  who 
feasted  on  the  literary  food  you  prepared  for 
them  and  refused  to  settle  their  scores,  that 
this  tribe  of — (language  fails  to  do  justice  to 
our  indignation  here) — will  yet  meet  the 
punishment  their  crimes  deserve,  even  if  they 
escape  the  rope  or  San  Quentin  on  this  side 
the  grave !  And  this  is  the  sweet  boon  that 
these  crapulent  divines  would  deny  you! 
Away  with  such  sophistry!  The  editorial 
fraternity  with  one  voice  reject  it,  and  de- 
spise its  originators.  Milk  is  for  babes — 
strong  food  for  men.  We  want  our  theolo- 
gical food  as  strong  and  terrifying  as  board- 
ing house  butter  as  long  as  the  live  carcass 
of  a  delinquent  snbscriber  cumbers  the  earth. 
That  Providence  which,  in  its  wrath,  afflicted 
the  editorial  fraternity  with  the  d.  s.  must 
have  supplemented  its  work  with  a  place  for 
them.  We  won't  believe  anything  else.  We 
won't  be  cajoled  out  of  this  inspiriting  re- 
flection— not  by  a  d.  s.  (These  initials  mean 
delinquent  subscriber.  We  make  this  expla- 
nation for  various  reasons,  one  of  which  is 
that  we  are  liable  to  be  misunderstood.)  We 
won't  be  cheated  of  our  r-r-r-revenge ! 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 

Senator  Porter. 
On  Sunday  morning  last,  Hon.  Nathan 
Porter,  State  Senator  for  Alameda  County, 
died  at  the  residence  of  Mr.  John  McNeil  in 
Sacramento.  The  deceased  was  stricken, 
two  days  previously  in  the  Senate  chamber, 
and  after  he  had  reached  home  the  symp- 
toms of  that  dread  disease,   paralysis,   asser- 


ted themselves.  The  Senator  suffered  un- 
speakable agony  until  within  a  few  minutes 
before  his  death  when  he  became  composed 
and  passed  away  calmly.  The  news  of  his 
sudden  demise  was  received  with  consterna- 
tion by  his  relatives  and  immediate  friends, 
and  with  grief  by  all  who  knew  him. 

The  deceased  Senator  was  born  in  1816  in 
Salem,  Massachusetts,  where  he  learned  the 
business  of  a  hatter.  While  engaged  in  this 
pursuit  he  was  elected  a  Justice  of  the  Peace. 
The  duties  of  this  position  familiarized  him 
with  the  rudiments  of  the  law  and  eventually 
caused  him  to  drift  into  the  legal  profession. 
He  displayed  excellent  oratorical  ability  du- 
ring his  tenure  of  his  first  office,  and  several 
years  after,  while  he  was  yet  but  27  years  old, 
this  faculty  caused  him  to  be  elected  to  the 
State  Senate  of  Bhode  Island,  whither  he  had 
removed  in  the  interim.  He  arrived  in  Cali- 
fornia in  1854  and  became  a  resident  of  San 
Francisco,  where  be  was  a  law  partner  of 
Hon.  E.  D.  Sawyer  for  five  or  six  years. 

About  twelve  yeara  ago  he  settled  in  Ala- 
meda and  has  closely  identified  himself  with 
the  interests  of  that  place  ever  since.  He 
was  elected  to  the  office  by  a  handsome  ma- 
jority. He  was  generally  considered  one  of 
the  most  active  and  intelligent,  as  well  as 
one  of  the  purest  men  in  the  State  Senate. 
He  has  held  distinguished  positions  in  the 
Odd  Fellows,  having  represented  that  fra- 
ternity in  the  Grand  Encampment  of  the 
United  States  for  the  past  two  yea.is.  He 
leaves  a  wife  and  two  children  in  comfor- 
table though  not  affluent  circumstances. 
On  our  first  page  we  present  an  excellent 
likeness  of  the  dead  Senator,  reproduced 
from  a  photograph  which  he  kindly  furnished 
us  some  weeks  ago. 


[See  Illustration.] 

A  Frosty  Morning. 

On  Page  384  our  artist,  with  his  usual  fa- 
cility and  felicity,  gives  us  an  excellent  il- 
lustration of  the  effects  of  Jack  Frost  upon 
the  unaccustomed  denizens  of  San  Francisco. 
During  the  cold  spell  everybody,  not  ex- 
cepting the  "oldest  inhabitant,"  vowed  that 
it  was  the  "rawest  spell  o' weather"  they  had 
ever  experienced  in  Frisco,  and,  as  what 
everyone  says  must  be  true,  we,  being  one  of 
the  everybody,  have  no  disposition  to  combat 
the  assertion  with  dry  and  obstinate  statis- 
tics. 

The  cold  developed  among  our  citizens  an 
extraordinary  liking  for  strong  waters,  hot, 
and  for  the  companionship  of  stoves  and  blan- 
kets. In  one  corner  of  the  picture  an  early 
bird  is  seen  putting  himself  on  the  outside 
of  a  spiritual  mvigorator;  while  in  the  other 
an  industrious  member  of  that  ancient  and 
honorable  guild,  the  Can  Brigade,  is  vainly 
endeavoring  to  induce  the  congealed  bever- 
age of  Gambrinus  to  flow  with  its  wonted 
freedom  for  his  inner  nourishment  and  ex- 
hilaration. In  the  centre  sketch  the  hospi- 
table stove  is  being  carefully  tended  by  fri- 
gid loungers.  Its  ambient  sweetness  is  dif- 
fused around  and  is  votaries  are  happy  and 
somnolent. 

The  new  theory,  advanced  by  Canon  Fer- 
rar    and    echoed    by  Brother  Beecher,  that 
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there  is  no  hell,  uo  lake  of  fire,  no  incande- 
scent brimstone  to  warm  the  soul  in  the  next 
world,  has  little  attraction  for  sufferers  from 
chilblains  and  chapped  lips  in  this.  The 
doctrine  of  the  orthodox  inferno  is  received, 
not  only  with  unconcern,  but  with  positive 
anticipations  of  future  enjoyment  by  the 
average  mortal  on  a  nipping  frosty  morning. 
He  thinks  that  he  could  stand  any  degree  of 
heat,  no  matter  how  ardent,  with  more  com- 
fort and  complacency  than  a  low  thermome- 
ter and  cold  feet.  Therefore  we  think  that 
the  distinguished  divines  who  promulgated 
the  novel  theory  of  a  hereafter  without  a  hell 
mistook  the  season.  Had  they  advanced  it 
during  the  dog  days  they  would  have  had  a 
much  larger  following.  In  winter  there  is 
positive  comfort  in  the  old  orthodox  doctrine. 
Frost  is  comparatively  a  rarity  in  San 
Francisco,  but  when  it  comes  it  makes  every 
individual  of  the  community  shiver  from 
head  to  foot,  This  universal  trembling  ex- 
plains why  so  much  gold  has  recently  been 
found  on  the  streets.  The  original  owners 
had  incontinently  shaken  the  gold  fillings 
from  their  masticatory  implements. 


[See  Illustration.] 

Our  Baby  Show. 

The  Public!  why,   the  Public's  nothing  better 

than  a  great  baby. 

Chalmer's  Letters. 

There  has  been  a  good  deal  of  talk  con- 
cerning the  baby  show  that  is  to  take  place 
soon  in  San  Francisco.  We,  as  well  as 
many  other  well-meaning,  public-spirited  ci- 
tizens who  glory  in  the  resources  and  produc- 
tions of  our  glorious  State,  have  looked  for- 
ward with  the  most  pleasurable  anticipations 
to  the  important  event.  But  like  many  others 
we  have  become  weary  of  waiting.  Our 
hearts  were  weary  waiting,  waiting  for  the 
fray,  to  paraphrase  the  ejaculation  of  a  love- 
sick maiden  who  expressed  herself  as  being 
"weary  of  waiting  for  the  May." 

"We  didn't  wait  for  the  fray,  however.  We 
knew  that  hope  deferred  maketh  the  heart 
sick,  and  as  we  have  neither  the  ambition 
nor  the  time  to  indulge  in  the  luxury  of  ill- 
ness, we  just  sailed  in  ourselves  and  manu- 
factured a  baby  show  of  our  own.  It  is  pro- 
babably  the  most  unique  exhibition  ever  pre- 
sented on  any  stage.  It  is  original  in  con- 
ception and  incomparable  in  execution. 
Though  it  is  our  own  private  show  we  charge 
nothing  for  looking  at  it — in  news  stores  and 
on  our  bulletin  board — children  half  price. 

The  first  infant  for  popular  honors  is  he  who 
appears  in  the  upper  left  hand  corner  of  our 
exhibition.  He  is  a  medical  practitioner  not 
entirely  unknown  to  fame.  We  have  ven- 
tured to  call  him  the  "Snake  Baby,"  from 
the  number  of  dormant  amphibia  to  be  seen 
in  his  window.     Baby  L z. 

The  "Stock  Baby"  is  playing  an  innocent 
game  with  the  bull  and  bear.  He  is  seeking 
to  keep  both  elevated  at  the  same  time — an 
evident  impossibility — but  then  he  is  only  a 
baby.     Baby  C— t. 

The  "Broken  Baby"  has  been  playing  with 
fire,  and  is  in  his  normal  condition  of  frac- 
tured ribs  and  broken  bones.  He  is  a  brave 
baby,  and  we  hope  he  will  live  through  it. 
Baby  S 1. 


The  "Grave  Baby"  has  a  strange  plaything 
— a  coffin-but  then  he  likes  it,  and  it  brings 
him  many  good  things  to  soothe  his  feelings. 
"In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death."  Jim- 
my  knows  how  it  is  himself.  Death  is  life 
to  that  baby.     Baby  McG — n. 

Next  on  the  list,  is  a  cross  looking  child 
who  plays  with  haird3'e,  and  is  forever  try- 
ing to  make  a  sickly  rooster  crow.  The 
rooster  he  has  named  the  Gall,  and  it  doesn't 
crow  worth  a  cent.  He  is  a  very  timorous 
infant.  Though  old  enough  to  speak,  he  has 
not  yet  learned  to  make  himself  understood. 
Baby  P g. 

The  "Parade  Baby"  has  rigged  himself  out 
with  a  horse,  a  sword,  and  a  soldier's  hat 
made  out  of  the  Alia.  Please  do  not  touch 
these  playthings.  He  cries  bitterly  if  they 
are  taken  from  him.  He  is  a  harmless  baby. 
Baby  McC b. 

Our  "Fence-y  Baby"  was  so  called  because 
he  likes  to  build  play  houses  on  Nob  Hill 
and  fence  in  other  babies  so  that  they  can't 
see  him.  He  is  an  exclusive  baby.  Baby 
C r. 

Bight  under  the  "Snake  Baby"  we  present 
a  pair  of  phenomenal  babies — twins  in  fact. 
They  are  quietly  slumbering  now,  and  their 
little  playthings  are  put  away.  Some  of 
them  may  be  discerned  sliding  off  the  end  of 
their  cradle.  When  awake,  nothing  pleases 
them  better  than  silver  trade  dollars.  Hence 
we  have  called  them  the  "Silver  Babies 
Babies  F d  &  O'B n. 

The  ' '  Safe  Baby"  is  one  of  the  best  in  the 
lot.  He  never  cries.  He  keeps  everything 
you  give  him  and  gives  it  back  when  wanted. 
He  is  a  very  good  baby  indeed,  is  our  "Safe 
Baby."     Baby  H 1. 

The  "Bed wood  Baby"  plays  with  engines 
and  shingles.  We  have  seen  worse  babies 
than  he.  He  is  an  industrious  child  and  has 
a  good  many  little  playthings  laid  by.  Baby 
D e. 

Now  comes  the  longest  baby  of  the  lot. 
We  have  labelled  him  the  "Long  Baby,' 
from  his  size.  He  is  playing  with  wheaten 
straws,  and  it  is  said  that  he  sticks  those 
straws  into  the  eyes  of  Granger  babies  when 
they  come  in  his  way.  He  has  had  his  back 
broken  lately,  "poor  little  fellow,"  and  he 
don't  play  so  much  with  straws  as  he  used. 
Baby  F r. 

The  next  infant  on  exhibition  is  known  as 
the  "Humbug  Baby."  Young  as  he  is,  he 
has  already  developed  a  faculty  for  hood- 
winking other  children  that  is  astonishing. 
He  plays  with  a  bible,  and  has  a  habit  of 
keeping  his  hands  together,  and  making  be- 
lieve he  ispraying,  like  older  folks.  The  Wasp 
is  very  close  to  him,  but  of  that  anon.  Baby 
H 1. 

A  "Firm  Baby"  is  next  on  our  list.  He 
plays  with  Chinese  dolls  and  dances  them 
around  for  his  amusement.  His  mother  has 
let  him  keep  house  for  her  on  many  occasions, 
and  he  guarded  the  mansion  with  much  fidel- 
ity. He  is  still  keeping  house,  and  Mrs. 
Frisco  is  much  pleased  with  him.  He  may 
get  a  prize.     Baby  B 1. 

An  "Instructive  Baby"  may  be  seen  in  the 
lower  left  hand  corner  of  our  exhibition.  He 
amuses  himself  with  the  alphabet  and  is  a 


good  baby.  However,  we  don't  know  a  great 
deal  about  him,  but  we  have  put  him  on  ex- 
hibition, trusting  that  some  one  will  discern 
his  points.     Baby  M — Is. 

Next  in  order  is  the  "Nob  Hill  Baby." 
He  entertains  himself  with  a  toy  resembling 
a  S.  P.  B.  R.  car.  He  made  himself  a  little 
house  on  Nob  Hill  sometime  ago,  being  the 
first  of  his  cousins  to  do  so.  Hence  his  name. 
Baby  C n. 

In  the  next  stall  the  "Bailroad  Baby"  may 
be  seen  with  his  little  locomotive.  He  has  a 
passion  for  making  little  railroads.  It  has 
been  said  that  he  likes  to  play  with  Chinese 
babies,  for  which  reason  a  number  of  foreign 
infants  were  going  to  scratch  his  eyes  and 
wanted  to  wring  his  little  neck  a  few  days 
ago.     Baby  S d. 

Now  we  come  to  an  intellectual  looking  in- 
fant, whose  frontal  development  is  a  source 
of  pride  and  wonder  to  all  his  relations.  We 
have  called  him  the  "Pioneer  Baby,"  be- 
cause he  arrived  in  Mrs.  Eureka's  household 
long  before  any  of  his  fellows.  He  is  a 
"white-headed  boy"  in  all  that  that  name 
implies.  He  is  a  good,  smart,  honest  baby, 
and  we  think  he  should  get  a  prize.  Baby 
R h. 

In  the  lower  right  hand  corner  we  find  our 
liberal  and  respected  "Lunch  Baby."  He 
has  a  fondness  for  lunch,  and  an  aptitude  for 
saving  coins  that  would  be  astonishing  in 
any  other  young  one.  He  is  discerned  in  the 
act  of  playing  with  a  pig,  an  animal  that  he 
doesn't  like  to  eat.  This  baby  may  yet  grow 
up  to  be  a  rich  man  if  he  be  only  saving  of 
his  pocket  money.  Some  people  call  him  a 
mean  baby.  Maybe  he  is,  and  it  is  not  im- 
possible that  he  will  draw  a  prize  for  that 
quality.     Baby  B e. 

Last,  but  by  no  means  least,  is  the  pheno- 
menal infant  of  the  lot,  the  Wasp.  He  may 
be  seen  '  enjoying  his  dolce  far  nienle,  very 
close  to  the  "Humbug  Baby."  He  is  keep- 
ing a  sharp  look  out  at  all  the  other  youngs- 
ters, and  has  got  his  little  sting  oscillating 
ready  to  propel  it  in  any  direction.  Though 
but  a  year  and  a  half  old,  he  already  rules 
the  nursery,  having  been  promoted  to  the. 
onerous  position  of  manager  for  his  firmness, 
intelligence,  good  humor  and  suavity, 
besides  various  other  excellences  of  charac- 
ter too  numerous  to  mention.  He  has  already 
drawn  several  prizes,  and  expects  the  gold 
medal  at  this  contest.  He  is  an  accommoda- 
ting infant,  too,  and  will  go  to  any  part  of 
the  country  fifty-two  times  a  year  for  four 
dollars.  He  charges  nothing  for  his  fare. 
He  also  runs  around  to  every  one's  home  in 
the  city  for  thirty-five  cents  a  month.  Could 
anything  be  cheaper  or  more  obliging  ? 


A  London  letter  says:  "Skobeleff's  wound 
is  not  dangerous,  but  would  have  been  were 
it  not  that  on  both  occasions  when  he  was 
struck  he  was  wearing  a  thick  double  sheep- 
skin coat,  which  turned  the  rifle  ball  and 
prevented  the  fragment  of  shell  doing  more 
than  to  rip  the  flesh."  So  once  more  has 
history  repeated  itself,  and  the  wolf  has 
clothed  himself  in  the  sheep's  skin  to  the 
health  and  comfort  and  intactitude   of  his 
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PHOTOGEAPHY    AJSTD    LIFE. 


THE    FASHIONABLE    BELLE. 
The  illusion  in  the  Photograph.     Made  up.  The  reality  at  home.     Making  up. 


MOTHER   AND    CHILD. 
How  they  appear  in  the  photograph.     A  la  Madonna.  At  home,  10  A.  M.     A  la  "Slaughter  of  the  innocents. 


MAN   AND    "WIFE. 
A  sweet  picture  of  connubial  bliss.     "Two  hearts  that  At  Hon  e.     Domestic  unrest.     "One  tongue  that  wags  like 

beat  as  one."  all  sixty." 
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The  patronage  of  intending  suicides  is 
gradually  being  concentrated  on  the  Palace 
Hotel.     This  "ad"  is  not  paid  for  yet. 

The  great  basin  at  Mare  Island  is  gradual- 
ly filling  up  with  mud.  This  is  because  so 
many  politicians  have  washed  their  dirty 
clothes  in  its  vicinty. 

"Say  John  is  your  name  Hung  Yet  ?" 
"No,  me  Ah  Dam,  me  no  Hung  Yet." 
"Well,  be   the   powers,   I   don't  care,  Ah 

Dam,  you  ought  to  be !" 

The  oblique-eyed  Celestial  marveled  at  the 

merriment  created  and  took  up  his   national 

dog  trot  again   with   a  meek,  meaningless 

smile. 

An  agricultural  contemporary  has  a 
thoughtful  article  entitled  "How  to  put 
down  eggs."  "We  have  devoted  little  study 
to  the  subject,  but  we  venture  the  following 
advice  eggs-tempore :  Put  them  down  about 
three  at  a  sitting,  with  a  slice  of  ham  and  a 
little  pepper  and  salt.  After  that  you  can 
take  a  little  brewed. 

A  local  paper  boasts  about 

Its  growing  circulation, 
And  says  its  articles  are  read 

Throughout  the  whole  creation. 
For  four  subscriptions  now  have  come 

From  Berlin  (on  the  Spree), 
And  still  the  journal  marvels  much 

That  such  strange  things  can  be. 
"Well,  we'll  explain  why  Germans  like 

This  literary  bandit. 
His  sheet  appears  in  English, 

And  they  cannot  understand  it. 


A    DENTIST'S   VICTIM. 
A  Figure-ative  Sketch. 

He  was  a  mild-mannered  young  man,  a 
man  of  infinite  good-humor ,  a  youth  of  much 
genius  and  rather  fond  of  propounding  stag- 
gering questions  withal.  He  swooped  down 
upon  the  crowd  with  a  benignant  smile  that 
baffled  the  closest  observer  of  character  to 
divine  his  fell  intentions.  He  said  he  felt 
out  of  sorts.  He  had  been  grappling  with 
many  obstinate  molars  during  the  day,  from 
which  we  divined  that  he  was  a  dentist.  He 
was. 

Among  the  company  was  a  young  man,  an 
innocent  young  man,  who  had  never  harmed 
the  mathematical  dentist  in  any  way.  And 
yet  this  was  the  identical  infant  on  whom  the 
digger  of  human  snags  fixed  his  glassy  eye 
and  claimed  for  his  victim.  Everybody  said 
that,  there  being  no  immediate  or  apparent 
cause,  the  conflict  must  be  the  result  of  an  old 
score.     Truly  it  was.     It   afterwards   tran- 


spired that  the  innocent  young  man  had  ma- 
ligned the  gum-plower  in  a  weekly  paper, 
possibly  the  Wasp.     But  we  anticipate. 

Having  gaily  introduced  the  subject  in  a 
few  well  chosen  words,  the  tooth  puller  said 
that  he  was  about  to  construct  a  freezing 
machine  and  that  he  would  like  some  gentle- 
man to  assist  him  to  calculate  its  force  and 
efficiency.  All  this  time  he  held  the  i.  y.  m. 
entranced  as  with  the  gaze  of  a  basilisk.  The 
i.  y.  m.  tumbled,  as  it  were.  The  dentist 
had  gained  a  point. 

He  tempted  the  mathematical  novice  to 
make  a  diagram,  and  then  propounded  the 
following  questions  without  a  tremor  in  his 
voice,  and  with  the  same  sangfroid  as  if  he 
were  sitting  at  a  French  breakfast  at  Campi's 
and  not  plotting  the  dissolution  of  an  inof- 
fensive youth: 

Calculate  cubic  contents  in  inches  of  a  box, 
6  feet  long,  2  feet  wide  and  1  foot  deep. 

How  much  water  would  be  required  to  fill 
said  box  with  steam? 

Gross  amount  of  heat,  latent  and  and  sen- 
sible, in  that  steam  at  212°? 

How  much  water  will  be  required  to  fill 
said  box  one  inch  deep  ? 

How  much  water  will  the  condensed  steam 
make? 

Temperature  of  water  resulting  ? 

How  nearly  a  vacuum  results  ? 

With  an  absorbent,  which  will  take  up  one 
ounce  of  water  per  minute,  how  long  will  it 
take  to  freeze  the  water  in  the  box  ? 

How  long  will  it  take  to  freeze  the  same 
quantity  of  water  in  an  atmosphere  of  hydro- 
gen at  the  normal  pressure  of  the  atmos- 
phere? 

Here  the  scientist  paused.  He  thought  he 
had  gone  far  enough.  Probably  he  had  gone 
too  far.  But  again  we  anticipate.  By  this 
time  the  i.  y.  m.  had  got  his  data  and  was 
happy — in  his  own  conceit.  The  dentist 
smiled — such  a  baleful  smile  as  we  may  ima- 
gine the  Evil  One  to  manufacture  as  he  sees 
his  victim  sign  the  fatal  parchment  with 
blood!  It  was  a  ghastly  smile,  a  grimace  of 
triumphant  malice;  and,  accompanied  with 
such  a  sardonic  laugh,  that  the  cheeks  of 
even  the  hardened  bystanders  paled  before 
it. 

The  i.  y.  m.  gathered  up  his  papers  and, 
bidding  the  company  "good  night,"  went 
forth  into  the  darkness.  A  few  days  after, 
an  item  appeared  in  the  daily  papers  to  this 
effect : 

FOUND  DEAD, — At  an  early  hour  this  morning 
the  people  of  the  house,  corner  of  Montgomery  street 
and  Van  Ness  avenue,  were  alarmed  at  the  sound  of 
a  heavy  fall  in  one  of  the  bed  rooms.  On  proceed- 
ing to  ascertain  the  cause,  the  door  of  the  room  was 
found  locked;  but  a  sound  of  heavy  breathing  was 
heard,  and  it  was  determined  to  break  in.  This  be- 
ing done,  a  ghastly  sight  presented  itself  to  their  eyes. 
A  young  man  was  found  ly*n£  on  the  floor  in  the  last 
agonies  of  dissolution.  He  was  almost  buried  in 
papers  and  smothered  with  figures.  He  died  in  a 
few  moments.  The  Coroner's  Jury  decided  that 
death  resulted  from  strangulation. 

This  was  the  i.  y.  m.  to  whom  we  referred 
above.  He  is  gone  where  there  are  no  freez- 
ing machines,  nor  any  mathematics.  Mean- 
while the  diabolical  dentist  goes  his  way,  and 
if  he  suffers  any  twinges  of  remorse,  it  is  not 
visible  on  his  smiling  countenance.  He  has 
had  his  revenge,  and  still  he  laughs  the 
loudest  of  his  companions. 

Moral:  Figures  won't  lie,  but  they  will 
lay  a  man  out  in  less  than  no  time. 


"Music  Hath  Charms,  Etc." 

The  perepatetic  orgau  grinder,  whom,  in 
our  youthful  days,  we  were  wont  to  look 
upon  with  awe  and  veneration  as  the  embodi- 
ment of  the  Nine  Muses  and  the  owner  of  an 
irascible  monkey,  has  somehow  or  other  lost 
his  charms  for  us  of  late.  To  our  maturer 
vision  he  looks  an  insufferable  humbug,  to 
our  ears  his  machine  makes  music  as  that  of 
a  fiend  incarnate  or  the  wailings  of  the   lost. 

We  sometimes  drop  in  of  an  evening  to 
the  Mechanics'  Institute  Library  to  refresh 
ourselves  after  the  labors  of  the  day  by  a 
ramble  among  the  poets  and  sages  of  the 
past.  Hardly  have  we  composed  ourselves 
for  a  quiet  literary  feast  when  a  strain  of  the 
most  barbarous,  inharmonical  sound  that  was 
ever  wafted  upon  the  sullen  gale  breaks  in 
upon  us,  and  fills  the  air,  the  house  and  our 
devoted  ears  with  its  unearthly  uproar. 

Then  "forever,  farewell  the  tranquil  mind, 
farewell  content,"  farewell  everything  but 
an  almost  incontrollable  desire  to  go  forth 
upon  the  street  and  assassinate  that  wander- 
ing minstrel,  who,  we  firmly  believe,  is  under 
a  specific  contract  with  the  Evil  One  to  im- 
pel us  to  the  commission  of  mortal  sin.  We 
do  not  act  on  the  impulse  of  the  moment, 
however.  We  seldom  do.  A  decent  regard 
for  our  surroundings  restrains  us  for  a  mo- 
ment. In  that  moment  we  are  lost.  What 
before  was  a  fine  frenzy,  worthy  of  John  Mc 
Cullough  in  his  palmiest  days  (now  gone  for- 
ever) is  soothed  by  degrees  and  that  barrel 
organ  into  a  condition  of  mild  mental  aliena- 
tion. 

For  one  mortal  hour  the  wierd  symphonies 
continue  and  our  condition  becomes  more 
hopeless.  A  settled  melancholy  comes  over 
us.  We  have  no  energy  left  to  read,  no  am- 
bition to  talk,  no  strength  to  issue  forth  into 
the  cooler  air.  The  cool  airs  of  that  wretched 
countryman  of  Dante  and  Corregio  come  in 
at  the  window  still,  and  it  is  as  useless  as  it 
is  impolitic  to  venture  abroad. 

But  hope  returns.  The  strains  grow 
fainter  and  more  faint.  The  Italian  has 
reached  Kearny  street,  where  his  accursed 
concert  is  drowned  in  the  noise  of  friendly 
hacks  and  street  cars.  Thus  are  we  saved 
from  utter  idiocy,  perhaps  from  death. 

Oh,  Shakespeare,  how  could  you  be  so  for- 
getful of  your  high  fame,  as  to  say  that 
When  griping  grief  the  heart  doth  wound, 

And  doleful  dumps  the  mind  oppress, 
Then  music  with  his  silver  sound 
With  speedy  help  doth  lend  redress! 

Redress,  indeed!  Not  much.  We  want 
the  loan  of  a  Gatling  gun  or,  failing  that,  a 
seven-chamber  revolver,  the  next  time  that 
Italian  disturbs  our  reading  and  seeks  to  en- 
feeble our  powerful  mind. 

Shall  we  appeal  to  the  police  ?  No,  that 
were  vanity  and  vexation  of  spirit.  Shall 
we  appeal  to  the  better  feelings  of  the  musi- 
cian and  tell  him  what  mental  and  moral 
wrecks  he  is  making  with  his  machine  ?  He 
has  no  feeling.  Shall  we  conciliate  him  with 
coin?  We  have  none.  Shall  we — ?  What 
shall  we  do  to  get  rid  of  this  wretched  bar- 
rel organ? 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


THE 

CLERK'S    YARN. 


A  Tale  of  the  Sea. 


IN  TWO  PARTS PART  I. 

Hi  -GHT  bells  rang  irerrily  out  along 
he  decks  of  a  noble  corvette,  as  she 
lashed  gracefully  on  her  -way  through 
IJ,  he  long  seas  and  sparkling  waves  of  the 
Trades,  in  her  course  toward  the  Virgin 
Islands,  whither  she  was  bound  on  a 
cruise.  A  bright  sky  and  a  glorious  moon 
were  above  her;  while  her  white  canvass,  as  it  rose 
pile  upon  pile,  and  bellied  to  the  soft,  but  constant 
breeze,  looked  like  wreaths  of  untrodden  snow  on  a 
mountain's  side,  in  the  pale  and  mellow  light. 

"My  watch  on  deck!'  exclaimed  the  master's  mate 
of  the  forecastle — a  tall,  raV-boned  Virginian,  of  the 
old  school  of  midshipmen — as  he  arose,  when  the 
first  warning  stroke  of  the  bell  fell  on  his  ear,  from 
three  camp-Btools,  along  which  he  had  been  stretch- 
ing himself,  "it's  my  watch  on  deck.  Hand  me  my 
pea-coat,  Collins,  and  pass  a  chaw  o'  tobacco;  none 
of  your  purser's  allowance,  'ither.  I  must  relieve 
the  'old  soldier'  who  has  been  on  post  all  the  dog- 
watch;" and,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  he 
ejected  a  quid  from  his  mouth,  that  would  have 
shamed  iu  size  the  largest  paper  of  Lorillard's  fine- 
cut  chewing  tobacco,  and  supplied  its  place  with 
another  of  equal  dimensions.  The  master's  mate  ad- 
justed carefully  his  pea-coat,  and  his  quid,  cast  a 
wistful  eye  on  the  pile  of  hammocks  which  lay  at  the 
foot  of  the  steerage-ladder,  waiting  to  be  slung  for 
the  night,  and  raising  a  foot,  was  abeut  to  mount  to 
the  deck,  when  the  form  of  the  captains'  clerk,  who 
sat  quietly  in  a  corner,  perusing  the  last  page  of  a 
French  novel,  caught  his  eye. 

"Come,  Mr.  Quills,"  said  he,  come  on  deck,  and 
spend  an  hour  or  two  with  me.  You,  who  get  half 
as  much  sleep  again  as  one  of  our  ground- tier  berths, 
can  easily  afford  the  loss,  this  glorious  night,  with- 
out any  very  great  sacrifice,  'ither.  By-the-by,  you 
promised  to  relate  to  me  some  strange  adventure  you 
met  with  in  a  merchant-man,  and  I  am  now  ready  to 
listen  to  it.  I  should  not  be  surprised,  however,  if  it 
contains  no  more  serious  incident  than  the  capsizing 
of  the  coffee-pot,  some  morning,  and  the  loss  of  a 
breakfast  thereby;  fori  never  knew  a  person  who 
had  crossed  the  Atlantic  in  a  packet-ship,  but  had 
seen  in  a  watch  all  the  'wonders  of  the  deep,*  the 
Psalmist  tell  us  about — such  as  mountain  waves,  and 
the  like,  with  an  agreeable  sprinkling  of  mermaids, 
water-spouts,  und  sea-serpents;  while  we  poor  devils, 
who  spend  most  of  our  lives  at  sea,  are  perfectly 
content  to  think  a  wave  as  high  us  my  old  grand- 
mother's brick  barn,  quite  a  wonder  in  its  way. 
Come  along,  though,  anyhow;  you'll  findme " 

"At  your  old  post,  caulking  it  under  the  long-bow- 
chaser,"  squeaked  out  a  sucking  mid.,  of  three 
month's  standing,  from  the  inner  edge  of  the  mess 
table,  where  he  was  engaged  in  scrawling  what  he 
termed  "a  letter"  to  his  mother,  which,  although  but 
half  completed,  was  already  gracod  with  sundry  and 
divers  charts  of  the  Black  Sea,  done  in  ink. 

"Clap  a  stopper  on  your  red  rope,  youngter,'  re- 
torted the  first  speaker,  "or  I'll  flatteninyour  head- 
sheets  for  you.     Uncle  Sam  must  be  d ly  troubled 

with  his  surplus  revenue,  to  waste  it  upon  such  hard 
bargains  as  you  are — who,  though  you  have  a  finger 
in  every  one's  mess,  muster  in  nobody's  watch.  Ah! 
I  see  you  are  writing  to  your  mamma;  mind  and  tell 
her,  while  you  think  of  it,  that  the  cook  of  the  lar- 
board mess  has  used  for  pudding-bags  all  the  night- 
caps she  stowed  away  so  carefully  in  her  dear  boy's 
trunk,  to  keep  its  head  from  the  cold;  and  that  the 
nasty  reefers  have   docked   the   tail   of   the   flannel 


night-gown  she  made  to  keep  it  warm  in  the  West 
Indies,  to  make  a  new  suit  of  rigging  for  the  cap- 
tain's monkey." 

"I  am  in  a  watch,"  pouted  the  youngster;  "I'm  in 
Mr.  Brace's  watch;  and  mother  thought  it  would  be 
cold  here,  in  winter;  and  'twas  Bister  who  put  in  the 
night-gown." 

"One  of  her  own,  perhaps,"  rejoined  the  mate, 
laughing;  "if  so " 

"I  won't  allow  you  to  talk  so  of  my  mother  and 
sister,"  said  the  middy,  bristling  up;  "I'll  demand 
gentlemanly  satisfaction  of  you,  sir — I  will " 

"Oh!  pray  don't,  pet;  but  since  the  wind  sets  so, 
I'm  off— only  blessings  on  the  dear  old  lady's 
geographical  acquirements,  anyhow.     Come  Quills." 

"I'll  follow  in  a  moment,"  said  the  clerk;  "where 
shall  I  find  you?" 

'On  the  top-gallant  forecastle,  by  the  fore-mast." 
So  saying,  he  mounted  the  ladder  and  disappeared  on 
deck.  The  clerk  soon  stowed  away  the  book  in  his 
locker,  and  followed  the  midshipman. 

The  night  was  indeed  a  lovely  one.  The  seas  were 
sparkling  gloriously  in  the  beams  of  a  tropical  moon, 
whose  bright  rays,  streaming  through  the  rigging 
and  spars,  checkered  the  deck  in  a  thousand  fan- 
tastic forms  of  light  and  shade,  and  glancing  upward 
from  the  black  and  polished  guns,  made  her  iron 
battery  appear  as  if  cast  in  molten  silver.  The  con- 
stant and  fresh  breeze  of  the  trades  had  lulled  every 
sail  to  sleep,  and  they  towered  aloft  against  the  deep 
blue  sky,  till  they  looked  scarcely  the  size  of  a  pocket- 
handkerchief,  and  heaved  and  struggled,  like  the 
bosom  of  some  fair  girl,  as  though  they  would  burst 
the  envious  bonds  that  restrained  their  freer  play. 
A  few  soft  and  fleecy  clouds,  such  as  are  only  seen 
in  these  bright  regions,  were  chasing  each  other 
along  the  fields  of  ether,  and  while  they  had  nothing 
threatening  in  their  aspect,  assumed  a  thousand 
ever  varying  shapes,  which  delighted  the  eye,  and 
rendered  the  scene  less  monotonous.  Ever  and 
anon,  clouds  of  flying  fish,  startled  by  the  passing 
ship,  would  rise  from  the  bosom  of  the  deep,  and 
flutter  away  far  over  the  waves,  with  all  the  gayety 
of  land  birds.  And  at  intervals,  a  dolphin  might  be 
marked,  tracing  his  way  through  the  liquid  element, 
with  the  speed  of  an  arrow,  by  the  long,  rocket-like 
train  of  phosphorescent  light  which  followed  in  his 
wake. 

"You  are  sentimental  to-night.  Mr.  Tackle,"  said 
the  clerk  to  the  masters'  mate,  who  had  notpereived 
his  approach,  and  was  leaning  against  the  forward- 
swifter  of  the  fore-rigging,  gazing  ahead,  apparently 
wrapped  in  deep  thought. 

"Devilish  little  sentiment  in  me,  Mr.  Quills;  though 
my  subject  was  tasty  enough,  for  that  matter.     I  was 

thinking  if  that  d d  monkey,  sitting  out  there  on 

th«  sprit-sail  yard,  which  played  such  a  cursed  trick 
with  my  best  jacket  t'other  day,  was  only  a  roast 
goose,  well  stuffed  with  potatoes  and  onions,  he  and 
I  would  soon  be  on  better  terms  than  we  are  at  pres- 
ent. "We  had  pea-soup,  you  know,  for  dinner  to-day, 
and  it's  only  slops  at  best;  and  though  I  swallowed 
the  standing  part  of  a  gallon  of  it,  I  feel  as  empty 
now  as  a  sailor's  purse  after  a  week's  cruise  ashore  " 

"Why,  Tackle,  in  case  such  a  metamorphose 
should  befall  the  poor  monkey,  I  myself  would  not 
object  to  join  your  mess,  as  I  don't  relish  pea-soup, 
and  made  but  a  slight  dinner  on  it.  But  I  think  I 
heard  you  give  the  girls  at  C a  touch  of  senti- 
ment when  we  lay  there,  fitting  for  sea." 

"Ay,  sy,  one's  forced  to  that  now  and  then.  Why, 
they  expect  it,  as  a  matter  of  course;  and  after  a 
cruise  in  the  Tropics,  if  one  could  not  tell  them  of 
spicy  breezes,  and  orange  groves,  they'd  set  him 
down  for  a  green-horn,  Now,  for  my  part,  though 
I  spun  them  a  yarn,  as  long  as  a  main-top  bowline, 
about  orange  groves,  full  of  lovely  nymphs,  and  such 
boltherdash,  I  never  saw  but  one  grove  of  the  kind 
during  all  my  cruising  in  the  West  Indies;  and  the 
fair  damsel  it  contained  was  none  other  than  a  nigger 
wench,  baking  cassaba  bread  on  an  old  rusty  griddle. 
She,  too,  was  such  a  blasted  fright,  that  the  first 
luff's  dog,  which  I  had  along  with  me,  barked  him- 
self into  a  fit  of  the  croup,  at  the  mere  sight  of  her. 


I  have  always  though,  however,  that  the  little  blue- 
eyed  girl  we  both  admired  so  much,  was  quizzing 
me;  for  when  I  myself  hove  short,  and  so  tailed  on 
a  quotation,  she  set  up  a  giggle  at  it." 

"What  was  it,  pray?" 

"Why,"  said  I,  "as  the  poet  says  of  the  arrival  of 
Columbus  in  the  West  Indies, 

'when  woods  of  palm, 

And  orange  groves,  and  fields  of  balm, 
Blew  o'er  theHaytien  seas.'  " 

"The  devil  you  did!  How  the  deuce  could  groves 
and  trees  blow  over  the  seas?" 

"So  thought  I,  unless  it  might  be  in  a  hurricane; 
so  I  corrected  myself  and  said,  'I  mean  the  leaves 
from  the  trees,  of  course,  Miss;'  but  she  smiled  at 
that,  too;  and  as  there  was  nothing  else  to  give  her 
but  the  roots,  I  stoppered  at  that,  and  hauled  in  for 
the  supper  table." 

"My  dear  fellow,  the  words  are: 

'When  the  land  wind  from  woods  of  palm, 
And  orange  groves,  and  fields  of  balm, 
Blew  o'er  the  Haytien  seas.'  " 

"Well,  well,  'land  wind,'  or  'sea  breeze,'  if  you 
ever  catch  me  prating  sentiment  or  poetry  to  a 
woman  again,  slacken  up  all  my  lanyards  in  a  gale 
of  wind,  and  clap  a  rocky  lee  shore  close  aboard  of 
me.  I've  notion  of  being  laughed  at  every  time  I 
foul  my  hawse,  or  shiver  a  little  in  the  wind.  But 
now  for  the  yarn.  Who  has  the  look-out? — ah!  I 
see  it  is  you,  Smith.  Bun  down,  my  good  fellow, 
into  the  steerage,  and  bring  up  a  couple  of  camp- 
stools.  We  can  sit  here,  Quills,  in  the  wake  of  the 
fore-mast,  out  of  sight  of  the  officer  of  the  deck. 
Keep  a  bright  look-out,  Smith,"  said  the  mate,  when 
the  stools  were  brought,  and  the  companions  seated, 
"and  if  you  see  the  officer  coming  forward,  let  me 
know  it." 

"Ay,  ay,  sir,"  was  the  rejoinder:  "I'll  keep  an  eye 
on  him,  and  a  bright  look-out  ahead,  too." 

"Now,  Quills,  commence  your  yarn'" 

"I  had  been,"  began  the  clerk,  "for  some  three  or 
four  years  in  a  counting-house,  in  New  York,  when, 
one  morning,  I  was  called  into  my  employer's  pri- 
vate office,  by  the  senior  partner  of  the  house,  and 
informed  that  they  were  about  loading  a  vessel  with 
arms  and  munitions  of  war  for  the  patriots  of  South 
America;  and  as  the  service  required  a  trustworthy 
and  experienced  manager,  they  had  concluded  to  ap- 
point me  supercargo,  in  case  I  was  willing  to  accept 
the  berth.  I  had  often  listened,  with  the  greatest 
attention  and  delight,  to  romantic  stories  of  the  sea, 
which  the  masters  and  mates  in  my  employer's  ser- 
vice were  in  the  habit  of  recounting,  and  had  long 
anxiously  looked  forward  to  the  period  when  my 
lucky-  stars  would  present  such  an  opportunity  for 
gratifying  my  ardent  desire  to  see  the  world.  As 
you  may  imagine,  I  embraced  the  offer  without  hesi- 
tation, and  set  about  preparing  myself  for  the  voyage. 

The  vessel  designed  for  the  business,  was  a  whack- 
ing brig,  that  had  been  built  during  the  war,  for  a  priva- 
teer, and  pierced  originally  for  eighteen  guns.  With 
great  length  and  breadth  of  beam,  she  was  remark- 
ably sharp;  had  long  raking  masts,  and  a  low  hull; 
and  sailed  so  fast,  that,  to  use  an  expression  of  her 
captain,  'it  was  necessary  to  heave  her  to,  now  and 
then,  to  cool  the  rudder  irons.'  In  those  days,  the 
West  Indies  swarmed  with  pirates;  and  as  our  cargo 
was  valuable,  we  were  armed  with  six  guns,  and  car- 
ried a  crew  of  eighteen  men,  to  meet  any  attack  those 
desperate  marauders  might  make  upon  us.  Our  des- 
tination was  the  island  of  Curacoa,  where  the  patriot 
privateers  were  in  the  habit  of  rendezvousing,  to  re- 
plenish their  stores  and  sell  their  prizes.  In  the 
course  of  a  week,  we  were  loaded,  and  had  sailed. 
Although  miserably  sea-sick  for  the  first  two  or  three 
days,  I  shall  never  forget  the  emotions  of  awe  and 
delight  with  which  I  was  filled  by  the  tumbling, 
boundless  and  lonely  sea.  'Here, '  thought  I,  'man 
is  indeed  free.  Here  are  no  bounds,  no  walls,  no 
enclosures,  to  restrain  him.  No  lords  of  the  soil  are 
here  to  claim  territory  and  to  exclude  his  neighbors — 
no  roads,  no  paths,  to  mark  the  route.  No  one  is  in 
the  way  of  another;  there  is  ample  room   and    space 

for  all.' 

[to  be  continued.  ] 
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Jake. — Certainly. 

Cole. — See  our  advertising  columns. 

Fechteb. — -Please  forward  a  glossary. 

Mentor. — We  have  given  the  matter  our 
attention.  Shall  let  you  know  the  result  by 
mail. 

S.  M. — Yes,  it  is  the  current  opinion 
among  pious  people  that  three  of  a  kind  beat 
two  pair. 

Settler. — Yes,  some  editors  do  a  great 
deal  of  work  with  the  scissors.  But  that's 
shear  ignorance,  you  know. 

Freshman. — After  long  and  severe  thought 
upon  the  subject  we  have  arrived  at  the  con- 
clusion that  you  had  better  see  her  yourself. 

Berkv. — There  are  about  nine  pages  of 
your  manuscript  missing.  This  fact  has  a 
tendency  to  destroy  the  symmetry  of  the 
piece. 

"W.  B.  C. — Received.  The  subject  is  good 
and  the  style  excellent.  It  is  rather  lengthy 
for  our  columns,  and  it  may  be  some  time  be- 
fore we  can  make  room  for  it. 

M.  R e. — If  you  do  not  change  your 

ways  and  learn  economy,  the  doors  of  the 
Alms  House  will  yet  receive  your  impover- 
ished carcass.  Be  frugal  and  temperate,  and 
you  may  yet  attain  fortune. 

Historian. — Julius  Caesar  was  not  contem- 
porary with  George  Washington.  It  is  said, 
however,  that  Susan  B.  Anthony  was  around 
when  Julius  got  the  fatal  blow.  How  true 
this  is  we  do  not  dare  to  surmise.  We  have 
dared  enough  in  mentioning  the  matter  at 
all. 

Pecksniff. — Sail  in  yourself.  We  have  no 
more  idea  how  the  stock  will  sell  in  a  month 
from  now  than  we  have  about  the  Senatorial 
majority  on  the  different  calculus.  We  will 
hazard  one  opinion,  however.  If  you  go  in 
now,  you  will  be  entirely  satisfied  inside  of 
thirty  days.  You  will  have  reached  the  con- 
clusion, and  it  is  not  easy  to  reach  a  conclu- 
sion under  all  circumstances. 

Belle. — Yes,  we  have  heard  of  ceramics. 
It  is  an  art  invented  specially  for  the  con- 
venience and  comfort  of  the  American  girl  of 
the  period.  Ceramicing  a  dish  means  to 
paint  it,  like  Joseph's  coat,  of  many  colors. 
It  will  readily  be  seen  that  this  operation 
renders  dish-washing  entirely  unnecessary, 
and  herein  consists  its  great  attraction. 
What  is  needed  now,  Belle,  is  some  process  by 
which  a  substantial  beefsteak  or  other  ali- 
mentary solace  can  be  created  on  a  plate 
without  going  through  the  formality  of  the 
butcher's  art.     Study  on  this  a  little. 


THE    ALCHEMIST. 
From  the  French  of  Beranger. 

Thou  say'st,  poor  aged  alchemist,  thy  power 

From  metals  base  the  glowing  gold  can  bring; 
The  joys  years  steal  away  thou  canst  restore — 

By  secret  arts  renew  life's  lovely  spring. 
Lo  take  my  treasures;  let  them  serve  thy  art! 

My  soul  believing  turneth,  sage,  to  thee 
Let  each  preserve  the  idol  of  his  heart — 

The  gold  be  thine — give  back  my  youth  to  mel 

Work  on  in  silence  o'er  the  mystic  blaze, 

Or  question  else  some  page  of  ancient  lore: 
Thy  art  is  sure ;  here  with  united  rays 

Flash  in  this  cup  the  golden  streams  of  yore. 
Thine  eyes  upon  the  flame — what  dreams — e'en  now 

The  smile  of  favoring  fortune  dost  thou  see? 
Hoses  alo'je  I  crave — to  crown  my  brow — 

The  gold  be  thine — give  back  my  youth  to  me! 

Drunken  with  hope,  what  fancy  fires  thy  brain? 

Thou  call'ston  kings  to  bow  at  wealth's  fair  shrine, 
'Treasures  more  vast  than  e'er  beyond  the  maiu 

Pizarro,  Cortez  won,  shall  soon  be  mine!' 
How  full  of  vaunting  pride  thy  words  are  grown. 

Thou  who  of  late  didst  live  on  charity! 
Ambitious!    Buy  the  scepter  and  the  crown, 

The  gold  be  thine — give  back  my  youth  to  me! 

Yes!  give  it  back  with  all  my  poverty — 

Give  to  my  soul  a  frame  more  strong  and  bold; 
This  load  of  sad  experience  take  away — 

Give  to  my  heart,  blood,  generous  as  of  old. 
Then  hastening  from  thy  palaces  of  pride, 

Thy  pompous  cars  and  couches,  thou  niay'st  see 
My  happy  slumbers  by  the  greenwood  side — 

The  gold  be  thine — give  back  my  youth  to  me! 

What  riches  may  be  worth,  I  know  full  well, 

Yet,  yet  I  love — and  oft  have  felt  a  dread 
To  see  the  maid  my  heart  holds  dearest,  tell 

On  her  fair  fingers  o'er,  our  years  long  sped; 
It  is  the  sun  that  sits  on  her  brown  cheeks, 

'Tis  in  the  summertime  love's  smiles  are  free; 
She  whom  I  love  hears  not  when  fortune  speaks,    . 

The  gold  be  thine — give  back  my  youth  to  me! 

Within  the  crucible  what  dost  thou  feel? 

Nothing!    Thou  are  more  poor  and  I  more  old. 
'No,  no,'  thou  say'st,  'to-morrow  with  fresh  zeal, 

Begin  anew!  then  sure  success  we  hold' 
Thy  dream  is  false,  old  man!  yet  love  I  so, 

The  sweet  delusions,  still  I  cling  to  thee 
Though  gathering  wrinkles  throng  my  naked  brow. 

The  gold  be  thine — give  back  my  youth  to  me! 

B. 

San  Francisco,  Jan.  7,  1878. 


Royal  Entertainment. 

General  Grant  was  right  royally  enter- 
tained by  Queen  Victoria,  but  she  once  gave 
a  more  hearty  reception  to  a  less  disting- 
uished American.  The  incident,  as  we  heard 
it,  runs  as  follows : 

One  of  the  pleasantest  stories  told  of  her 
concerns  the  the  reception  she  gave  Captain 
Henry  J.  Hatstene  in  1856,  when  he  took  to 
England  the  British  exploring  barque  Reso- 
lute, found  abandoned  in  the  Arctic  seas, 
rescued  by  a  New  London  whaler,  and 
bought  by  Congress  as  a  present  to  the  Bri- 
tish Government.  The  queen  invited  him  to 
be  her  guest  at  Osborne  House  from  Satur- 
day evening  until  Monday  morning,  and  she 
paid  him  the  compliment  of  treating  him 
with  just  the  courtesy  and  ceremony  prac- 
ticed by  any  lady  to  a  guest. 

To  his  pleasant  surprise,  he  dined,  on  the 
evening  of  his  arrival,  with  the  queen  and 
Prince  Albert  alone,   his  hostess   observing 


that  she  presumed  an  American  would  pre- 
fer to  escape  the  formalities  of  a  state  din- 
ner. The  children  came  in  and  shared  the 
desert;  and  the  queen  poured  out  the  tea 
when  that  meal  was  served.  At  bed  time 
she  said  good  night  and  left  the  captain  to 
chat  with  the  prince.  The  Sunday  was  spent 
in  the  same  simple  way,  and  he  went  to 
church  with  the  folks.  The  next  morning  he 
came  away,  and  always  said,  when  he  told  of 
his  visit,  "I  could  not  have  felt  more  at 
home  if  I  had  been  on  a  visit  to  my  sister 
and  her  family."  Queen  Victoria  has  always 
been  fond  of  dispensing  with  the  formalities, 
as  at  Balmoral,  where  she  is  nothing  but  the 
good  woman,  faiend  to  all  the  people. 


Mussulmans  and  Christians. 
Until  about  a  year  or  two  years  before  the 
time  of  my  going  there,  Damascus  had  kept 
so  much  of  the  old  bigot  zeal  against  Chris- 
tians, or  rather  against  Europeans,  that  no 
one  dressed  as  a  Frank  could  have  dared  to 
show  himself  in  the  streets;  but  the  firmness 
and  temper  of  Mr.  Farren,  who  hoisted  his 
flag  in  the  city  as  Consul-General  for  the 
district,  had  soon  put  an  end  to  all  intoler- 
ance of  Englishmen.  In  the  principal  streets 
is  a  path  for  foot  passengers  raised  a  foot  or 
two  above  the  bridle-road.  Until  the  arrival 
of  the  British  Cousul-General,  none  but  a 
Mussulman  had  been  allowed  to  walk  on  the 
upper  way.  Mr.  Farren  would  not,  of 
course,  suffer  that  the  humiliation  of  any 
such  exclusion  should  be  submitted  to  by  an 
Englishman,  and  I  always  walked  on  the 
raised  path  as  free  and  unmolested  as  if  I 
had  been  in  Pall-mall.  The  old  usage  was, 
however,  maintained  with  as  much  strictness 
as  ever  against  the  Christian  rayahs  and 
Jews.  Not  one  of  these  could  have  set  his 
foot  on  the  privileged  path  without  endan- 
gering his  life.  I  was  walking  one  day,  I 
remember,  along  the  path,  "the  path  of  the 
faithful,"  when  a  Christian  rayah  from  the 
bridle-road  below  saluted  me  with  such  ear- 
nestness, and  craved  so  anxiously  to  speak 
and  be  spoken  to,  that  he  soon  brought  me 
to  a  halt.  He  had  nothing  to  tell  except 
only  the  glory  and  exultation  with  which  he 
saw  a  fellow-Christian  stood  on  a  level  with 
the  imperious  Mussulmans. — Kinglake. 


The  artillery  industry  is  prospering  in  Mo- 
desto. The  last  number  of  the  News  says 
that  the  cannon  used  for  firing  salutes  on 
New  Year's  Eve,  was  loaded  with  scrap  iron 
and  fired  into  Chinatown.  Some  shanties 
were  riddled,  and  a  number  of  unwarlike 
heathen  pretty  badly  scared.  The  whole 
thing  was  probably  the  work  of  some  irres- 
ponsible small  boy  who  wanted  to  give  the 
cannon  a  square  chance  to  make  a  big  report, 
and  surreptiously  charged  it  for  that  pur- 
pose. We  cannot  believe  that  it  was  the  de- 
liberate act  of  grown  men. 


People  who  label  their  letters  "in  great 
haste"  are  dying  off  one  by  one.  They  are 
dropping  off  with  heart  disease.  A  week  af- 
ter they  mail  their  important  letters  they  see 
them  advertised  as  being  held  for  postage, 
and  the  result  is  fatal.  Thus  another  great 
tribe  will  soon  become  extinct. — Derrick. 
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The  Very  Fresuot  American  Humor. 

A  pakadox — Two  physicians. 

Level-headed — the  Flathead  Indians. 

A  rn>T.  combination  is  a  public  coal-amity. 

Apt  to  be  a  blunder  buss — a  kiss  in  the 
dark. 

Ode  to  a  departed  war  correspondent — 
"Gone  where  the  carbine  twineth." 

The  place  for  lager  dealers,  when  reduced 
to  extremities— Beerings  Straits. 

The  lament  of  the  dying  Cape  Town  rebel : 
"Who  will  Kaffir  mother  now?" 

Me.  Pints  has  four  beautiful  daughters, 
just  a  half  a  gallon  of  sweet  lasses. 

Can  a  tragedienne  who  "mouths"  herwords 
be  termed  a  victim  of  "gum  tragic  ?" 

The  horn  of  the  hunter  is  no  longer  heard 
on  the  hill.     It  is  earned  in  a  pocket  flask. 

A  dairyman  wishes  to  sell  a  good  milk 
route,  leading  from  the  stable  to  the  pump. 

A  fellow  who  wanted  to  be  married  asked 
the  preacher  to  "carry  the  noose   to   Mary." 

It's  beginning  to  smell  frosty. — Boston 
Post.  Then  drink  it  while  it's  hot. — N.  Y. 
Herald. 

A  cieccs  agent  traveling  in  New  York  State 
recently  took  paper  and  paste  and  billed 
Rome  in  a  night. 

Nothing  brightens  the  life  of  an  editor 
more  than  to  be  given  tickets  for  a  free  lec- 
ture for  advertisiug  it. 

Eagles  in  Tennessee  cary  off  young  lambs. 
— Ex.  Now,  what's  the  ewes  of  telling  us 
such  a  story  as  that  ? 

One  of  our  readers  up  town  is  a  sort  of 
sub-scriber.  He  takes  the  paper  when  the 
other  man  is  not  around. — Toronto  Saturday 
Night. 

A  Kentcckv  farmer  has  held  his  hemp  crop 
for  ten  years,  waiting  for  $10  per  hundred. 
Perhaps  he  doesn't  wish  his  hemp  to  support 
him. 

We  learn  from  a  prophet  in  Michigan  that 
the  world  will  soon  come  to  an  end.  The  in- 
formation is  timely.  Get  in  your  winter 
coal. 

A  hopeful  minister  says  that  he  has  no 
doubt  that  the  time  will  come  when  the  mem- 
bers of  a  church  choir .  will  behave  just  as 
well  as  other  folks. 

We  hear  that  the  weather  down  South  has 
become  so  cold  that  the  shoemakers  have 
given  up  sherry-cobblers.  They  have  begun 
on  the  stirrup-cup.     They  awl  do  it. 

One  of  our  citizens  says  there  is  nothing 
really  astonishing  about  the  case  of  the 
Rhode  Island  man  who  is  alive  with  two  bul- 
lets in  his  head,  for  he  has  a  daughter  whose 
head  is  full  of  balls  and  parties  all  the  time. 


A  new  poem  to  "Beautiful  Snow"  is  being 
loudly  called  for  by  the  public  at  large.  We 
nominate  that  wild-eyed  child  of  genius, 
that  gaushing  prairie-flower,  the  Sweet  Sin- 
ger of  Michigan  for  the  authoress. — N.  Y. 
Comic  Advertiser. 

Out  at  Austin,  Nevada,  a  young  man  asked 
his  lady  love  if  she  would  accompany  him  to 
an  old  folks'  concert.  She  flared  up  at  the 
idea  of  his  calling  her  "old  folks,"  and  now 
he  says  he  would  rather  be  a  widower  than 
marry  a  woman  so  "touchy"  about   her  age. 

"I  want  to  go  and  see  the  base  ball  match," 
said  the  sub-editor.  "Well,"  asked  the 
chief,  "are  you  through  j'our  work  for  the 
day?"  "Have  you  resigned  Schurz  ?"  "Yes." 
"Have  you  identified  Osman  Pasha ?v  "Yes." 
"And  killed  off  some  more  Russians  ?"  "Yes." 
"And  located  Sitting  Bull?"  "Yes."  "I 
don't  see  that  there's  anything  more  to  do. 
You  can  go." 


Typos  and  Actors. 

It  is  a  fact  not  not  generally  known  that  a 
great  many  of  the  prominent  actors  of  the 
day  have  soared  from  the  printer's  case  to 
the  stage.  In  an  interview  with  Stuart  Rob- 
son,  the  comedian  (himself  an  ex-printer),  a 
New  York  reporter  asked : 

"Who  of  the  actors  of  the  present  day  are 
printers  by  trade  ?" 

"Let  me  see,"  said  Mr.  Robson,  musingly. 
"There's  J.  H.  Stoddart,  one  of  our  best  old 
men;  he  was  a  typo  and  a  good  one  too. 
Then  there's  Montague,  of  Wallack's,  one 
wouldn't  think  to  see  him  bowling  up  Fifth 
Avenue  behind  his  span  of  bang-tail  tho 
roughbreds  that  he  was  once  a  printer. " 

"Is  that  so?"  queried  the  reporter.  "I 
heard  that  he  was  in  some  way  connected 
with  a  nobleman,  and  that  he  had  the  ex- 
ceptional advantages  of  good  surroundings 
and  a  university  education." 

"You've  been  misinformed,  my  boy.  Mon 
tague  the  gallant  that  half  Murray  Hill  is 
breaking  its  hearts  over,  was  a  type-setter  on 
the  London  Era,  and  that  not  a  very  remote 
period,  either.  Then  there's  Harry  Crisp 
and  Lawrence  Barrett;  both  were  printers 
Barrett  had  an  humble  origin,  but  he  has 
been  studious,  and  is  now  one  of  the  best- 
read  men  in  the  profession.  John  Moore,  of 
the  Fifth  Avenue  Theatre,  is  another  typo. 
Joe  Jefferson,  the  best  actor  of  modern 
times,  once  earned  his  bread  at  the  case. 
So  did  that  capital  comedian,  W.  H.  Crane; 
as  did  William  Warren,  of  Boston,  and 
Charlie  Burke,  of  Philadelphia.  Of  dead 
actors  who  achieved  world  wide  fame,  Wil- 
liam E.  Barton  and  James  W.  Wallack,  Jr., 
belonged  to  the  craft.  John  Parselle  was  a 
compositor.  So  was  your  humble  servant; 
but  I  think  I  was  a  better  printer  than  I  am 
an  actor.  I  believe  Neil  Bryant  was  a  fly- 
boy;  and  I  am  sure  Barney  Williams  was 
one.  Steve  Fiske,  of  the  Fifth  Avenue 
Theatre,  had  something  to  do  with  newspa- 
pers, but  I  am  not  certain  that  he  was  evar 
employed  in  a  composing  room.  Theodore 
Hamilton,  another  good  actor,  was  a  'sub' 
printer  for  years.  I  had  almost  forgotten 
Charley  Fischer.  He  used  to  stick  type  like 
a  race  horse.  Not  long  ago  he  told  me  that 
he  went  into  a  printing  office  for  the  first 
time  in  thirty  years.     He   said  he  found  the 


situation  of  all  the  boxes  readily,  except  the 
receptacle  for  the  interrogation  marks :  and 
that  he  wanted  to  know  what  the  mischief  I 
was  doing  there  ? 

To  this  might  be  added  the  name  of  that 
fine  actor  and  successful  manager,  James  H. 
McVicker,  of  Chicago,  the  proprietor  of  the 
finest  theatre  west  of  New  York.  McVicker 
was  a  compositor  on  the  St.  Louis  Republican 
when  the  writer  occupied  the  honorable  post 
of  "printer's  devil." 


The  Sad  Fate  of  an  Old  Adage. 

Of  late  years  the  stony-hearted  iconoclasts 
have  been  ripping  our  idols  limb  from  limb 
and  scattering  them  to  the  winds  of  heaven. 
Of  the  great  number  none  is  left  but  Idol 
Lize.  She  may  go  at  any  moment.  Not  con- 
tent with  this  wholesale  destruction  of  pub- 
lic property,  they  have  turned  their  attention 
to  proving  that  our  old  and  beloved  adages 
are  false,  and  unworthy  the  respect  of  the 
people.  A  Franklin,  Pa.,  man  has  begun 
the  crusade,  and  already  has  ripped  one  fa- 
vorite adage  to  tatters.  He  accomplished 
this  fiendish  work  by  making  "a  whistle  of  a 
pig's  tail."  It's  a  good  whistle,  too,  than 
which  no  man  would  want  a  better.  The 
bristle  adornment  has  been  removed,  the 
bones  extracted,  and  the  whole  superstruc- 
ture scraped  and  cleansed.  It  was  then 
made  into  a  whistle  and  dried  until  it  is  as 
firm  as  a  tin  tube.  The  whistle  attachment 
is  on  the  butt  end,  the  other  end  retaining 
the  same  graceful  curl  which  in  life  is  alto- 
gether lovely,  but  in  death  was  divided  from 
the  body  and  sent  postpaid  to  this  office. 
The  note  accompanying  the  unique  affair  is 
as  follows: 

Enclosed  find  proof  that  the  old  adage, 
"A  whistle  can't  be  made  of  a  pig's  tail,"  is 
a  mistake.  The  article  does  not  probably 
thrive  in  your  latitude,  so  one  is  enclosed  as 
a  curiosity. 

This  one  was  never  seen  before. 

We  are  glad  to  receieve  the  whistle,  but  it 
almost  breaks  our  hearts  to  lose  the  adage. 
We  hope  no  one  will  send  us  a  purse  made 
of  a  sow's  ear  until  our  heart-strings  cease  to 
vibrate  from  this  this  terrible  shock. — Oil 
City  Derrick. 


Stopping  the  Interest. 

Daniel  Webster  once  dined  with  an  old 
Boston  merchant,  and  when  he  came  to  the 
wine,  a  dusty  old  bottle  was  carefully  decan- 
ted by  John,  and  passed  to  the  host.  Tak- 
ing the  bottle,  he  poured  out  Mr.  Webster's 
glass,  and  handed  it  to  him.  Then  pouring 
out  another  glass  for  himself,  he  held  it  to 
the  light,  aDd  said: 

"How  do  you  like  it,  Mr.  Webster?" 

"I  think  it  is  a  fine  specimen  of  old  port  ?" 

"Now,  can  you  guess  what  it  cost  me  ?" 
said  the  host. 

"Surely  not,"  said  Mr.  Webster.  "I  only 
know  that  it  is  excellent." 

"Well,  now,  I  can  tell  you,  fori  made  a 
careful  estimate  the  other  day.  When  I  add 
the  interest  to  the  first  price,  I  find  that  it 
cost  me  just  one  dollar  and  twenty-five  cents 
per  glass." 

"Good  gracious  I  you  don't  say  so?"  said 
Mr.  Webster;  and  then  draining  his  glass, 
he  presented  it  again,  with  the  remark; 

"Fill  it  up  again  as  quick  as  you  can,  for 
I  want  to  stop  that  confounded  interest." 
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— Supervisor  Gibbs  has  been  exonerated 
from  the  charges  of  misappropriation  of 
funds. 

— We  learn  that  Honduras  has  adopted  the 
American  system  of  public  schools.  Perhaps 
this  will  relieve  us  of  the  plethora  of  music 
teachers  and  linguists  that  now  abound  in 
the  town.  It  may  also  open  a  good  market 
for  American  pianos. 

— A  man  has  lived  for  fifteen  years  off  the 
profits  accruing  from  dog  swapping.  It  is  a 
pity  that  some  one  can't  acquire  wealth  by 
shooting  the  vociferous  canines  that  disturb 
the  peace  in  the  still  watches  of  the  night. 
Canine  one  tell  us  why  this  is  thus  ? 

— A  tailor  is  held  to  be  the  ninth  part  of  a 
man,  and  yet  he  is  more  illustrious  in  his 
way  than  the  soldier.  This  is  provable  by  a 
simple  process  of  reasoning.  "The  pen  is 
mightier  than  the  sword"  is  a  generally  ac- 
cepted dictum.  But  the  shears  is  mightier 
than  the  pen.  Ergo,  the  shears  is  mightier 
than  the  sword.     Grizzly  please  copy. 

— Following  are  the  regular  nominations 
for  officers  of  the  California  Academy  of 
Sciences  for  1878:  President,  George  David- 
son; 1st  Vice-President,  Henry  Edwards;  2d 
Vice-President,  Henry  C.  Hyde;  Recording 
Secretary,  Charles  G.  Yale;  Corresponding 
Secretary,  Arthur  B.  Stout;  Treasurer,  Elisha 
Brooks;  Librarian,  C.  Troyer;  Director  of  the 
Museum,  W.  G.  W.  Harford;  Trustees:  Da- 
vid D.  Colton,  George  E.  Gray,  Robert  E. 
C.  Stearns,  Thomas  P.  Madden,  William 
Ashburner,  Ralph  C.  Harrison  and  John  F. 
Miller. 

— The  Ogden  Freeman  issued  a  twelve- 
page  edition  on  New  Year's  day.  The  eighty- 
four  columns  are  well  filled  with  original  and 
selected  matter,  most  of  which  refers  to  Og- 
den and  the  adjacent  country.  The  paper, 
from  its  size,  quality  and  general  appearance, 
would  lead  one  to  think  that  Ogden  must  be 
a  very  large  place ;  and  we  cannot  but  admire 
the  intelligence  that  prompted  so  big  an  en- 
terprise and  the  energy  that  carried  it  to  a 
successful  issue.  A  large  edition  has  been 
printed,  and  all  who  have  any  interest  in  the 
resources  of  northern  Utah  should  send  for 
a  copy. 

— The  Agitators  have  accomplished  one 
thing  in  San  Francisco,  whether  it  is  what 


they  aimed  at  or  not,  we  are  at  a  loss  to  im- 
agine. They  have  almost  completely  stopped 
building  operations,  have  checked  move- 
ments in  real  estate,  have  alienated  capital, 
discouraged  enterprise  of  every  kind,  have 
paralysed  trade  and  seriously  lessened  the 
demand  for  labor.  This  may  be  all  right,  it 
may  ameliorate  the  condition  of  the  working- 
man,  it  may  enable  him  to  retain  his  home- 
stead, and  it  may  even  provide  food  for  his 
family.  These  are  things  the  workingman 
can  determine  better  than  we.  Perhaps  the 
leaders  of  the  agitation  feel  good  over  it. 
They  have  a  perfect  right  so  to  do.  They, 
at  least,  have  lost  nothing  by  the  movement. 
Opinions  differ,  however,  and  our  calm  un- 
prejudiced belief  is  that  they  have  made 
blessed  fools  of  themselves. 

— There  is  a  paper  in  New  York  called  the 
Wild  Oats.  This  is  well  enough.  A  paper 
has  a  right  to  call  itself  by  any  name  it 
pleases,  and  we  have  no  quarrel  with  it  on 
that  account.  For  all  we  care  it  may  call 
itself  the  Seething  Sink  of  Gotham,  the  Jour- 
nal of  Original  and  Contemporary  Sin,  or  any 
thing  else  that  may  suggest  itself  to  its  deli- 
cate imagination.  What  we  do  object  to  is 
that  the  paper  above  mention  should  persis- 
tently clip  and  print  without  credit  the  witty 
sketches  and  paragraphs  for  which  the  Wasp 
has  become  so  justly  and  universally  cele- 
brated. We  have  no  objection  in  the  world 
to  anybody  copying  our  wisdom  and  humor. 
We  like  to  see  our  ideas  get  a  wide  circula- 
tion, but  we  have  a  pardonable  anxiety  to 
get  some  credit  for  putting  them  together. 
You  can  call  at  our  granary  for  feed,  Wild 
Oats,  as  often  as  you  desire,  but  we  hope  you 
will  pay  the  small  toll  required.  Just  ima- 
gine that  you  see  this  legend  at  the  close  of 
each  article  copied  from  this  paper, 

S.  F.  Wasp, 
and  set  it  up  accordingly. 

— Mr.  Edward  Kimball  has  been  inter- 
viewed by  a  New  York  reporter,  who  asked 
him,  among  other  things,  how  he  came  to 
undertake  the  work  of  raising  church  debts. 
Mr.  Kimball  said :  About  two  years  ago,  I 
was  thrown  into  personal  relations  with  a 
small  church  in  San  Francisco.  There  I 
carried  on  evangelical  work  for  some  time. 
The  church  had  a  good  building,  but  nothing 
else,  not  even  a  Pastor.  I  went  there  and 
preached  twice  a  day.  At  first  there  were  no 
services  in  the  evening,  and  the  largest  con- 
gregation in  the  morning  numbered  only 
eighteen  or  twenty  souls.  Soon  a  revival  be- 
gan, which  has  continued  ever  Bince  with 
precious  results.  The  congregation  grew  ra- 
pidly; evening  services  were  held,  and  a  Pas- 
tor secured.  I  remained  a  year  in  Califor- 
nia, and  again  a  year  ago  aided  in  building 
up  another  church  in  the  same  way.  Before 
leaving  San  Francisco  I  desired  to  do  some- 
thing more  for  these  two  churches.  They 
seemed  to  be  well  off  in  everything  except 
the  burden  of  debt.  I  had  no  money  to  help 
them  myself,  but  decided  at  last  to  use  my 
personal  influence  and  knowledge  of  men 
and  things  to  persuade  them  to  pay  off  their, 
indebtedness  themselves.  The  first  of  the 
two  churches— that  in  which  I  had  labored 
the  previous  year — I  went  to  work  at  once. 


The  Pastor  went  away  so  as  not  to  witness 
my  failure,  and  the  Trustees  besought  me  not 
the  work.  At  twenty-five  minutes  after 
twelve,  I  had  raised  a  debt  of  $4,000  to 
$5,000,  which  had  stood  for  nine  years.  The 
following  Sunday  I  did  the  same  in  the  other 
church,  raising  a  larger  amount.  The  next 
week  again  I  spent  in  the  Rev.  Dr.  A.  L. 
Stone's  Congregation  Church,  burying  a  debt 
of  $75,000  under  subscriptions  to  the  amount 
of  $78,000.  I  have  a  letter  still  which  I  af- 
terward received  from  Dr.  Stone,  thanking 
me  for  the  help  I  had  rendered  him  in  the 
hour  of  his  need.  It  is  as  strong  a  letter  as 
a  man  ever  wrote  to  a  man,  yet  it  was  Dr. 
Stone's  brother  who  walked  out  of  Dr.  Scud- 
der's  church  last  Sunday,  when  my  presence 
was  announced.  Seeing  that  I  possessed 
ability  in  the  work  which  I  had  undertaken, 
it  seemed  to  me  that  if  I  did  not  continue  it 
I  should  have  deliberately  and  knowingly 
aoandoned  a  sacred  duty.  Therefore,  I  have 
persevered,  though  for  a  long  time  with  the 
greatest  reluctance.  I  have  been  at  work 
now  for  ten  months,  and  will  remain  as  long 
as  my  services  are  needed. 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups.  Cordials,  Essential  Oils  and 
Fruit  Extracts.  Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street, 
cor.  Battery,  up  stairs.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 


From  Arizona. 


Globe  City,  A.T.,  Dec.  29, 1877. 

Dear  Wasp. — Your  outfit  came  to  hand, 
and  I  see  you  gave  notice  in  your  columns  of 
my  message,  for  which  please  accept  many 
thanks.  If  you  wish,  you  can  put  in  a  little 
item  about  "Christmas  in  Globe  City." 

There  were  about  fifty  miners,  prospectors, 
laborers,  Superintendents,  etc.,  all  gathered 
in  a  bar  room  to  have  a  little  frolic  on 
Christmas  Eve.  On  this  occasiou,  a  large 
Christmas  tree  was  prepared  and  braced  up 
in  the  centre  of  the  bar-room.  Presents 
were  suspended  for  everybody  and  his  dog. 
Some  big,  rough  miners  received  a  small  ten 
cent  doll;  some  of  the  high  mucky  mucks  of 
the  town  received  a  bottle  of  ink,  or  a  cigar 
box  fulljof  beans,  or  a  bottle  of  castor  oil;  and 
one  or  two  nice  young  men,  who  are  in  love, 
received  the  mitten.  After  the  presents  were 
distributed,  the  band  struck  up  and  dancing 
was  in  order,  which  they  all  pretty  well 
understood,  much  to  my  surprise.  But  the 
most  laughable  part  of  the  entertainment 
was  the  taking  of  the  fair  gazelles  to  supper, 
to  which  they  had  to  travel  about  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  to  the  only  French  Restaurant  in 
town,  and  the  snow  falling  thick  and  fast, 
the  ladies  covered,  uncovered  and  recovered 
their  heads  many  times  before  making  the 
venture.  When  the  parties  all  returned, 
they  had  two  or  three  more  turns  at  the  light 
fantastic  toe.  The  ladies  soon  after  left,  and 
here  is  where  the  fun  commenced.  Now,  any 
and  everything  was  law;  in  fact,  every  man 
was  a  law  unto  himself,  but  strange  to  say, 
there  was  nobody  hujt,  and  the  greatest  good- 
humor  prevailed.  Wishing  the  Wasp  every 
success,  yours  truly,  C.  C.  M. 


380 


THE    ILLUSTBATED    WASP. 


GKAKD    OPEKA   HOUSE 

"Three  Millions  of  Money"  "was  produced 
at  this  theatre  on  Tuesday  evening.  The  in- 
cidents set  forth  the  perplexities  of  an  ad- 
venturous widow,  "Florence  Desmond,"  who 
undertakes  to  capture  an  American  Millio- 
naire, "Col.  Jeff.  C.  Dexter";  but  having  a 
"weakness  for  a  young  medical  student,  "Pa- 
racelsus Daffy,"  sacrifices  ambition  to  affec- 
tion and  settles  down  to  life  in  a  cottage. 
Miss  Minnie  "Walton  took  the  part  of  the 
widow  and  acted  with  the  ability  which  al- 
ways characterized  her  former  histrionic  ef- 
forts in  this  city.  She  was  warmly  received 
and  applauded.  Mr.  E.  Thorne  played  the 
"Colonel,"  Mr.  Stanley  the  student,  and  the 
remainder  of  the  cast  was  well  distributed 
among  the  members  of  the  company.  "Three 
Millions  of  Money"  is  very  likely  to  have  a 
good  run,  as  it  is  excellently  rendered  and 
beautifully  mounted. 

CAIJFOKNIA   THEATRE. 

The    "Black  Crook"    keeps  on  the  even 
tenor   of  its  way,   drawing  fair  houses  and 
satisfying  the  morbid  instincts  of  the  crowd. 
emersoh's. 

"Chow-Chow,"  which  had  been  played  to 
a  "beggarly  array  of  empty  boxes,"  was  suc- 
ceeded by  "Kenilworth"  on  Monday  even- 
ing." "Kenilworth"  is  a  little  too  much  for 
the  capacity  of  the  troupe.  There  is  no  life 
in  the  performance,  none  of  the  chic  and 
abandon  that  make  burlesque  so  attractive. 
A  poor  burlesque  is  more  doleful  than  a  tra- 
gedy. If  there  be  any  one  who  desires  to 
check  an  abnormal  flow  of  exuberant  spirits, 
we  should  advise  him  to  go  to  "Kenilworth" 
one  night.  It  will  surely  tone  him  down. 
Baldwin's. 

"Led  Astray"  was  performed  here  through 
the  week.     The  audiences  were  small. 
woodward's  gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 


sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES 

The  "Williamsons  are  in  New  Orleans. 

The  "week  of  prayer"  was  very  successful. 

Augusta  Dargon  is  going  to  abandon  tra- 
gedy for  comedy. 

The  Bush  Street  Theatre  is  closed  for  re- 
pairs— probably  to  the  treasury. 

A  good  local  play  is  badly  needed  now. 
There  are  plenty  of  incidents.  Who  will 
weave  them  into  an  acceptable  drama? 

If  there  were  about  one  hundred  thousand 
inhabitants  in  San  Francisco  in  addition  to 
our  present  population,  there  would  be  a  fair 
chance  for  all  our  theatres.  As  it  is,  they  are 
simply  cutting  each  other's  throats.  Subside, 
some  of  you,  or  go  West ! 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1876,  37,910^  barrels  of  beer,  making 
18,132  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  TJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January  17, 1877.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

The  German  Savings  and  Loan 
Society. 

For  the  half  year  ending  this  date,  the  Board  of 
Directors  of  The  German  Savings  and  Loan  Society 
has  declared  the  Dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the 
rate  of  eight  and  two-fifths  (8  2-5)  per  cent,  per  an- 
num, and  on  Ordinary  Deposits  at  the  rate  of  seven 
7)  percent,  per  annum,  free  from  Federal  Taxes, 
and  payable  on  and  after  the  15th  day  of  January, 
1878.    By  order,  GEO.  LETTE,  Secretary. 

San  Francisco,  December  31,  1877. 

jan5-lm 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  with  December  31,  1877, 
a  Dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  Eight 
and  one-tenth  (8  1-10)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term 
Deposits,  and  Six  and  three-fourths  (6%)  per  cent, 
per  annum  on  Ordinary  deposits,free  of  Federal  tax, 
payable  on  and  after  Tuesday,  15th  January,  1878. 

janl2-tf  LOVELL  WHITE,  Cashier. 


W.  E.  Chambeblatn,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


501  BUSINESS 
COLLEGE, 
24  Post  Street, 

Near  K earn 7 
San  Francisco,  Cat. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 

■ 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 

O.  EC.  BROOKS, 

DEALER  IN 

Oil    Lands    and    Leases, 

405  California  St.,  San  Francisco. 

jan!2-tf 


BOOKBINDERS 

ANT 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  aud  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


B.  S.  BTTB^S, 

Agent  for 

The  Illustrated  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  P.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
M§wspap@Fr  Beak  &  lab  Fvimt&m 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  "WASP. 


novl7-tf 


C.  P.  Sheffield.    N.  W.  Spatjlding.    J.  Patteeson. 


PACIFIC 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


Saws  of  ev«ry  IlesestpMon 

On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
(^"Repairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice..^ 


BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of  ■ 
fice.  We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITEOT, 

Has  remOTed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.    Elevator  in  the  building. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission   Street,    between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kenxedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


THREE 


of  Money! 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


THE  BLACK  CROOK 


EMERSON'S  OPERA  ROUSE. 


"KENILWORTH" 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,   January    12th 
and  13th. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex 

hibited,  together  with  new  varieties  in 

the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


NOT  REMOVED! 


DR.    STEINHART'S 

Essence  of  Eaife 

The  oldest  and  most  positive  cure  for  Spermatorrhea, 
Exhausted  Vitality,  Nervous  Debility,  etc.,  can  only 
be  obtained  at 

48B    ECESAXtCTlT  ST.. 

San  Francisco. 


The  ESSENCE  OF  LIFE 

Never  Fails.     Thousands  can  testify  to  its  wonderful 
effects.     Remember,  the 

DR.  STEINHART'S 
Genuine  ESSENCE  OF  LIFE 

IS  SOLD   AT 

4:26    Kearny  Street. 


Price  $3  per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  in 
case,  $10;  sent  free  from  observation,  to  any  address, 
C.  0.  D.     All  communications  confidential. 

Address  all  letters  to 

DR.  STEINHART, 

426  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


CHANGE  OF  TIME. 

Winter  Arrangement.. 
Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3  on p- u- 


Daily,  [Sundays  included]  Stcnmcr  "Jame8  SI. 
ue,"  [frimi  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  aud  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Pctaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  doverdale  and  way  stations;  making  Btage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Clovcrdalc  for  Ukiah 

d  Liikeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

tC3V,C'onnections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  rooming  with  the 
Fulton  and  Gucrnevillc  K.  ft.  for  Korbel's,  Uuerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES, 
Gen.  Manager. 


A. 


A.  BEAN, 
Sup't. 


.  E.  DOUGHEETY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


O.     1»-     Ife.     El. 

Commencing  SUNDAY,   APRIL  1st,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice, 

TRAINS  and  BOATS  WILL  LEAVE 

SAN  FRANCISCO: 

(Overland  Ticket  Office  at  Ferry  Landing*,  Market  Street.) 


W  (C\CW  A.  M.  (Daily*,  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Washington 
4  •VrVr  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with  Trains  from  Napa 
(Stage  connection  for  Sonoma),  Calistoga,  Woodland,  Williams, 
Knight's  Landing  and  Sacramento. 
Sundays  excepted  for  Woodland,  Williams'  and  Knight's  Landing 
(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  8.10  P.  M. 


8rf"VfW  A.  M.  (Daily),  Atlantic  Express  Train  (via  Oakland 
aVlvf  Ferry),  for  Sacramento,  Marysville,  Redding  and  Port- 
land (Or.),  Colfax,  Reno,  Ogden  and  Omaha.  Connects  atGalt  with 
Train  arriving  at  Iona  at  3:40  P.  M. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  5.35  P.  M.) 


3/"N4~h  P*  M*  (Daily),  San  Jose  Passenger  Train  (via  Oakland 
•  VfU  Ferry),  stopping  at  all  Way  Stations.     Arrives  at  San 


Jose  at  5.30  P.  M. 


(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  9.35  A.  M.) 


4/\4"k  P.  M.  (Daily),  Express  Train  (via  Oakland  Ferry),  fo 
ivU  Lathrop,  Stockton,  Merced,  Visalia,  Sumner,  Mojave, 
Newhall  (San  Buenaventura  and  Santa  Barbara),  Los  Angeles,  Wil- 
mington, Anaheim  (San  Diego),  Colton  and  Dos  Jfalmas  (Arizona 
Stage  Connection),  Connects  at  Niles  with  Train  arriving  at  San1 
Jose  at  0.55  P.  M.  Sleeping  Cars  between  Oakland  and  Los  Ange- 
les. (Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  12.  !»►  P.  M.) 


4jT\f\  P-  M.  (Daily),  Vallejo  Steamer  (from  Washington 
9^JP\£  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with  Trains  for  Calistuga, 
Woodland,    Williams  and  Sacramento;  and  at  Sacramento  with 
Passenger  Train  leaving  at  9.15  P.  M.  for  Truckee,  Reno,  Carson 
auu  Virginia  City.     Sleeping  Cars  between  Vallejo  and  Carson. 
Sundays  excepted  for  Napa  and  Calistoga. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.10  A.  M.) 


4^\{\  P.  M.  (Sundays  excepted  Sacramento  Steamer  (from 
•  ^J  ^J  Washington  Street  Wharf),  for  Benicia  and  Landings 
on  the  Sacramento  River;  also  taking  the  Third  Class  Overland 
Passengers  to  connect  with  train  leaving  Sacramento  at  9.00  A.  M. 
daily.  (Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  8.00  P.  M.) 


A     Oft  p  M-  (Daily),  Through  Third  Class  and  Accommoda- 


Angeles  c 


tion  Train    via  Lathrop  and  Mojave,  arriving  at  Lob 
second  day  at  11.15  A.  M. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  J.30  A.  M.) 


C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN. 


JAS.  R.  KELLY. 


SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


COME 


-AND- 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  CENITO-URINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  PR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 


IMPORTANT ! 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  $3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  .of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  bis  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877. 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M.;  evenings,  6  to  8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential;  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late  Re- 
sident   Surgeon    Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
janl2-3mos 


382 


THE    rLLTJSTEATED    WASP. 


DR.  SPINNEY  &  GO'S 

Dispensary, 

tl  JKmsny  Mi,,  Baa  FmaeimQ* 


DR.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVILLE  IN- 
FIRMARY, would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  "procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED ! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If  he  can 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  will  tell 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG- MEN! 

"Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  ton  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  alBO  Dr.  Speek's. 
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Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE —Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


Pbesidknt 

Vice- Pit  esident 

M.  D.  Sweeny, 
P.  McAruu, 
R.  J.  Tobiu, 

Treasurer 

Attorney 


OFFICERS: 

M.  D.  SWEENY 

, C.  D.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 
C.D.O'Sullivan, 
John  Sullivan, 
Peter  Donohue, 


M.  J.  O'Connor, 
Gub.  Touchard, 
Jo.  A,  Donohue, 
EDWARD  MARTIN 
.RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fur^n  &,  Co'a  Express  ODIco  or  nny  re- 
liable Bunking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  bu  responsible  for 
their  safu  delivery. 
The  signature  ol  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 

UejMisits  n  eened  from  S2.r>0  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  8. 
july21-tf  ' 


Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  No.  tVi,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

july'21-3mos 


Hibernian  Brewery, 

HOWARD  STREET, 
Between  8th  and  9th  Streets. 

M.  ^TTJ^r^^T,  Prop. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .A-lirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


SCHLUETER  &  VOLBERG, 

IMPORTERS  AND  DEALERS  IN 

Carpets  &  Oil  Cloths, 

UPHOLSTERY  GOODS, 
709  Market  Street,  bet.  3d  and  4th, 


SAN   FRANCISCO. 


TIIIS    IS    ONE.    SIDE    OF 


TO  CANVASSERS  IN  THE  INTERIOR. 
.  The  WASP  is  now  offering  the  most  unpre- 
cedented ■inducements.  .  We. have  prepared  a  list 
ofpremiums  to  agents,  which,  we  do  not  hesitate 
to  say,  cannot  be  approached  by '.any  journal  on 
the  Pacific  Coast.  '  All  our  premiums  are  in 
GOLD  COIN,  in  sums  varying  from  $500  to 
$5'.,'  Full  outfit  of  Posters,  Circulars,  Want's 
and  Envelopes  .sent  to  Agents.  Send  for  oiiifit 
and  go  to  work,'  The  WASP,  being  the  only  il- 
lustrated, paper  on  the  Coast,  sells  more  readily 
than  any  other;  and,,  being  able,. dignified,  witty 
and  respectable,  as  well  as  attractive',  and  read- 
able, is  welcomed.in  every  household.  Now  is 
the  lime io secure. an  ageiwy  and  make   money 


SCOLLAY'S 

AQUARIUM. 

augll-3mos 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

»-  CAUTIT  «3*  CO*. 

Wholesale    and    Retail    Confectioners , 

103  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates,  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal.  Orders  from  the  interior  promptly  and  care- 
fully attendeh  to.  auRll-SmoB 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 

TERMS' 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 

Thirty-five  cents  pee  month   delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


'   BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY     IN   ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  $4.00 

Sis  Months          -          -  -          $2.00 

Three  Months          -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  $5.00 

Six  Months       -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Cottntry  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
"WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  602 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  JANUARY  19,  1878. 

CAUTION  !  ! 
To  Whom  it  may  Concern. 

The  former  traveling'  agent   of  the   "Wasp, 

Mr.  A.  Mageo, 

was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  remit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
moke  orders  of  MAGrEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 
N.  B. — Parties  who   hold   receipts   signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  us  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 


The  discussion  of  the  question  of  eternal 
punishment  is  getting  nearly  as  hot  as  its 
subject.  Some  maintain  that  there  is  a  hell  on 
the  other  side,  while  others  reject  the  doctrine, 
contending  that  there  is  enough  of  the  infernal 
in  this  life  to  satisfy  any  reasonably-minded 
individual.  The  popular  ignorance  on  the 
question  is  appalling.  Nobody  knows  any- 
thing definite.  All  is  mere  speculation  and 
opinion.  When  a  number  of  men  undertake 
to  tell  what  they  don't  know  it  generally  takes 
them  a  long  time.  Hence  there  is  a  prospect 
of  a  lengthened  debate  about  hell. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration.] 

Slipped.  Through  Their  Fingers. 

The  city  of  San  Francisco  has  reason  to 
congratulate  itself  on  the  possession  of  the 
most  efficient,  reliable  and  industrious  body 
of  police  officers  that  ever  guarded  the  lives 
and  property  of  any  community.  This  is  a 
stock  expression,  sounds  right,  looks  well  on 
paper,  pleases  the  force,  and  reassures  timid 
citizens;  but,  unfortunately,  it  is  a  fiction 
Recent  events  have  done  a  great  deal  to  im- 
pair public  confidence  in  the  force.  There 
are  people  who  now  think  that  our  peace 
guardians  are  not  only  imperfect  as  a  class, 
but  that  they  are  very  often  seduced  from 
their  duty  by  questionable  means;  that  the 
glitter  of  a  gold  piece  has  an  inexpressible 
charm  for  them;  that,  in  fine,  they  are  pur- 
chasable. 

When  the  city  was  startled  a  few  months 
ago  by  the  news  of  the  Pioneer  Bank  failure 
and  the  flight  of  Duncan  and  Le  Warne,  it 
was  hoped  that  the  detective  branch  of  the 
department  would  soon  bring  the  thieves  to 
light  and  the  State  Prison.  It  was  fondly 
imagined  that  we  had  the  "finest  detective 
talent  in  the  world,  sir."  No  offender  could 
hope  to  escape  the  eagle  eyes  of  Captain 
Lees  and  his  myrmidons.  The  scoundrels 
would  be  captured  in  a  few  days.  That  was 
certain,  as  a  matter  of  course.  But,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  Messrs.  Duncan  and  LeWarne 
didn't  trouble  themselves  much  about  Cap- 
tain Lees  and  the  detective  force.  They 
did  not  expatriate  themselves.  While  the 
acute  detectives  were  scouring  the  valleys 
and  mountains  of  the  Coast  for  traces  of  the 
fugitives,  they  were  quietly  enjoying  them- 
selves in  elegant  obscurity  within  two  doors 
of  the  Chief's  residence.  The  chief  of  the 
detectives  all  this  time  looked  as  wise  as 
Solon,  the  Chief  of  Police  as  inscrutable  as 
fate. 

A  dispatch  comes  from  Michigan,  "Do 
you  want  Duncan?"  Mr.  Nunan  telegraphs 
promptly,  "You  bet,"  or  words  to  that  effect. 
The  detectives  prick  up  their  ears  and  as- 
sume an  air  of  uufathomable  mysteiy.  They 
say  that  from  information  received,  they  have 
reason  to  believe  that  Mr.  D.  is  still  in  the 
city.  A  few  days  pass.  Positive  informa- 
tion is  brought  to  the  Chief's  office  that  the 
bank  thieves  are  domiciled  on  Pell  street. 
Then  the  house  is  "shadowed."  The  chief 
sits  up  all  night  to  watch  it.  The  house 
doesn't  move  a  peg — but  the  thieves  do.  One 
takes  a  hack  and  moves  to  other  lodgings,  the 
other  wends  his  solitary  way  to  the  Oakland 
Ferry  afoot.  Nobody  seemed  to  take  any 
notice  of  where  they  went  or  what  they  did, 
until  the  escape  was  effected.  Truly  the 
acumen  of  our  thief  catchers  is  something 
wonderful. 

Had  an  unfortunate  wretch  stolen  a  few 
dollars,  or  a  few  bits,  perhaps,  to  save  him- 
self from  starvation,  the  whole  machinery  of 
the  department  wonld  have  been  put  in  mo- 
tion, and  the  strong  arm  of  the  law  would 
soon  have  encircled  him.  But  two  men, 
whose  depredations  have  caused  more  misery 
than  twenty  common  thieves  could  effect, 
are  allowed  to  remain  concealed  under  the 
Chief's  nose  until  they   get  ready   to   leave, 
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and  then  are  permitted  to  change  their  quar- 
ters without  molestation. 

The  general  opinion  in  relation  to  this  af- 
fair is  that  the  detective  arm  of  the  service  is 
an  unmitigated  humbug.  We  admit  that 
there  were  some  difficulties  in  the  way.  But 
detectives  are  supposed  to  know  how  to  over- 
come such  difficulties.  They  are  paid  for  it, 
and  it  is  popularly  supposed  that  they  are 
trained  for  it.  The  whole  business  is  suspi- 
cious. In  justice  to  every  one  coneeraed  it 
should  be  vigorously  investigated. 


[See  Illustration.] 

.  The   Cold  Water  Crusade. 
"Wine  is  a  mocker." 

The  temperance  fever  has  again  taken  hold 
of  certain  of  the  evangelical  people  of  San 
Francisco.  It  has  lately  developed  extra- 
ordinary strength  in  the  Atlantic  States  un- 
der the  leadership  of  a  reformed  inebriate 
named  Murphy,  and  the  whole  temperance 
cause  is  now  dignified  by  the  appellation  of 
the  "Murphy  movement."  As  some  people 
might  imagine  that  such  a  designation  might 
mean  a  commercial  transaction  in  potatoes, 
we  make  this  explanation. 

Well,  the  Murphy  movement  has  crossed 
the  Continent  and  lost  none  of  its  intensity 
in  the  transit. 

The  well-meaning  ladies  and  gentlemen 
identified  with  the  present  crusade  are  having 
very  fair  success.  Oceans  of  tears  have  al- 
ready been  spilt  in  the  cause.  The  impious 
toper,  whose  church  has  been  the  saloon, 
and  whose  Bible  the  well-worn  deck  of  cards, 
has  been  visited  and  entreated,  remonstrated 
and  prayerfully  wrestled  with  until  he  has 
been  induced  to  affix  his  trembling  signa- 
ture to  an  agreement  that  he  will  never  more 
imbibe  the  invigorating  cocktail  or  toy  with 
the  bracing  whisky-sour. 

The  scene  of  the  most  striking  performance 
has  been  the  saloon  of  Happy  Jack.  That 
estimable  individual  has  already  signed  the 
pledge,  and  several  of  his  assistants  in  the 
iniquitous  melodeon  business  have  seen  the 
error  of  their  ways  and  have  made  promises 
of  reformation  and  future  piety.  The  "queen 
of  the  can-can"  has  also  discarded  abbreviated 
skirts  as  her  spouse  has  forsworn  long  horns, 
and  we  are  told  that  another  individual  has 
"touched  Christ  and  felt  the  influence." 

The  experience  recounted  by  some  of  the 
converted  ones  of  their  struggles  with  gin 
slings  and  rum  punches  is  very  touching. 
Many  of  the  dypsomaniacs  were  wallowing  in 
sin  and  rum  and  schooners  of  beer  for  more 
than  twenty  years.  Night  after  night  had 
they  vainly  endeavored  to  open  the  street 
door  with  a  corkscrew.  Not  infrequently 
had  they — in  the  dementia  produced  by  the 
poison — put  their  watches  in  the  stove  while 
they  tenderly  placed  a  billet  of  wood  under 
the  pillow.  Too  often  had  they  apostro- 
phized the  companionable  lamp-post  in  con- 
fidential whispers.  Strange  reptiles  had  they 
more  than  once  found  concealed  in  their 
boots.  Headaches  and  abraded  noses  had 
been  their  daily  experience,  with  all  the  long 
train  of  evils  associated  with  bibulous  indul- 
gences. They  were  all  glad  that  they  had 
been  snatched  from  the  jaws  of  hell  by  a  few 
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scratches  of  the  pen,  and  they  cheerfully 
joined  in  a  hymn  whenever  the  key  was 
given. 

These  reformed  topers  will  become  shining 
lights  in  the  temperance  firmament.  The 
trouble  with  the  movement  so  far,  has  been 
the  lack  of  converted  tipplers.  To  qualify 
for  a  successful  temperance  preacher,  the 
neophyte  must  go  through  a  long  course  of 
bar-room  training,  must  be  a  good  judge  of 
ardent  spirits,  be  able  to  carry  a  fair  load, 
and  be  a  connoisseur  of  free  lunches.  Hav- 
ing swilled  enough  liquor  to  float  a  modern 
ironclad,  speut  all  his  money  and  outlived 
his  credit,  he  reforms,  and  electrifies  the 
whole  temperance  world  with  an  extended 
account  of  his  iniquity.  This  is  what  gives 
spice  to  the  cold  water  crusade  and  enables 
the  whilom  inebriate  to  get  upon  his  feet 
once  more. 

On  the  first  page  of  the  current  issue  of 
the  Wasp  our  artist  has  illustrated  an  episode 
of  the  present  campaign  against  King  Alco- 
hol. We  trust  the  movement  will  be  success- 
ful in  checking  the  tide  of  intemperance. 


Mixed  Babies. 

Just  before  we  went  to  press  an  alarming 
rumor  reached  the  Wasp  office  which,  as  we 
had  not  time  to  verify,  we  must  give  with 
the  understanding  that  it  lacks  confirmation. 
It  appears  that  while  the  mothers  of  the  in- 
fantile merchandize,  which  has  been  on  ex- 
hibition at  the  Pacific  Hall  during  the  week, 
were  engaged  in  fortifying  themselves  with 
tea  against  the  trials  of  the  evening  on  Thurs- 
day about  6.  P.  M.j  some  wretch  in  human 
shape  took  it  into  his  cruel  brain  to  get  the 
babies  mixed  up.  He  proceeded  with  much 
deliberation,  and  had  almost  accomplished 
his  fell  purpose  when  discovered  by  a  watch- 
ful matron.  A  leap  to  the  pavement  on 
Bush  street  saved  his  worthless  life,  but  it 
had  no  tendency  to  extricate  the  infants  from 
the  predicament  in  which  his  evil  genius  had 
placed  them. 

As  the  news  spread  like  wildfire  it  was  not 
long  before  every  mother  of  the  lot  learned 
it,  and  in  they  swarmed  intent  on  reclaiming 
their  little  ones  from  the  confusion.  The 
tumult  was  deafening.  Each  mother  seized 
on  the  first  baby  that  came  to  hand  and  hug- 
ged it  in  the  fond  belief  that  it  was  her  own 
"tootsey  wootsey."  Some,  who  got  lean  and 
comparatively  worthless  infants,  remonstra- 
ted with  those  who  had  fat  ones  in  a  way  that 
was  more  forcible  than  agreeable  to  the  lat- 
ter. The  choicest  ones  were  picked  up  by 
the  first  matrons  who  arrived,  and  the  lag- 
gards had  to  put  up  with  the  refuse. 

The  Babel  of  confusion  continued  for 
nearly  an  hour,  and  still  about  ten  of  the 
scrawniest  infants  in  the  show  remained  un- 
distributed and  unclaimed.  As  the  wretch 
who  worked  the  mischief  had  taken  the  pre- 
caution, not  only  to  mix  up  the  tender 
sprouts  of  humanity,  but  also  to  remove 
every  ribbon  and  colored  bow  by  which  they 
could  be  identified,  it  will  easily  be  seen 
what  a  vexatious  not  to  say  impossible  task 
it  was  to  assort  the  babies  to  the  satisfaction 
of  their  maternal  parents.  As  the  hour  was 
growing  late  and  there  seemed   no   prospect 


of  arriving  at  a  settlement,  some  ingenious 
individual  proposed  that  the  ten  disconsolate 
matrons  should  draw  lots  for  the  choice  of 
the  remaining  babies,  and  a  hollow  truce  was 
patched  up  which  compelled  the  irate  fe- 
males to  depart,  each  one  declaring  that  she 
had  the  cheapest  and  most  worthless  infant 
in  the  lot. 

It  is  not  permitted  to  many  men  to  see  so 
wild  a  commotion  as  this  more  than  once  in 
a  life  time.  To  see  a  few  score  of  indignant 
females  touched  in  their  most  tender  sensi- 
bilities, and  forced  to  put  with  a  haphazard 
snatch  at  a  confused  pile  of  humanity  for 
their  own  little  darlings  was  too  much  for  or- 
dinary equanimity.  It  was  a  supreme  mo- 
ment when  the  last  lot  was  reached,  and 
every  one  sympathized  with  the  unhappy 
matron  who  acquired  possession  of  it.  How 
the  matter  will  yet  be  adjusted,  or  whether  it 
ever  will  be,  is  a  matter  that  we  do  not  dare 
even  to  think  of.  It  seems  improbable, 
however,  that  those  who  secured  the  fat, 
well-nourished  infants,  will  be  disposed  to 
open  the  discussion  again  by  surrendering 
ther  prizes  to  any  claimant,  no  matter  what 
evidence  she  may  adduce  in  support  of  her 
claim.  It  seems  equally  certain  that  the  out- 
raged mothers  who  were  unlucky  enough  to 
secure  cross,  attenuated  babies  will  rest  long 
under  the  indignity,  Altogether  there  is  a 
prospect  of  a  lively  time  until  the  matter  is 
finally  disposed  of. 

The  only  parties  to  the  transaction  who 
have  retained  their  composure  under  these 
trying  experiences  are  the  babies  themselves 
and  their  worthy  fathers.  The  infant  orga- 
nism is  as  easily  satisfied  in  one  place  as 
another,  being  rather  difficult  to  appease  un- 
der any  circumstances.  Then  the  baby  re- 
collection of  places  and  people  is  rather  ob- 
scure at  best.  On  the  whole,  then,  the  babies 
themselves  are  showing  no  signs  of  repining 
at  the  change.  The  husbands  of  the  mis- 
guided women  who  exhibited  their  progeny 
regard  the  misfortune  of  their  wives  with 
astonishing  complacency.  They  take  the 
broad,  liberal  ground  that  one  baby  is  as 
good  as  another,  and  a  great  deal  better;  and 
they  do  not  therefore  propose  to  interfere. 
As  not  one  in  a  million  of  the  sires  would 
know  his  own  cherub  again,  the  burden  of 
proof  and  settlement  rests  with  the  unhappy 
mothers.  It  is  worthy  of  remark,  as  being 
about  the  most  singular  phase  of  this  lament- 
able occurrence,  that  the  ubiquitous  mother- 
in-law  has  not  made  her  appearance  in  the 
contest  so  far.  When  she  is  heard  from  we 
shall  expect  her  decision  to  be  final. 


How  the  Farmers  Regard  the  Agita- 
tors. 

The  California  Patron  is  the  official  organ 
of  the  State  Grange  and  fairly  represents  the 
sentiments  of  the  farmers  of  California. 
Prom  a  recent  editorial  on  the  Agitators  we 
copy  the  following  paragraphs: 

It  is  stated  that  through  the  teachings  of 
Kearney  &  Co.  the  dangerous  classes  from 
all  parts  of  the  State  are  flocking  to  San 
Francisco,  waiting  for  "the  good  time  com- 
ing," when  "the  property  the  rich  have  sto- 
len  from   the   poor  shall   be  restored  to  its 


rightful  owners."  Now  that  Kearney  and  a 
few  others  have  been  indicted  by  the  Grand 
Jury,  it  is  to  be  hoped  they  will  be  punished 
to  the  extent  of  the  law  for  their  Communis- 
tic teachings.  If,  as  some  think,  the  present 
laws  will  not  reach  these  men,  then  the  Le- 
gislature should  immediately  set  themselves 
to  work  in  making  a  law  that  will  hereafter 
restrain  men  from  giving  utterance  to  incen- 
diary speeches. 

It  is  the  duty  of  every  Granger  to  openly 
disavow  any  sympathy  whatever  with  the 
Communistic  ravings  of  Kearney  and  his  fol- 
lowers. There  is  an  impassable  gulf  be- 
tween the  San  Francisco  Communists  and 
the  farmers;  the  latter  can  only  prosper  by  a 
firm,  just  Government,  which  recognizes  the 
rights  of  persons  and  property.  They  have 
a  moneyed  interest  in  the  Government,  and 
cannot  countenance  any  reined}'  for  sup- 
posed or  real  evils,  except  in  a  peaceful,  law- 
ful manner.  On  the  contrary,  Kearney  and 
his  followers  have  no  pecuniary  interests  at 
stake;  they  would  fatten  and  thrive  more  in 
the  overthrow  of  government,  in  riot,  pillage 
and  incendiarism,  than  in  good  government. 
These  men  are  Communists,  and  nothing 
more  nor  less.  Our  Order  can  fraternize 
with  honest  industry  on  or  off  of  farms,  can 
sympathize  with  the  sons  of  toil  wherever 
found,  but  we  hold  ourselves  above  the  in- 
ceadiary  and  Communistic  teachings  of  the 
persons  who  are  at  present  paralyzing  indus- 
try and  making  property  insecure  in  San 
Francisco. 


The  Interior  Press. 
From  what  we  have  seen  of  the  rural  press 
of  the  East  and  that  of  California,  we  have 
no  hesitation  in  saying  that  the  latter  is  by 
far  the  best  in  every  way.  With  scarcely  an 
exception,  the  iuterior  papers  of  California 
are  well  printed  on  good  paper,  they  arc  sin- 
gularly free  from  typographical  errors,  and 
contain  well-considered  editorials,  with  an 
abundance  of  interesting  local  news.  These 
are  merits  seldom  to  be  found  combined  in 
the  country  journals  that  reach  us  from  the 
East,  and  in  many  instances  are  altogether 
wanting.  The  interior  press  of  California, 
for  mechanical  appearance  and  editoral  abi- 
lity, stands,  in  our  opinion,  at  the  head  of 
country  journalism  in  the  United  States. 


It  is  said  that  the  President,  when  his 
'dander  is  up,"  relieves  himself  by  the  use  of 
the  most  violent  profanity,  comprised  of  the 
choicest  gleanings  from  the  whole  catalogue 
of  "cuss  words,"  which  permeate  the  air  with 
blue  streaks  for  several  rods  around.  He 
does  it  by  proxy,  however.  He  orders  up  a 
stiff  glass  of  water  with  a  chunk  of  ice  in  it 
and  then  calls  in  Zach  Chandler  to  swear  for 
him.  During  these  sublime  moments  in  the 
life  of  the  President,  life  pulsations  beat 
wildly  in  and  about  the  White  House. 


The  Herald  man  intimates  that  if  a  Chris- 
tian woman  could  change  her  sex,  she  would 
become  a  he-then.  Not  so;  she  would  merely 
be  converted  to  pant-he-ism. 
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Ah  Sin's  Curiosity. 

Far  away  from  his  country  and  kin 
From  Canton  came  the  guileless  Ah  Sin. 
As  he  watched  men  make  shoes, 
He  exclaimed  "What's  the  use. 
They  won't  hire  me,"  but  still  he  stepped  in. 


Crispin  Instructs  Him. 

But  the  foreman  just  wanted  a  hand, 
Few  white  men  were  then  in  the  land; 

And  the  placid  Ah  Sin. 

Went  to  work  with  a  grin, 
And  a  smile  that  was  childlike  and  bland. 


His  "Bludda"  is  Introduced. 

Soon  another  Chinee  comes  along — 
The  humble  and  patient  Ah  Hong — 

With  the  awl  and  the  last, 

He  learns  just  as  fast, 
And  his  labor  he  gives  for  a  song. 


A  "White  Minority. 

And  so  they  came  in  by  the  score, 
While  the  white  men  went  out  at  the  door, 
While  the  Melicans  napped, 
Their  cheap  pupils  were  apt; 
And  the  foreman  is  left  now — no  more. 


The  Last  of  the  Crispins. 

For  a  while  the  white  workman  held  on 

To  the  bench,  where  he  first  had  taught  John, 

Till  at  last  he  is  'fired' 

By  Ah  Sin — whom  he  hired — 
And  the  last  of  the  Crispins  ie  gone. 


Master  of  the  Situation. 

Ah  Sin  has  grown  wealthy  and  great, 
And  he  shipps  boots  all  over  the  State, 

From  the  white  man  he  learned, 

A  pile  he  has  earned. 
And  his  teachers  must  now  emigrate. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


389 


Perpetual  e-motion.  The  praying  band  at 
Happy  Jack's. 

One  of  our  subscribers  threatens  to  write  a 
poem  on  the  fall  of  Plevna.  We  await  it 
calmly  and  fearlessly. 

Ah  Hung  effected  suicide  in  the  City  Pri- 
son on  Monday  night  by  strangulatory  sus- 
pension. Ambitious  paragraphists  will  please 
make  a  note  of  this. 

One  half  the  nation  is  crying  aloud  for 
Postal  Savings  Banks,  and  the  other  half  is 
shrieking  for  something  to  put  in  them. 
Newspaper  men  are  naturally  unconcerned 
about  the  result. 

"I  came  to  collect  that  little  bill,"  softly 
remarked  Brown's  tailor  as  he  stepped  into 
the  delinquent's  office  on  Montgomery  street. 

"Bill!    What  bill  ?"  demanded  Brown. 

"Why,  that  Ulster,  you  know,"  explained 
the  knight  of  the  goose. 

"Fact  is,"  murmured  Brown,  "I  swore  off 
all  my  bad  habits  on  New  Year's,  and  paying 
bills  is  one  of  them.     Take  suthin'  ?" 

He  was  walking  up  Market  street  when  his 
attention  was  attracted  by  a  sign  board  bear- 
ing the  legend,  "Boots  polished  inside." 
"Who  the  d-emanation  wants  his  boots  po- 
lished on  the  inside,  I'd  like  to  know!"  he 
muttered,  as  he  dodged  an  umbrella  vendor 
and  fled  wildly  into  a  Kearny  street  car, 
where  the  motto,  "Fare  five  cents,"  was  at 
least  intelligible. 

The  editor  of  the  Oakland  Times  has  a  ha- 
bit of  addressing  "the  good  people  of  Oak- 
land." We  should  suggest  that  he  occasion- 
ally say  a  word  or  two  to  the  balance  of  the 
population.  Newspapers  are  not  for  the  just 
alone.  Other  people  sometimes  subscribe 
and  not  infrequently  pay  up  more  promptly 
than  even  the  elect.  Editors  did  not  come 
to  call  the  just,  but  sinners  to  repentance. 

It  is  strange  that  a  caravansary  like  the  Pa- 
lace Hotel,  which  claims  to  have  all  the  mo- 
dern improvements,  is  not  supplied  with  so 
useful  and  inexpensive  an  article  as  a  com- 
mon stomach  pump.  At  present  the  lauda- 
num patients  have  to  be  transported  to  the 
City  Hall,  a  mode  of  procedure  which  is  not 
only  tedious  but  unnecessary.  Stomach 
pumps  should  be  at  least  as  plentiful  in  the 
Palace  as  hydrants.  So  far  they  have  been 
more  needed. 

The  Kev.  Hemphill  insists  on  eternal  punish- 
ment, and  defends  his  position  by  urging 
that  as  there  is  a  Beecher  so  there  must  be  a 
hell  in  which  to  punish  him.     This  is  a  view 


of  the  matter  we  had  not  taken  before,  but 
we  think  it  might  be  much  amplified.  It  is 
written:  "If  you  have  not  charity,  it  profiteth 
you  nothing."  It  is  also  written:  "Judge 
not,  that  ye  be  not  judged."  In  this  light  a 
vivid  imagination  might  almost  discern  the 
singeing  of  Mr.  H's  coat  tail,  and  even  detect 
the  scorching  of  his  Dundreary  whiskers. 

How  pleasant  it  used  to  be  to  go  to  church 
and  slumber  peacefully  in  the  dim,  religious 
light!  But  every  rose  has  its  thorns.  A 
man  now  insists  on  giving  a  new  chromo  to 
every  one  who  shall  attend  a  certain  city 
church  regularly  for  a  month.  Churchgo- 
ing  is  not  the  sweetly  pious  thing  it  used  to 
be.  The  risk  of  getting  that  chromo  is  al- 
ready having  a  depressing  effect  on  the  spi- 
rits of  the  congregation. 

In  a  recent  number  of  the  Solano  Daily 
Times,  the  first  item  in  the  "Local  Brevities" 
column  was  as  follows: 

The  King  of  Italy  died  yesterday  afternoon. 
We  are  deeply  interested  in  the  local  news  of 
Vallejo;  but  we  do  wish  they  would  complete 
the  intelligence  by  stating  whether  the  de- 
ceased expired  at  the  Bernard  House  or  pas- 
sed away  peacefully  at  his  palatial  residence 
on  the  Suisun  road.  The  lack  of  thorough- 
ness in  the  work  of  the  contemporary  repor- 
ter is  one  of  the  most  deplorable  indications 
of  the  decadence  of  our  race. 

A  modest  individual  in  Cincinnati  sends  us 
a  quarter  of  a  column  ad.  for  the  insertion  of 
which  he  promises  to  send  us  a  bank  note  de- 
tector. Just  what  we  need !  We  have  been 
unable  to  detect  a  bank  note  or  a  Government 
bond  in  our  pockets  for  four  years,  and  any- 
thing that  will  enable  us  to  discover  one  of 
those  useful  articles  will  not  only  have  our 
endorsement,  but  the  inventor  will  be  en- 
titled to  our  personal  gratitude  and  esteem. 
However,  being  unable  to  detect  any  money 
in  the  above  proposition,  as  it  now  stands, 
we  respectfully  beg  leave  to  decline.  Gone 
to  join  the  Great  Western  Auger. 

He  entered  with  a  hesitating  step,  and 
smiled  a  modest  diffident  smile.  "I  some- 
times write  paragraphs,"  he  remarked,  "here 
are  a  few  that  might  suit  your  columns." 
He  spoke  in  such  a  gentle,  pleading  tone 
that  before  we  had  looked  up  from  our  desk, 
we  thought  it  was  a  woman.  He  proferred 
his  manuscript,  and  incidentally  remarked 
that  it  was  worth  about  five  dollars  a  page  to 
him,  "what  might  it  be  worth  to  us  1"  We 
glanced  at  one  paragraph.  It  started:  "The 
Russian  army  was  lately  reported  starving  in 
Bulgaria,  but  the  Commissariat  will  soon  be 
improved.  Having  given  Turkey  the  devil, 
they  will  soon  have  plenty  of  deviled  tur — " 
He  might  have  survived  the  fall  from  the 
window  if  his  head  had  not  been  quite  so 
soft.  The  Knights  of  Pity-us  took  charge  of 
the  remains,  and  he  now  sleeps  on  a  sunny 
slope  of  Lone  Mountain,  where  the  ceaseless 
roar  of  the  Pacific  lulls  him  to  his  rest. 


exhibited  in  the  garroting  industry.  The 
professional  choker  plies  his  trade  after  the 
shades  of  night  have  fallen.  He  is  generally 
associated  with  a  few  more  unassuming  gen- 
tlemen, and  no  one  is  more  patient  in  wait- 
ing for  trade  to  come  along.  He  espies  a 
citizen  approaching,  and  his  face  becomes 
more  expressive,  his  lip  curls  in  a  benignant 
smile,  he  stretches  himself  to  see  if  his  limbs 
have  not  become  stiff  with  his  long  vigil. 
The  belated  citizen  hurries  on  his  way1  until 
he  comes  to  the  scratch,  when  he  feels  as  if  a 
hundred  of  brick  had  fallen  on  him.  His 
chin  goes  up,  his  eyes  protrude  from  their 
sockets  and  his  money  vanishes  as  hoar  frost 
before  the  morning  sun.  It  is  the  work  of  a 
moment,  but  it  is  singularly  effective.  The 
citizen  reclines  upon  the  sidewalk  vainly  en- 
deavoring to  ascertain  what  has  collided  with 
him,  when  he  is  roused  by  the  ever-watch- 
ful policeman  and  asked  "What  in  thunder 
he  is  doing  there?"  After  mutual  explana- 
tions— on  the  part  of  the  grey  coat  that  he 
was  just  in  time,  and  on  the  part  of  the  gar- 
roted  that  he  wasn't — the  latter  picks  him- 
self up  and  sadly  wends  his  way  home,  while 
the  former  makes  a  formal  report  of  the  mat- 
ter at  the  Police  office  next  morning  and  is 
complimented  on  his  extraordinary  pluck  and 
daring. 

If  this  mania  for  the  garrote  continues, 
some  means  must  be  devised  to  guard  our 
unprotected  policemen.  Not  that  any  of 
them  have  suffered,  so  far,  but  there  is  no 
telling  what  might  happen.  At  present, 
their  only  defence  seems  to  be  that  they 
never,  by  any  combination  of  circumstances, 
find  themselves  within  ten  blocks  of  a  gar- 
roter. 


La  Garrote. 
Among  the  many  cheerful  indications  of  a 
revival  of  busineess  as  the  new  year  progresses 
must  be  noted  the   extraordinary   animation 


A  Graphic  Illustration. 

Two  young  men,  B and  R ,   were 

arguing  the  other  day  in  the  reading  room  of 
the  American  Exchange  Hotel.  The  discus- 
sion was  about  the  right  of  citizens  to  gather 
at  the  sand  lots,  was  spiritedly  contested  on 
both  sides,  and  threatened  to  be  intermin-- 

able,    until    a    brilliant    idea  struck  B 

which  completely  squashed  the  ether.  He 
remarked:  "It  is  very  natural  that  men 
should  differ.  They  look  at  different  sides 
of  the  subject  and  seldom  see  it  in  all  its 
bearings.  Suppose,  for  instance,  a  man 
should  come  in  here  and  boldly  assert  that 

K 's  head  is  a  squash.     I,   on  the   other 

hand,  should  maintain,  and  perhaps  with 
equal  confidence,  that  it  is  a  head.  Now, 
there  would  be  a  difference — undoubtedly  an 
honest  difference  of  opinion.  You  often  see 
men  arguing  about  things  as  empty  and  trif- 
ling as  this.  We  might  argue  till  doomsday, 
and  never  agree.  But  suppose,  a  third  party 
coming  in,  and  looking  at  the  neck  and 
shoulders  that  support  it  would  say  that  I 
had  reason  on  my  side,  for  if  it  was  not  a 
head,  it  at  least  occupied  the  place  of  one, 
and  stood  where  a  head  ought  to  be.  Would 
I  not  then  be  entitled  to  a  decision  in  my  fa- 
vor?"    When  R ■  came  to,   he   stood  the 

cigars,  and  the  Wasp  man  took  aPumariega. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,   $4  a  year.    35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


THE 

CLERK'S    YARN. 


A  Tale  of  the  Sea. 


,  E  were  running  rapidly  on 

our  course,  and  had  entered  far 
into  the  latitude  of  the  West 
India  Islands,  when  early  one 
morning  the  cry  of  '  Wreck  ho!' 
from  a  man  who  had  been  sent 
aloft,  on  the  top-gallant  yard,  to  overhaul  some  of 
the  steering  sail  gear,  attracted  the  attention  of  every 
one,  fore  and  aft,  even  to  the  old  black  cook,  who  is- 
sued from  the  galley,  with  a  pan  of  ham  and  eggs  in 
his  hand  and  became  so  absorbed  in  the  interest  of 
the  scene,  that  some  of  the  tars,  possessed  of  more 
appetite  than  curiosity,  lightened  the  dish  of  its 
savory  contents,  and  afforded  us  a  hearty  laugh  at 
poor  Cuffee's  expense,  who  had  not  perceived  the 
act  and  expressed  the  most  unfeigned  astonishment 
at  the  unaccountable  disappearance  of  the  skipper's 
breakfast. 

My  interest  became  painfully  wrought  up,  as  we 
drew  nearer  the  Bhorn  hulk,  which  lay  helpless,  and 
apparently  tenantless,  in  the  trough  of  the  sea;  for 
of  all  objects  of  desolation  and  distress,  none  can 
present  a  more  forlorn  spectacle  to  my  eye,  or  induce 
so  sad  a  train  of  reflection,  as  a  wreck  at  sea — un- 
guided,  and  alone.  She  was  a  large  ship,  her  masts 
gone  by  the  board,  and  remnants  of  rigging  hanging 
over  the  side,  here  and  there,  in  such  a  careless 
manner,  as  seemed  to  indicate  that  no  attempt  had 
been  made  to  repair  the  damages  done  her.  The 
bulwark  planking  was  torn  off  in  several  places  from 
the  ataujhions;  and  her  item  boat,  staved,  hung 
from  the  davits  by  but  one  fall. 

'The  pirates  have  been  here  at  work, .and bed — dto 
'em, '  said  the  captain,  who  had  been  for  some  minutes 
intently  reconnoitering  her.  'Man  the  boat,'  he 
added,  turning  to  the  chief  mate;  'perhaps  some 
poor  fellow  still  survives  on  board.  I  have  known 
men  to  escape  by  concealing  themselves  until  the  in- 
carnate devils  had  left  their  prey.' 

The  jolly  boat  was  instantly  lowered,  and  I,  with 
the  chief  mate,  jumped  into  her,  while  the  brig  was 
hove  to,  a  little  to  windward.  In  a  few  moments, 
we  were  alongside  the  ship,  and  by  the  aid  of  the 
remnants  of  rigging,  clambered  easily  upon  deck, 
which  was  hardly  reached,  when  a  dog  rushed  out 
of  the  hurricane  house,  with  a  fierce  bark  at  first, 
and  then  wfth  a  piteous  whine,  came  cringing  and 
wagging  his  tail,  up  to  me.  But  oh,  Tackle!  what  a 
dreadful  spectacle  that  deck  presented!  Gouts  and 
dried  puddles  of  blood  almost  covered  it,  and  lay  fes- 
tering and  putrefying  in  the  sun  and  wind,  sending 
forth  a  most  intolerable  odor.  A  death-like  chill 
came  over  me  as  I  gazed  around  with  horror:  and  I 
thought  the  very  fountains  of  life  would  have  curdled 
within  me,  as  my  mind  glanced  hastily  at  the  retro- 
spect. Pieces  of  human  flesh,  and  hair  matted  in 
gore,  were  sticking  to  many  places,  and  fragments 
of  torn  garments,  some  Qf  them  female,  fluttered 
here  and  there.  The  hatehes  were  all  off,  while 
broken  boxes,  torn  and  opened  letters,  and  pieces  of 
rich  goods,  thickly  scattered  around,  certified,  that 
the  vessel  had  been  thoroughly  ransacked,  and  plun- 
dered of  everything  valuable. 

As  the  dog,  by  his  motions,  seemed  to  beckon  us 
toward  the  hurricane  house,  we  entered  together, 
while  some  of  the  boat's  crew  descended  into  the 
hold,  to  see  if  anyone  was  concealed  there.  As  I 
stepped  in,  I  perceived  a  man  seated  in  a  chair,  with 
his  face  partially  turned  from  me,  leaning  over  a 
cot  which  swung  from  the  beams  overhead,  and 
which  appeared  to  contain  a  human  form.  Before 
advancing  farther  in,  I  called  to  him,  but  received  no 


answer.  I  called  again,  yet  louder;  still  no  reply, 
nor  was  any  motion  of  any  kind  elicited.  Thinking 
thnt  he  might  be  dead,  although  his  position  did  not 
warrant  the  conclusion,  I  advanced  to  the  opposite 
side  cf  the  cot,  and  faced  him.  As  I  approached,  he 
raised  his  head,  and  gazing  wildly  in  my  face,  cried: 
'Ay!  ay!  murder  me  now,  and  I  will  thank  you 
for  the  blow!" 

'I  come  not  to  murder,  but  to  save  you,  my  friend,* 
said  I,   'but  who  have  you  here?' 

I  glanced  my  eye  toward  the  figure  on  the  cot.  It 
was  the  form  of  a  fair  and  exceedingly  delicate  girl, 
apparently  scarce  out  of  her  teens;  but  the  eyes 
were  sealedin  death,  and  gleamed  from  the  unclosed 
bids  with  a  glazed  and  waxy  glare.  The  face  was  not 
strikingly  handsome,  for  the  lower  lip  pouted,  and 
would  have  given  a  cross  expression  to  the  counte- 
nance, had  not  the  defect  been  redeemed  by  a  milder 
turn  in  the  rest  of  the  features,  which  wore  that 
earnest,  endearing  look,  which  alone  renders  some 
women  attractive.  Her  chestnut  tresses  were  tangled 
about  her  face,  and  fell  in  loose  ringlets  over  her 
snowy  shoulders  and  bosom,  and  stains  of  blood  were 
on  the  pillow.  She  seemed  wasted,  like  one  far  gone 
in  the  consumption;  and  when  I  became  cooler,  and 
my  senses  more  acute,  I  perceived  that  'decay's 
effacing  fingers'  were  already  at  work  upon  her. 

'My  friend,'  said  I,  addressing  her  companion, 
who  had  assumed  his  former  besotted  expression, 
'who  are  you?'  What  ship  is  this?  and  how  came 
you  in  this  sad  plight?' 

'To  these  questions  he  made  no  reply,  but  buried 
his  face  in  his  hands,  and  groaned  deeply. 

'Come,  come,'  said  the  mate,  who,  though  a  rough, 
was  a  kind-hearted  man,  laying  a  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  'troubles  that  can't  be  cured  must  be  en- 
dured; and  we  who  go  to  sea,  God  knows,  have  our 
share  of  'em.  Our  skipper  has  got  some  prime  old 
New  England  aboard;  'twill  raise  your  spirits.  You 
shall  have  some  of  it.' 

Trie  mate's  rough  attempt  at  consolation  failed  in 
its  effect,  however;  and  I  thereupon  proposed  calling 
some  of  the  crew  into  the  cabin,  to  sew  up  the  de- 
ceased in  her  cot,  and  bury  her,  before  removing  the 
survivor  to  our  brig.  The  mate  called  two  of  the 
sailors,  and  set  them  at  work  to  lash  her  up.  So 
soon  as  they  commenced,  the  stranger  threw  himself 
upon  the  body,  and  with  tears  streaming  down  his 
wan  cheeks,  cried  out,  in  a  voice  of  agony: 

'Oh  don't  take  her  away  from  me!— don't  hurt 
her! — she  can  be  of  no  use  to  me  now! — she's  dead! 
— her  parents  are  dead! — she  said  she'd  be  mine!' 
And  then  suddenly  raising  himself,  he  added,  with 
a  furious  look:  'Hands  off,  villain!'  and  aimed  ablow 
at  the  mate,  which  weak  as  he  was,  would  inevitably 
have  felled  him  to  the  deck,  had  not  one  of  the  sail- 
ors observed  the  intention,  and  arrested  his  arm  in 
time  to  avert  the  stroke. 

'Take  him  out,'  said  the  mate;  'there  is  no  use  in 
keeping  him  here  any  longer.     The  man's  mad.' 

*No,  no!  don't  take  me  out!  I  will  not  go  hence! 
Dearest  Ann — stop!'  he  said,  passing  his  hand  across 
his  forehead,  and  seeming  to  collect  his  faculties; 
'let  me  give  her  but  one  kiss,  and  then  take  me 
where  you  will.' 

He  approached  the  corpse,  bent  down:  and  im- 
pressed one  long,  impassioned  kiss  on  the  shrivelled 
lips,  and  turning  wildly  around,  left  the  cabin. 

'The  preparations  were  soon  completed;  and  having 
taken'the  precaution  to  cut  off  a  lock  of  her  hair,  we 
were  about  passing  her  out  of  the  cabin,  to  launch 
her  overboard;  when  one  of  the  sailors  suggested 
that  it  might  be  as  well  to  leave  her  where  she  was, 
and  to  set  the  hull  on  fire;  for  some  vessel  might  be 
injured,  or  sunk,  by  running  into  her  in  the  night, 
and  she  could  not  be  got  into  port  without  the  great- 
est trouble;  while,  if  the  corpse  were  thrown  into  the 
sea,  the  sharks  would  get  it  before  ten  minutes  had 
elapsed. 

The  advice  appeared  judicious;  and  after  hailing 
the  brig,  to  obtain  the  captain's  permission,  we  has- 
tily collected  a  few  articles,  and  having  fired  the  hulk 
in  two  or  three  places,  raturned  on  board  with  the 
dog  and  the  unfortunate  survivor,  who  allowed  him- 


self to  be  placed  in  the  boat  without  saying  a  word, 
or  making  the  slightest  resistance. 

We  were  delayed  for  some  weeks  in  Curacoa,  in  dis- 
posing of  our  cargo,  and  obtaining  a  new  one,  during 
which  time,  by  unremitted  attention  and  constant 
association,  I  had  in  a  great  measure  won  the 
stranger's  confidence.  As  he  became  more  com- 
municative, he  displayed  in  mind  and  manners  all 
the  polish  of  the  gentleman.  We  were  again  at  sea, 
and  nearly  in  the  same  place  where  a  few  weeks  be- 
fore we  had  fallen  in  with  the  plundered  ship,  when 
the  stranger  suddenly  broke  the  thread  of  some  de- 
sultory discourse  which  he  had  been  maintaining  with 
me,  as  we  sat  together  on  the  sky-light,  by  remarking: 

'It  was  hereabout,  my  kind  friend,  that  we  first 
met.  Here  you  found  me  in  an  awful  situation,  in- 
deed;' and  his  brow  darkened  as  he  spoke;  'you 
saved  my  life,  too;  but  I  now  set  so  little  value  upon 
it,  that  I  know  not  whether  to  thank  you  or  not  for 
the  deed.' 

'I  deserve  not  your  thanks,'  said  I,  'for  I  risked 
nothing  in  your  behalf,' 

'That  may  be  true,'  he  interposed,  'that  may  be 
true;  but  few,  however,  would  have  borne  with  my 
wayward  humors,  and  exerted  themselves  to  restore 
me  to  myself,  as  you  have  done,  and  I  only  regret 
that  it  does  not  lie  in  my  power  to  make  you  a  suit- 
able return.  I  have  observed,' he  continued,  'your 
curiosity  to  learn  my  adventures,  and  would  have 
gratified  it  long  since,  but  my  mind  shrank  from  the 
mere  contemplation;  and  I  felt  how  hard  a  task  it 
would  prove  to  relate  them.' 

'In  case  you  had  done  it,'  said  I,  'you  should,  at 
any  rate,  have  had  my  sympathies  in  your  misfor- 
tunes, and  such  consolation  as  I  able  to  offer.' 

'Some  minds,'  he  replied,  'derive  more  pleasure 
from  the  play  of  their  own  sympathies,  than  those  of 
their  friends,  which  are  apt  to  be  mingled  with  too 
great  a  spice  of  idle  curiosity;  and  perhaps  such  is 
the  case  with  my  own.  You  shall  hear  my  misfor- 
tunes, however,  and  then  you  will  be  better  able  to 
judge;  whether,  as  they  arose  in  part  from  my  own 
indiscretions,  they  door  do  not  merit  your  sympathy.' 

PART  II. 

'I  was  born,' said  the  unhappy  man,  'in  a  small 
village,  on  the  banks  of  the  noble  Hudson,  and  being 
an  only  child,  received  from  infancy  more  indulgence 
than  would  otherwise  have  fallen  to  my  lot.  My 
parents  were  in  middling  circumstances  only,  but  well 
educated,  and  genteel,  and  enabled,  in  a  place  where 
none  were  rich,  and  all  the  necessaries  of  life  were 
cheap  and  abundant,  to  maintain  a  very  respectable 
establishment.  I  grew  up  under  my  mother's  eye,  a 
wild,  reckless  and  spoiled  child.  I  was  fond  of 
books,  notwithstanding,  and  being  a  youth  of  some 
genius,  advanced  rapidly  in  my  studies,  with  but 
little  exertion;  and  it  often  astonished  my  teacher, 
that  one  whose  time  appeared  wholly  devoted  to  mis- 
chief and  play,  should  maintain  the  head  of  his  class, 
despite  the  exertions  for  superiority  on  the  part  of 
his  more  plodding  and  studious,  though  less  talented 
associates.  As  I  grew  up,  unchecked  by  my  parents, 
my  passion  for  mischief  increased,  and  the  sober  vil- 
lagers, who  were  frequent  sufferers  from  my  pranks, 
remarked,  with  a  prophetic  shrug,  that  young 
DeVeaux  would  certainly  come  to  the  gallows  at  last, 
in  case  the  state  prison  did  not  prevent  the  sad  catas- 
trophe. My  heart  was  not  naturally  a  bad  one,  and 
my  faults  arose  rather  from  the  too  great  license 
yielded  them  by  over-indulgent  parents,  than  from 
any  innate  disposition  to  crime.  Constant  inter- 
course with  a  couple  of  medical  students,  whom  our 
village  practitioner  was  educating,  tjave  me  a  taste 
for  that  calling;  and  when  urged  by  my  father  to 
embrace  one  of  the  learned  professions,  I  selected 
that  of  medicine,  being  not  a  little  inclined  thereto  by 
the  idle  life  my  associates  appeared  to  lead,  and  the 
prospect  of  passing  a  winter  in  the  city  of  New  York. 
I  had  been  upwards  of  two  years  a  student,  and  had 
already  drank  deeply  of  the  oup  of  sensual  pleasure, 
while  attending  a  winter's  course  of  lectures  in  the 
city;  and  had  returned  home  deeply  skilled  in  vice 
and  dissipation,  when  a  change  suddenly  came  over 
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my  Bpirit,  and  ft  total  alteration,  was  wrought  in   my 
habits  and  morals. 

The  father  of  the  girl  whom  yon  saw  on  board  the 
Ship,  ft  wealthy  merchant  in  the  city,    was   unexpec- 
tedly much  reduced  in  circumstances  by  tne  villainy 
of  a  pretended  friend;  for  whom  he  hftd  largely   en- 
dorsed; and  becoming  disgusted  with  the  world,  and 
wounded  deeply  by  tho  perfidy  of   one  in  whom  he 
had  placed  implicit  confidence,  and  who  owed  all  he 
possessed  to  his  friendship  and  countenance,  he  de- 
termined to  retire  from  business,  with  the  wreck   of 
his  fortune,  and  to  settle  himself  in  our  quiet  village, 
in  the  neighborhood  of  my  father,  who  had  been  his 
schoolmate  in  youth.     His  daughter,  like  myself  an 
only  child,  was  the  agent  in  effecting   this   reform; 
and  from  the  first  moment  we  met,  I  felt   myself   a 
different  being.      To   mild   and  gentle   manners,  a 
sprightly  find  amiable  disposition,    which   had  been 
been  highly  improved  by  the  tuition  of   a  judicious 
mother,  she  added  the  fashionable  accomplishments 
of  the  day;  and  although  surpassing  all   our  village 
belles  in  loveliness,  she  seemed  wholly  unconscious  of 
her  superiority.     The  affectionate  regard  she   enter- 
tained for  her  parents,  and  her  heavenly  smile   first 
won  my  attention;  and  day  after  day  the  sight  of  her 
added  fuel  to  the  flame  she  had  unconsciously  kindled 
in  my  bosom.      I   perceived,    soon   after   our   first 
acquaintance,  that  my  visits  were  anything  but  agree- 
able to  her  parents,  who  had  received  the  most  exag- 
gerated picture   of  my  follies   and   vices  from   the 
neighbors,  by  whom  I  was  loekod  upon  as  a   perfect 
outlaw.     From  the   intimacy   existing  between   the 
two  families,  however,  they  were   forced   to   tolerate 
my  presence;  and  although  my   advances   were   met 
with  timidity  on  the  part  of  the  young  lady,   it  was 
not  long  before  I  flattered  myself  that  I   could  dis- 
cover strong  proofs  of  reciprocity  of  feeling  in   her 
disturbed  and  anxious  glances    Matters  continued  in 
this  state  for  some  time — uncertainty  as  to  the  lady's 
attachment,  and  want  of  opportunity,  preventing  me 
from  declaring  my  passion — when  my  father  sudden- 
ly died,  from  a  stroke  of  apoplexy,  and  my  mother, 
who  had  long  been  in  delicate   health,    quickly   fol- 
lowed him  to  the  grave,  having  never  recovered  the 
shock  she  recived  at  his  loss. 


Merlin. — In  a  week  or  two. 

Yoong  America. — Once  more.  W.  B. 

Sextus. — Please  forbear  for  a  few  days. 
Our  Gatling  gun  will  then  be  mounted. 

Sadness. — "Do  we  know  a  cure  for  love?" 
Yes.  Marry  the  girl  and  acquire  a  mother- 
in-law. 

Leonard. — We  shall  attend  to  your  case  in 
a  few  days.  Our  fighting  editor  is  laid  up 
with  the  mumps. 

J.  0.  B. — You  have  spattered  a  good  deal 
of  ink  over  the  paper,  but  still  we  have  not 
even  an  inkling  of  your  meaning. 

Dilletante. — Your  sketch  of  Oakland  life 
is  received.  As  the  war  in  Europe  seems  to 
be  pretty  nearly  ended  we  must  decline  any 
more  war  maps. 


Ike. — Your  musical  composition  is  re- 
ceived. It  seems  to  our  mind  that  the  adagio 
is  not  quite  sufficiently  adagiated,  and  it  is 
evident  from  the  distance  between  your  up- 
per and  lower  notes  that  you  have  committed 
piracy  of  some  kind — in  fact,  murder  on  the 
high  C's.  You  can't  fool  us  on  music  Ike. 
N.  M. 


The  merchant  no  longer  thought  it  worth  his  while 
to  keep  up  any  show  of  terms;  but  plainly  told  me, 
that  he  could  not  admit  a  person  of  my  character 
into  his  house;  and  that  it  was  only  from  the  respect 
he  had  borne  my  parents,  that  he  had  refrained  from 
excluding  me,  hitherto.  Burning  with  shame  and 
indignation,  I  left  the  house,  determined  no  longer 
to  remain  in  a  place  so  full  of  gloomy  associations, 
hut.  to  sell  my  property,  end  to  depart  for  the  city  as 
soon  as  possible.  I  was  led,  furthermore,  to  this 
conclusion,  by  the  circumstance  that  there  was  then 
a  young  merchant  of  some  fortune,  and  a  cousin  of 
the  dear  girl  who  was  now  but  a  part  of  myself,  pas- 
sing a  few  weeks  at  her  father's,  with  the  obvious  in- 
tent, seconded  by  her  parents,  of  demanding  her 
hand  in  marriage.  I  left  the  village  soon  after,  with 
a  heart  torn  with  anguish,  and  with  many  a  sigh  for 
a  loss  which  nothing  could  repay.  She  is  gone  now,' 
continued  the  unhappy  man,  with  a  groan,  'and  I 
possess  not  the  slightest  memento  to  recall  her  image.' 

'Oh,  by  the  by,'  said  I,  'I  cut  off  a  lock  of  her  hair, 
and  have  it  still  with  me.  I  thought  that  at  some 
future  day  you  might  be  glad  to  receive  such  a  treas- 
ure.' 

'God  bless  you!' he  cried:  "giveitme!'  And  as  I 
drew  it  from  my  purse,  and  handed  it  to  him,  he 
grasped  it  convulsively,  and  pressed  it  again  and 
again  to  his  lips,  while  a  t&ar  glistened  in  his  eye, 
and  his  bosom  heaved  as  if  It  would  burst.  A  silence 
of  a  few  minutes  ensued. 

'To  continue  my  narrative,'  said  he,  again  addres- 
me.  'I  soou  arrived  in  New  York,  and  sought  out 
my  old  haunts  and  companions.  Here  I  plunged 
headlong  into  the-  wildest  scenes  of  dissipation;  and 
in  the  midnight  revel,  and  at  the  gaming  table,  en- 
deavored to  efface  all  remembrance  of  the  past,  and  to 
forget  the  gentle  being  who  had  enchained  my  heart. 

[TO  BE  CONTrNUED.] 


Leopold. — Too  true,  Leo,  too  true.  Try 
Saucelito.  The  editor  of  the  local  paper 
died  of  inanition  some  time  ago  and  the  peo- 
ple yearn  for  another  victim. 

Le  Due. — A  telephone  might  answer  the 
purpose.  It  would  do  well  enough  during 
the  courting  period,  but  we  wouldn't  answer 
for  its  efficiency  after  the  knot  was  tied. 
Pretty  hard  on  you. 

Anchor. — Your  poem  exceeds  the  length  of 
our  tape  line  measure  by  just  32  inches.  A 
shorter  poem  with  at  least  one  idea  to  the 
square  yard  might  be  accepted.  Condense, 
young  man,  condense. 

Tenbroeck. -"Where  ignorance  is  bliss, etc." 
You  ought  be  a  very  happy  man,  Tenbroeck. 
Struggle  a  little  with  Webster,  read  Picker- 
ing for  style,  and  go  to  church  regularly. 
You  will  become  celebrated  in  time. 

Yale. — Communication  received  and  on 
file.  We  shall  have  to  verify  your  statements 
before  we  give  them  to  the  public.  As 
the  gentleman  to  whom  they  principally  re- 
fer is  out  of  town,  this  delay  is  unavoidable. 

Medico. — We  think  not.  The  law  against 
carrying  deadly  weapons  is  strictly  enforced, 
but  we  don't  think  you  could  be  legally  pun- 
ished for  carrying  pills  around  in  your  poc- 
ket. To  make  matters  perfectly  safe,  how- 
ever, it  might  be  as  well  to  see  Counsellor 
Clarke  and  get  a  permit  in  the  regular  way. 

Franz. — Your  story  is  in  the  hands  of  a 
member  of  our  staff.  He  has  born  up  bravely 
so  far,  but  he  is  showing  symptoms  of  fa- 
tigue. The  last  report  we  received  from  him 
stated  that  he  had  arrived  at  the  948th  page. 
If  he  survives,  your  manuscript  will  have 
been  thoroughly  examined  by  the  Fourth  of 
July. 


He  Paid  the  Bill. 
He  was  from  the  country.  In  the  course 
of  a  half-hour  spent  in  a  restaurant  he  had 
taken  one  bottle  of  beer,  and  called  for  "the 
bill."  The  innocent  waiter  brought  him  the 
bill  of  fare  and  laid  it  before  him  with  the 
wine  list  up.  He  looked  at  it  and  began  to 
mutter:    "Roederer,   pints,  $1.50;   curacoa, 

:  Bass'  ale, .     Good  gracious!"  said 

he,  is  this  the  bill?"  The  waiter  said  it  was. 
"Darned  if  I  pay  it,"  he  exclaimed,  as  he 
pushed  it  over  to  a  man  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  table.  "Figger  that  up,  will  you 
please  ?"  he  asked.  The  stranger  added  up 
the  various  prices  and  made  it  something 
like  $300.  "It's  a  swindle,"  said  he,  '•  a 
darned  swindle;  I'll  never  pay  it."  The 
stranger,  who  had  taken  in  the  situation,  re- 
monstrated. "You  wouldn't  beat  your  bill, 
would  you?"  he  asked.  "You  wouldn't  do 
such  a  dishonorable  thing  as  that,  would 
you?"  He  paused  a  moment,  went  down  for 
his  wallet  and  his  pistol,  and  said  with  great 
firmness.  "Yes,  I'll  pay  it.  I'll  save  my 
honor,  but,  by  Heaven,  sir,  I'll  shoot  the 
scoundrel  that  made  it  out."  However,  no 
blood  was  shed. 


Plumbing. 
The  system  upon  which  plumbing  is  prac- 
ticed is  different  from  that  of  every  other 
criminal  or  lawful  industry.  If  a  plumber  is 
asked  to  put  a  new  faucet  of  a  specified  size 
in  any  particular  house,  he  makes  his  ap- 
pearance at  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and 
devotes  half  an  hour  to  an  inspection  of  the 
room  in  which  the  faucet  is  to  be  placed. 
He  then  returns  to  his  shop  for  his  tools,  and 
on  again  reaching  the  residence  of  his  victim, 
cuts  off  the  water  from  the  premises  and  goes 
to  dinner.  At  two  o'clock  he  reappears  and 
in  half  an  hour  finishes  the  job.  When  the 
unhappy  householder  receives  the  plumber's 
bill,  he  finds  that  it  contains  four  distinct 
items.  There  is  first  a  charge  of  $1.50  for  a 
new  faucet;  next  a  charge  of  $1  for  puttiug 
it  in  place;  then  a  charge  of  $3  for  three- 
quarters  of  a  day's  time,  and  finally  a  charge 
of  $2  "for  the  job."  This  ingenious  system 
of  charging  both  for  putting  in  the  faucet 
and  for  the  time  consumed  in  putting  it  in 
would  alone  mark  the  difference  between 
plumbing  and  honest  industry;  but  the  addi- 
tional charge  of  $2  "for  the  job"  shows  a  de- 
gree of  subtle  and  malevolent  wickedness 
which  is  paralleled  in  no  other  department 
of  crime.  Unfortunately,  the  public  is  at 
the  mercy  of  the  plumber.  No  man  can  re- 
pair his  own  waterpipes,  and  when  they  are 
out  of  order  the  plumber  must  be  called  in. 
As  Dr.  Watts  poetically  observes,  "You  may 
break,  you  may  shatter,  the  third  command- 
ment if  you  will,  but  the  bill  of  the  wicked 
plumber  must  be  paid  still." 
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The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor. 

Bkidle  chambers — harness  rooms. 

Behind  time — the  back  of  a  clock. 

Relative  beauty — a  pretty  cousin. 

Although  a  woman's  age  is  undeniably  her 
own,  she  never  owns  it. 

The  original  moonlight  trip — when  the 
cow  jumped  over  the  moon. 

Fok  the  matrimonially  inclined — if  you 
cannot  get  the  girl  you  want,  take  the  girl 
that  wants  you. 

If  you  think  you  are  too  tall,  marry  an  ex- 
travagant woman,  and  you  will  soon  find 
yourself  short  enough. 

Whsn  Adam  was  half  through  naming  his 
descendants,  he  got  tired  and  said,  "Let's 
quit,  and  call  the  rest  Smith." 

It  takes  all  the  enjoyment  out  of  a  game 
of  croquet  to  hear  it  called  an  "amusement 
within  the  reach  of  the  feeblest  intellect." 

A  painter  once  a  store  did  keep, 

And  he  was  quite  a  joker; 
For  when  he  found  his  girl  asleep, 

He  with  a  yellow  ochre. 

The  man  who  comes  to  the  depot  two  min- 
utes behind  time,  and  sees  the  railway  train 
scudding  out  at  the  other  end,  derives  no 
satisfaction  from  the  proverb,  "Better  late 
than  never." 

A  Connecticut  Jonathan,  in  taking  a  walk 
with  his  dearest,  came  to  a  toll  bridge,  when 
he,  as  honest  as  he  was  wont  to  be,  said,  af- 
ter paying  his  own  toll  (which  was  one  cent), 
"Come,  Suke,  you  must  pay  your  own  toll, 
for  jist  as  like  as  not  I  shan't  have  you  after 
all." 

Happiness  is  like  manna;  it  is  to  be  gath- 
ered in  grains,  and  enjoyed  every  tiay.  It 
will  not  keep;  it  cannot  be  accumulated;  nor 
have  we  to  go  out  of  ourselves  or  into  remote 
places  to  gather  it,  since  it  is  rained  down 
from  heaven  at  our  very  doors,  or  rather 
within  them. 

"Wives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
"We  can  make  onr  wives  sublime, 

And  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Widows  worthy  of  our  time. 

Therefore  give  your  wife  a  send-off 

By  the  life  insurance  plan; 
Fix  her  so  that  when  you  end  off 

She  can  scoop  another  man. 

To  all  letters  soliciting  his  subscription  to 
anything,  Lord  Chancellor  Erksine  had  a 
regular  form  of  reply,  viz. :  "Sir,  I  feel  much 
honored  by  your  application  to  me,  and  I 
beg  to  subscribe" — here  the  reader  had  to 
turn  over  the  leaf — "myself  your  very  obe- 
dient servant." 

CrvrLizATTON  moves  in  cycles,  or,  as  Goethe 
believed,  upward  spirally.  The  leaves  that 
fall  in  brown ,  unctuous  masses  this  year  will 
feed  the  tiny  yellow  leaves  of  next  spring. 
So  we  who  dig  for  pottery  of  the  ancients 
may  in  the  years  of  the  far  future  have   men 


digging  for  our  jugs  and  vases  and  Tom-and- 
Jerry  mugs.  It  is  probable  that  they  will 
find  a  great  deal  of  porcelain    around   loose. 

A  clergyman  who  did  not  believe  in  going 
outside  of  his  own  denomination  to  distribute 
his  charities  was  solicited  by  a  beggar  for 
alms.  "My  brother,"  said  he,  "are  you  high 
cburch  ?"  "Never  was  high  in  my  life,"  re 
turned  the  beggar  reproachfully;  "never 
drinks  nuthin'  at  all,  sir." 

There  was  a  proud  statesman  named  Conkling, 
With  a  hatred  to  which  he  did  long  cling, 

He  hated  bold  Blaine 

From  the  State  known  as  Maine ; 
But  they're  solid  once  more — Blaine  and  Conkling. 

The  last  number  of  the  Casket,  a  journal 
for  undertakers,  is  well  filled  with  cheerful 
reading  about  cremation,  latest  new  thing  in 
hearses,  tombstones,  and  so  forth.  YouDg 
man,  if  you  are  looking  for  a  suitable  Christ- 
mas present  for  your  rich  but  feeble  uncle  in 
the  country,  perhaps  you  can't  do  better 
than  to  cheer  his  declining  years  with  a 
year's  subscription  to  the  Casket. 

It  seems  to  be  the  ambition  of  all  young 
wives  to  look  well  when  any  one  calls.  Yes- 
terday a  South  Side  bride  heard  a  ring  at 
the  front  door.  The  maid  was  out  and  she 
rushed  up  stairs  to  "fix  up"  a  little  before 
admitting  the  caller.  There  was  a  moment 
of  lightning  at  the  dressing  case.  Quicker 
than  it  takes  us  to  tell  it,  a  ribbon  was  fast- 
ened at  her  throat,  a  flower  stabbed  into  her 
hair,  a  flash  of  powder  on  her  face,  and  she 
was  at  the  door,  all  smiles  and  blushes.  The 
gentleman  said  he  had  walked  from  Memphis 
and  couldn't  remember  that  he  had  tasted 
food  since  he  left  Cincinnati. 


Uncle  Moses'  Lesson, 

Uncle  Moses  is  the  chief  executive  of  a 
suburban  colored  Sunday  school.  Last  Sun- 
day, raising  his  black  face  with  its  snowy 
fringe,  he  peered  over  his  ante-bellum 
"stock"  and  collar  at  the  little  nigs,  who 
were  buzzing  like  bees  in  a  hive  just  under 
his  nose. 

"Ordah!  Chillen,  ordah!  Don't  yer  heah 
me,  chillen?  Leetle  Jim  Lumpkins,  dere, 
hesh  dat  talking  like  a  consterble  on  'lection 
day." 

When  Jimmie  ceased  his  conversation  the 
chief  executive  resumed: 

"I  calls  de  detenshnn  ob  de  school  ter  de 
way  youse  been  carryin'  on  dis  bressed  day. 
Wot  yer  bin  a  doin'  ?  Yer  knows !  An'  de 
way  yer  tongues  is  a  bin  a  carruscatin'  is 
scan'lous." 

The  black  fingers  pushed  the  tall  collar 
back  and  pulled  the  black  chin  forward. 

"Now,  I  puts  it  ter  you,  an'  do  you  all  lis- 
sen,  an'  you  too,  Lize  Millins,  I  ax  yer  dis 
question — How  menny  eyes  you  chillens 
got?" 

Chorus— "Two." 

"How  menny  mouves  yer  got?" 

Unanimously — ' '  One. " 

"Wat  does  dat  mean  ?  It  means  yer  mus' 
see  twice  es  much  es  yer  tells.  Now  how 
menny  yeres  ye  got  ?" 

Chorus — "Two." 

"An'  how  menny  mouves?" 

"One." 

"Dat  means  yer  mus'  heah  twice  es  much 
es  yer  talks.  Now,  'member  dis  lesson,  an' 
you,  Henry  Giles,  contribute  de  papers 'roun' 
'fore  we  jines  in  prar." 


That  Anaconda  Signature. 

Many  curious  things  happened  to  General 
Spinner,  late  United  States  Treasurer,  dur- 
ing the  many  years  he  held  that  responsible 
position,  but  the  bluff  old  watch  dog  of  the 
Treasury  had  a  practical  way  of  managing 
which  seldom  failed  to  win  against  all  odds. 
He  got  caught  one  day,  however,  in  the  most 
unexpected  manner.  His  signature,  so  well 
known  where  greenbacks  have  ramified,  got 
in  time  to  be  so  much  in  demand  that  peo- 
ple all  over  the  country  used  to  write,  asking 
him  for  his  autograph.  He  fell  into  a  habit 
of  complying  by  returning  a  brief  response, 
in  which  after  a  formal  beginning,  he  would 

say:     "The  request  made  in  your  note  of 

date  is  herewith  complied  with,"  to  which  he 
would  affix  his  grotesque  signature. 

One  day  a  tall  man,  a  very  tall,  slim  man, 
with  store  clothes  on,  in  a  plug  hat  and  new 
boots,  from  one  of  the  southwestern  counties 
of  Virginia,  stalked  into  the  office  and  stated 
that  he  had  come  to  be  sworn  in. 

Spinner  looked  up.  "What  did  you  say?" 
said  he. 

"I  came  to  take  the  oath  of  office." 

"Go  to Chicago,"  said  he.     "What  do 

you  mean  ?" 

"I  mean,"  said  the  tall  Virginian  very 
slowly  and  solemnly,  "that  I  have  come  up 
to  take  the  oath,  and  be  inducted  into  the 
office  to  which  you  have  appointed  me." 

The  valiant  old  financier  began  to  boil 
over.  "How  dare  you,  sir!  How  dare  you 
come  in  here  with  so  monstrous  a  proposi- 
tion? I  never  promised  you  an  office.  You're 
crazy.  I  never  heard  of  you ;  who  are  you 
and  what  the  d — enunciation  do  you  mean 
by  coming  in  here  with  such  a  stor3'  ?  Go 
home,  sir,  and  don't  bother  me!" 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  tall  man, 
glancing  complacently  at  his  new  clothes. 
"I  have  a  note  from  you  in  reply  to  my  apli- 
cation,  in  which  you  offer  me  a  clerkship  in 
your  office,"  and  taking  from  his  pocket  a 
folded  paper  he  spread  it  before  the  aston- 
ished Treasurer,  who  read: 

Sib;  The  request  contained  in  yours  of date  is 

herewith  complied  with. 

Sincerely  yours,  F.  E.  Spinner. 

"Holy  Mo3es,"  said  he;  you  asked  me  for 
my  autograph,  and  this  is  my  reply.  Do  you 
think  I'm  a idiot  ?" 

"Not  at  all,"  said  the  stranger,  "only  you 
have  made  a  mistake.  I  wrote  you  some 
time  ago  asking  for  an  office,  and  this  is  your 
reply  to  that  application.  I  have  spent  all 
my  money  in  purchasing  these  guar — ments 
and  paying  my  fare  to  Washington,  and  I 
want  my  place,  which  you  have  promised 
me." 

The  old  man  jumped  up,  rushed  to  his  let- 
ter file  and  discovered  that  on  the  day  named 
he  had  received  two  applications  for  his  au- 
tograph and  one  for  an  office.  He  had  mailed 
the  same  answer  to  all  three.  He  sat  down, 
turned  and  gazed  sadly  at  the  expectant  Vir- 
ginian for  about  two  minutes,  and  then  go- 
ing down  into  his  pockets  he  raked  up  all  his 
loose  greenbacks  and  fractional  currency, 
and  handing  them  over  said:  "There,  take 
that  and  pay  your  fare  back  to  your  home  in 
the  country,  and  thank  God  that  you  have 
escaped  a  public  office." 
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— After  months  of  a  temporizing  policy  the 
authorities  of  the  city  are  taking  measures 
to  preserve  the  peace. 

— Boss  Carr  is  said  to  have  a  strong  lobby 
in  Sacramento  to  defeat  the  passage  of  the 
concurrent  resolution  asking  Congress  to  re- 
peal the  Desert  Bill.  It  has  already  passed 
the  Senate. 

— This  hanging  talk  is  contagious.  The 
other  night  Supervisor  Foley  said  that  an 
example  ought  to  be  made  of  the  agitators 
and,  if  necessary,  hang  some  of  them  to  the 
nearest  lamp-post. 

■ — After  weeks  of  "President"  Kearney, 
and  the  fulsome  adulations  of  the  agitators, 
the  Chronicle  has  sat  down  on  the  cause.  It 
is  now  "alien  ruffians,"  "idiotic  agitators," 
etc.     Comment  is  needless. 

— Joaquin  Miller  wants  his  body  burned 
so  that  "the  corporeal  essence  go  upwards 
and  not  be  gnawed  by  the  worms."  The 
other  part  of  his  essence  we  presume  will  be 
attended  to  without  any  specific  instructions 
on  the  part  of  Waw-keen. 

— The  Kearney  Workingmen  of  Oakland, 
have  nominated  Mr.  Bones,  a  carpenter,  for 
the  place  left  vacant  by  the  death  of  Senator 
Porter.  This  will  give  them  a  good  chance 
to  measure  their  strength  with  the  old  par- 
ties and  will  show  to  the  world  what  their 
real  numbers  are. 

— Murphy  of  San  Francisco  wants  to  in- 
crease the  salary  of  the  sheriff  by  $200  per 
month  "to  defray  counsel  and  attorney  fees." 
It  might  not  be  a  bad  idea  to  add  "and  also 
to  pay  newspaper  bills  contracted  during  the 
election  canvass."  A  very  small  matter 
would  settle  our  account,  but  we  should  like 
to  have  it  settled. 

— The  week  has  been  a  delightfully  stormy 
one.  Kain  has  fallen  in  copious  torrents 
and  everybody  is  made  glad.  Probably  there 
is  no  country  in  the  world  where  a  man  will 
take  a  wetting  with  more  complacency  than 
California.  Everybody  seems  to  know  that 
there  is  money  in  it.  The  question  "how 
many  inches  have  we  had  now  ?"  replaces  the 
familiar  inquiries  as  to  the  state  of  the  ther- 
mometer which  we  used  to  hear  East. 

— Col.  F.  A.  Bee,  the  Chinese  apologist, 
contradicts  the  statement  that  Jos.   Kennedy 


is  the  paid  agent  of  the  Chinese  Companies 
iu  Washington.  He  says  that  Kennedy  is 
their  authorized  correspondent,  "a  trust  he 
nobly  accepted  and  ably  fills,  without  pay  or 
promise  of  the  least  compensation  from  any- 
one." All  of  which,  if  true,  only  goes  to 
prove  that  Kenned}-  is  a  bigger  fool  than  we 
took  him  for,  and  that  the  Colonel  is  strange- 
ly sanguine  of  having  improbable  Btories  be- 
lieved. 

— Whittier  says:  "It  is  a  wonderful  thing 
to  see  one's  self  in  print  for  the  first  time. 
I  shall  never  feel  so  well  again."  The  man 
who  found  himself  described  in  his  local  pa- 
per as  a  "perjured  villain,  who  lacks  even 
the  poorest  traits  of  the  common  cur,  who  is 
everything  that  is  ugly,  hateful  and  abomin- 
able, whom  it  were  base  flattery  to  call  a  man, 
etc.,"  will  cordially  agree  with  Mr.  Whittier 
that  "it  is  a  wonderful  thing  to  see  one's  self 
in  print,"  and,  after  the  first  dose,  will  not 
be  likely  '  to  feel  so  well  again."  Whittier 
ha8  a  wonderful  knowledge  of  human  nature. 

— The  question  now  agitating  the  public 
mind  is  "Can  Irrigation  tend  to  Reclama- 
tion ?"  Opinions  differ  widely  upon  the  sub- 
ject, but  our  mind  is  fully  made  up.  We 
contend  that  there  can  be  no  reclamation 
without  irrigation.  Do  they  mean  to  say 
that  a  man  can  be  reclaimed  with  gin  and 
sugar,  or  whisky  sour,  or  rum  and  gum,  or 
schooners  of  beer  ?  No,  his  stomach  must 
not  only  be  irrigated  but  saturated  with  pure 
Spring  Valley.  Otherwise,  all  attempts  at 
reclamation  will  be  not  only  futile  but  emi- 
nently foolish.  It  may  be  objected  that  we 
have  mistaken  the  real  nature  of  the  query, 
and  that  our  argument  is  more  medical  than 
agricultural.  Possibly  we  have,  but  we 
don't  see  that  its  force  is  lessened  on  that 
account.     Not  by  any  manner  of  means. 

— Among  the  many  wise  regulations  that 
govern  the  peace  and  well-being  of  San 
Francisco,  probably  the  most  eminently  sa- 
gacious is  the  ordinance  that  prohibits  citi- 
zens from  carrying  deadly  weapons.  There 
is  in  this  law  a  fatherly  care,  a  tender  solici- 
tvde  for  the  welfare  of  the  unfortunates  who 
are  compelled  to  go  forth  in  the  darkness  of 
night  and  collect  coin  from  the  belated  way- 
farer that  commends  itself  to  all  men  of  feel- 
ing. Why  should  the  footpad  and  garroter 
be  molested  while  plying  their  necessary 
avocation?  Why,  indeed?  Were  citizens 
allowed  to  carry  the  means  of  protecting 
themselves  from  the  attentions  of  these  gen- 
try, many  hoodlums  would  be  apt  to  get 
hurt,  and  the  city  would  lose  one  of  its  most 
distinguishing  characteristics.  There  are 
more  citizens  than  footpads,  and  the  protec- 
tion of  the  weak  against  the  strong  is  one  of 
the  most  benign  principles  of  law.  Hence 
the  former  can  shoot,  and  the  latter  are  im- 
poverished. 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors 
Wines,  Syrups.  Cordials,  Essential  Oils  and 
Fruit  Extracts.  Pa.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street, 
cor.  Battery,  up  stairs.  * 

—People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 


How  We  Progress. 

The  demands  and  specifications  of  the  ser- 
vant girl  of  the  period  are  as  numerous  as 
they  are  extortionate.  A  lady  the  other  day 
gave  us  an  inkling  of  the  inquisition  house- 
keepers have  to  go  through  before  the  hired 
girl  who  has  seen  their  advertisement  in  the 
morning  papers,  or  perhaps,  has  been  sent 
from  one  of  the  employment  offices,  will 
agree  to  accept  the  situation.  A  few  of  the 
questions  asked  may  not  be  inopportune  at 
the  present  time. 

Having  rung  the  bell  and  presented  her- 
self in  due  form,  the  candidate  for  house- 
hold duties  makes  her  stipulations. 


"I  hope  you  have  no  children.  I  hate 
children." 

"I  desire  to  be  off  at  6  P.  M.  every  even- 
ing, and  should  like  to  have  every  Sunday  to 
myself." 

"I  must  have  somebody  to  do  the  washing 
and  ironing,  and  a  cook  is  indispensable." 

'  'I  am  not  accustomed  to  make  beds  or  to 
scrub  paint." 

"I  dislike  to  build  fires  in  the  morning, 
and  trust  that  sombody  will  be  employed  for 
that  purpose." 

"I  am  very  particular  about  the  company 
received  in  the  house.       It  must  be  aufait." 

And  so  she  rattles  on,  until  it  dawns  upon 
the  mind  of  the  lady  of  the  house  that  the 
stipulations  cover  every  foot  of  hard  labor, 
and  that,  after  all,  it  would  be  as  well  to  do 
the  work  herself  and  let  her  daughters  do 
the  ornamental.  A  few  experiences  of  this 
kind  generally  result  in  the  hiring  of  a  Mon- 
golian domestic. 
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GBASD    OPEKA   HOUSE 

A  large  audience  assembled  at  this  theatre 
on  Monday  evening  to  witness  the  first  per- 
formance in  America  of  the  latest  Parisian 
sensation,  "The  Regiment  of  Champagne."  It 
is  certainly  one  of  the  best  of  the  many  novel- 
ties lately  introduced  to  San  Francisco  audien- 
ces. The  battle  scenes  and  tableaux  are  espe- 
cially fine;  the  action  is  quick  and  interesting 
throughout;  the  scenery  is  new,  gorgeous 
and  eminently  appropriate,  and  the  company 
seemed  to  be  well  up  in  their  parts.  Mr. 
Edwin  Thorne  made  an  effective  hitas  "Cap- 
Roger"  and  Mr.  Grismer  presented  an  excel- 
lent make-up  as  the  "Count  de  Pardailhan." 
Miss  Walters  made  the  most  of  the  "Coun- 
tess Eliane,"  and  the  rest  of  the  company 
filled  their  roles  very  appropriately.  We  are 
satisfied  that  "The  Regiment  of  Champagne" 
will  prove  a  strong  card  for  the  Grand.  The 
people  demand  novelties  and  are  willing  to 
pay  for  them.  We  hope  the  enterprise  will 
put  ducats  in  the  treasury.  The  manage- 
ment well  deserves  support. 

CAT.TFOBSIA   THEATRE. 

The  "Black  Crook"  was  continued  to  thin 
houses  during  the  week.  The  people  have 
got  tired  of  legs,  legs,  and  nothing  more. 
We  are  promised  "A  trip  to  the  Mfoon"  and 
"Five  hundred  thousand  Devils"  as  the  next 
attractions.  The  latter  part  can  easily  be 
fulfilled.  The  management  seem  determined 
to  turn  the  California  into  a  permanent  va- 
riety house. 

Baldwin's. 

The   "Geneva   Cross"  was   performed  on 
Wednesday  and  the  succeeding  evenings. 
emerson's. 

The  "Three  Musket-dears"  was  given  on 
Monday  evening,  but  was  retired  on  Wednes- 
day for  "Kenilworth."  The  rendition  of  the 
latter  extravaganza  drew  tears  not  only  from 
the  audience  but  from  the  clouds.  As  we 
said  before  it  is  inexpressibly  grave  and 
touching.  Fortunately  there  were  few  to 
see  it. 

woodward's  gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 


museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

Miss  Minnie  Walton  has  grown  s-stout. 
British  Beef! 

J.  A.  Hearn  has  returned  from  Portland, 
where  he  has  been  moderately  successful. 

The  dog  '  'Jack,"  assisted  by  Frank  Frayne, 
has  been  playing  to  fair  business  in  Sacra- 
mento. 

The  Grand  Opera  House  has  adopted  po- 
pular prices.  No  charge  for  reserved  seats. 
Sage  move. 

Fanny  Buckingham  and  her  "fiery,  un- 
tamed steed,"  which  has  been  "brought 
forth"  so  often,  is  going  to  air  her  le-limbs 
in  Portland,  Oregon. 

The  individual  who  goes  out  "to  see  a 
man"  between  the  acts  at  Baldwin's  hasplen- 
ty  of  time  for  the  interview.  The  "waits" 
are  nearly  as  long  as  the  play. 

On  the  evening  of  the  26th  instant,  the 
Lafayette  Guards  will  give,  in  their  armory, 
a  masquerade  ball,  for  the  benefit  of  the  La- 
fayette Society  of  Secours  Mutuels,  or  Mutual 
Aid. 

The  Baby  Show  has  been  in  progress  du- 
ring the  week.  A  Minna  street  lady  exhibits 
triplets.  The  wretched  father  is  doing  as 
well  as  can  be  expected  under  the  circum- 
stances. 

A  new  revelation  has  been  made.  It  is 
darkly  rumored  that  Tom  Maguire  does  not 
pay  his  debts.  It  seems  to  us  that  we  heard 
something  of  that  kind  about  a  quarter  of  a 
century  ago,  more  or  less. 

It  is  said  that  Manager  Harwood  of  the 
Theatre  Royal,  Melbourne,  will  arrive  here 
in  a  few  days  with  the  intention  of  inaugura- 
ting a  new  theatrical  enterprise.  Mr.  Har- 
wood is  reputed  as  having  $250,000  to  spend, 
and  we  know  of  no  place  on  the  continent 
where  he  may  do  it  with  more  grace  and  ce- 
lerity than  in  San  Francisco. 

Some  one  says  the  reason  the  critics  have 
dared  to  censure  Harry  Edwards  is  because 
he  is  opposed  to  their  admission  to  the  Bo- 
hemian Club.  For  our  part  we  do  not  covet 
the  honor.  A  number  of  incapables  will 
have  to  be  eliminated  before  we  consent  to 
join  the  Bohemians.  It  is  too  much  that  we 
must  be  dragged  into  these  petty  quarrels  on 
all  occasions.  Harry  is  a  good  fellow,  but 
he  talks  too  much. 

"Our  John"  has  not  forgotten  us.  He  has 
recently  purchased  the  right  to  produce  the 
wonderful  Russian  play,  "The  Exiles,"  at 
the  California  Theatre  and  it  will  according- 
ly be  presented  there,  reindeer,  dogs,  horses, 
tarantass,  vodki  and  all,  in  the  not  far  future. 
The  play  is  immensely  popular  in  Boston, 
where  it  has  been  produced  for  the  first  time 
in  America.  It  presents  a  vivid  picture  of 
Russian  life. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
—Philadelphia  Brewery  has    sold   during 
the  year  1876,  37,910^  barrels  of  beer,  making 


18,132  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January  17, 1877.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

619  CLAY  STREET. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  held  this 
day,  a  Dividend  was  declared,  free  of  Federal  tax,  of 
Eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  aunum  on  all  deposits  for  the 
sis  months  ending  December  31,  1877.  Dividend 
payable  on  and  after  the  15th  inst. 

CYRUS  yf.  CAEMANY,  Secretary. 

San  Francisco,  Jan.  8,  1878.  janl9-lm 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

The  German  Savings  and  Loan 
Society. 

For  the  half  year  ending  this  date,  the  Board  of 
Directors  of  The  German  Savings  and  Loan  Society 
has  declared  the  Dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the 
rate  of  eight  and  two-fifths  (8  2-5)  per  cent,  per  an- 
num, and  on  Ordinary  Deposits  at  the  rate  of  seven 
7)  percent,  per  annum,  free  from  Federal  Taxes, 
and  payable  on  and  after  the  15th  day  of  January, 
1878.     By  order,  GEO.  LETTE,  Secretary. 

San  Francisco,  December  31,  1877. 

jan5-lm 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  with  December  31,  1877, 
a  Dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  Eight 
and  one-tenth  (8  1-10)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term 
Deposits,  and  Six  and  three-fourths  (6%)  per  cent, 
per  annum  on  Ordinary  deposits.free  of  Federal  tax, 
payable  on  and  after  Tuesday,  15th  January,  1878. 

janl2-tf  LOVELL  WHITE,   Cashier. 


W.  E.  Chambeelatn,  Je. 


Thos.  A.  Bobinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 
Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Courss  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call. at  the  College  Office.  jahl2-lm  . 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
2d  Foat  Street, 

Near  Kearny 
San  Francisco,  Cat. 

Opposite  Mechanics*  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 

O.  H.  BROOKS, 

DEALEK  IN 

Oil    Lands    and    Leases, 

405  California  St.,  San  Francisco. 
janl2-tf 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


THE 

OF    CHAMPAGNE. 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


THE  BLACK  CROOK 


EMERSON'S  OPERA  ROUSE. 


"KENILWORTH" 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,   January 
and  20th. 


19th 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex 

hibited,  together  with  new  varieties  in 

the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


NOT  REMOVED! 


DR.    STEINHART'S 

Essence  of  Life 

The  oldest  and  most  positive  cure  for  Spermatorrhea, 
Exhausted  Vitality,  Nervous  Debility,  etc.,  can  only 
be  obtained  at 

San  Francisco. 


The  ESSENCE  OF  LIFE 

Never  Fails.     ThouFands  can  testify  to  its  wonderful 
effects.     Remember,  the 

■     DR.  STEINHART'S 
Genuine  ESSENCE  OF  LIFE 

IS  SOLD  AT 

426   Kearny  Street. 


Price  $3  per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  in 
case,  $10 ;  sent  free  from  observation,  to  any  address, 
C.  O.  D.     All  communications  confidential. 

Address  all  letters  to 

DR.  STEINHART, 

426  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 


San  Francisco  anil  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


CHANGE   OF   TIME. 

"Winter  Arrangement. 
Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3  00  **■  ^'  Da''-V«  (Sundays  included)  Steamer  "James  M. 
•V/w  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
With  M;iil  and  Exuress  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdshurtr,  Clovenialo  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakcville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  (Jlovcrdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

531, Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  the 
Fulton.and  Guerneville  K.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Uuerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHEETY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


0.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


B.  S.  BTJENS, 

Agent  for 

The  Unstated  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between   J  and   H, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
M§wspap@ft  Bmk  &  Sub  Primiem 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of 
fice.  We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can.  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


COME 


—AND- 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
'No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  GENITOURINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 


IMPORTANT ! 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  §3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.  D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  hiB  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recover}'. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877. 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M.;  evenings,  6  to  8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential,  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late  Re- 
sident   Surgeon    Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
janl2-3mos 
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DR.  SPINNEY  &  GO'S 

Dispensary, 

§t„  Sam  Fmmmea, 


DR.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founde 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and. 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVILLE  IN 
FLRMARY,  would  most  respectfully  inforn 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  tha 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  privat 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  "procrastination  is  the  thie 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED! 

a  It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
r  re  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
I  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
p  n'ie  ;all  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Du*  ^understands  your  case.  If  he  can 
jjit  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  will  tell 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG-  MEN! 

Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you ;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  s-ixty 
who  are  troubled  with  inn  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  n  1  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  nianj- 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours— 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  also  Dr.  Speek's. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!    Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

Wholesale    and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  >IO\ TGOM LItl    ST. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates,  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal.  Orders  from  the  interior  promptly  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  augll-3mos 


IffEB    IS    OSB    SIDE    OF 


SCOLLAY'S 

Ji.QUiLSi.IUlM. 

augll-3mos 


A.    SCHEOEPFER, 

ARCHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  hoiue  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -  -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 


S^'All  Postmasters  are   Agents.      Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


^K?  Ml  &  %m  mBiMTBJL 
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HIBERNIA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE  i-Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

PiiirsrTEXT M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pkesident , CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  0 'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  Mc.Vrnn,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tkeasprek EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attobnei RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  aent  through  Wells.  Fano  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Bunking  Iluuse,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  sijrnature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made, 
deposits  received  from  £2.50  upward.      Office  Flours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  ' 

DOAI^E    «3te   Q  O. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

SSiell  Oysters^ 

Stall  Xo.  cJi,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Donne  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finesl 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  O.  D. 

july21-3mos 

Hibernian  Brewery, 

HOWARD  STREET, 
Bet-ween  8th  and  "9th  Streets. 

M.  NTHSTAN,  Prop. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 
o 

Henry  _A_lirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 
».  HIOES  <3fe  OS., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 

C.  P.  Sheffield.     N.  W.  Spaulding.    J.  Patteeson. 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


'$AN  FRANCISCO. 


cry  J/vo  cotwr/ty  or>o£fts  f/>oMpri.y  *rr£*rr£D  ro . 


-^^^Sf'&ASf  F&A3rei£€Og*s3<- 


O 


Saws  ®f  evesy  D©gcrlpft£©ii 

On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
[^■Repairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice,  jffil 


^oo 


^MiMfe" 


mm 


/  ,^fe^-  -  w  ~1 


pOBLISH.Eo^ 

EVERY    SATURDAY 


j=)OPPICEi^^ iC  n  *  T  r'TCth  1  OTO    I  ~^  RECOROED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CI 

iO*   ('ALrFOSNIA      ST.      I  J  Q  D.  14  SlPl  CI  5  CO  .  J  31111317  I U  .         lO/O     BYTHE   PUBL'SHERS   ofthe: 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

AT 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCEIBEES 
Thirty-five  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(invariably  in  advance) 
postage  Free) 

One  Year       -         -         -         -      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PAETS  OF  ETJEOPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -         -         -         -        $5.00 
Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -         -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTEATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
.tistic  contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  602 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,    San  Fran- 


SATURDAY,  JANUARY  26,  1878. 

"Silver  threads  among  the  Gold."      The 
financial  debate  in  the  Senate. 


A  bucolic  scribe  recently  took  upon  himself 
the  ungrateful  task  of  "elevating  the  tone  of 
the  Pacific  Coast  journalism,"  and  to  that 
end  started  a  periodical  on  the  plan  of  the 
New  York  Nation,  The  only  journal  he  suc- 
ceeded in  elevating  was  his  own,  and  that 
went  up  higher  than  a  kite.  Meanwhile  the 
obstinate  journalists  who  declined  to  be  in- 
structed pursue  the  even  tenor  of  their  way, 
happy  in  their  own  invincible  ignorance  and 
profitable  prosperity. 


A  gentleman  who  resides  on  Howard  street 
sends  us  a  confused  account  of  some  mysteri- 
ous occurrences  that  transpire  almost  nightly 
in  his  neighborhood.  Pistol  shots  and  po- 
lice whistles  join  in  a  wierd  concert  with  un- 
earthly yells  and  graphic  maledictions.  He 
complains  that  his  rest  is  disturbed,  his  wife 
half-crazed  and  his  baby  exasperated  by 
these  disturbances.  Though  he  writes  in  all 
seriousness,  we  cannot  help  smiling  at  his 
question:  "Cannot  the  police  do  something 
to  restrain  these  hoodlums  ?"  The  point  of 
the  joke  is  that  it  is  entirely  unintentional. 
The  police  have  already  been  made  the  butt 
of  too  much  of  this  quiet  sarcasm. 


A  Reminder. 

Nothing  is  more  characteristic  of  California 
than  the  tendency  to  run  to  extremes.  For 
a  time  men  were  tacitly  permitted  to  make  the 
most  outrageous  threats  against  the  lives  and 
property  of  citizens;  and  when  at  last  the  au- 
thorities awoke  to  a  sense  of  danger,  they 
went  beyond  and  outside  of  the  law  by  prohi- 
biting all  meetings  of  the  workingmen.  This 
is  an  unwarrantable  interference  with  the 
rights  of  man,  and  is  not  only  unconstitu- 
tional but  impolitic.  It  gives  strong  color 
to  the  wide-spread  belief  that  we  have  a  weak 
and  vacillating  city  government  which  can  only 
protect  the  rights  of  one  class  of  citizens  by 
infringing  on  the  rights  of  all.  Such  a  pro- 
ceeding as  sending  a  score  or  two  of  police- 
men to  break  up  a  meeting  on  the  presump- 
tion that  illegal  acts  would  be  committed, 
would  not  be  tolerated  for  a  moment  in 
England;  and  we  question  if  a  severer  re- 
pressive measure  was  ever  attempted  in 
France  or  Prussia  in  time  of  peace. 

Arbitrary  proceedings  like  these  are  not 
likely  to  inspire  confidence.  A  strong  gov- 
ernment should  be  able  to  protect  itself  and 
maintain  its  integrity  without  outraging  the 
constitutional  rights  of  citizens.  If  a  work- 
ingrnens'  meeting  can  be  broken  up  and  the 
members  ejected  by  policemen  before  any 
overt  act  is  committed,  so  can  all  the 
other  assemblages.  It  seems  to  us  that  the 
presumption  of  a  crime  is  not  of  itself  suf- 
ficient reason  to  proceed  with  force  against 
any  one.  If  that  were  law  there  would  be 
no  more  liberty  of  the  subject.  When  the 
civil  law  is  suspended  it  will  be  time  enough 
to  treat  us  to  all  the  terrors  of  the  martial. 
We  trust  there  will  be  no  occasion  to  resort 
to  such  measures,  and  we  earnestly  counsel 
the  powers  that  be  to  consider  well  before 
they  turn  loose  one  mob  to  suppress  another. 
The  opinions  of  the  Wasp  concerning  the 
present  agitation,  its  leaders,  and  its 
methods,  are  on  record,  and  we  do  not  think 
it  necessary  to  repeat  them  here. 


California,  like  Sinbad,  took  compassion 
on  this  "Old  Man  of  the  Sea"  and  metha- 
phorically  took  him  upon  her  shoulders 
when  he  appeared  weak  and  ailing.  But 
once  there  he  acted  like  his  prototype  in  the 
Arabian  Nights.  He  found  he  had  a  gener- 
ous but  short-sighted  aid,  and  he  resolved  to 
make  the  most  of  it.  Once  planted  on 
Eureka's  shoulders,  he  refused  to  alight,  and 
little  by  little  his  weight  is  crushing  the  life 
out  of  her.  She  groans  under  her  bujden, 
but  the  Mongolian  incubus  refuses  to  move. 
Night  and  day,  year  after  year,  he  retains  his 
position  and  California  cannot  shake  him  off. 
Her  energies  are  weakened,  her  resources 
drained,  her  very  life  is  endangered  by  this 
unnatural  labor.  If  the  deliverance  come 
not  soon,  this  grievous  encumbrance  will  put 
a  period  to  her  existence. 

We  should  recommend  a  careful  examina- 
tion of  this  cartoon.  It  carries  with  it  a 
serious  meaning.  That  no  one  may  be  dis- 
appointed in  procuring  a  copy  we  have  prin- 
ted a  very  large  edition. 


[See   Double-page  Illustration.] 

Our  Cartoon. 

Probably  the  greatest  sensation  ever  pro- 
duced by  a  San  Francisco  cartoon  was  crea- 
ted by  our  hit  on  the  police  last  week.  The 
big  policeman  was  displayed  in  hundreds  of 
news  stores;  he  was  to  be  seen  with  his  twen- 
ty-dollar head  in  brokers'  windows,  on  the 
street  cars  and  ferry  boats;  saloon  keepers 
pasted  his  picture  on  their  mirrors  and  every- 
body spoke  about  him.  Every  copy  of  the 
Wasp  was  eagerly  bought  up,  and  the  great- 
est business  mistake  we  ever  made  was  that 
we  did  not  have  some  extra  thousands  prin- 
ted. The  double-page  cartoon  which  we 
present  this  week  is  equally  effective,  and 
gives  the  whole  business  of  the  Chinese  in- 
cubus in  a  nutshell.  Our  artist  considers  it 
one  of  his  happiest  efforts,  and  we  think  the 
public  will  be  equally  quick  to  discern  its 
merits. 

The  story  of  Sinbad  the  Sailor  is  well  known 
to  most  readers  of  fiction,  and  hence  his  ad- 
venture with  the  "Old  Man  of  the  Sea"  will 
be  familiar  to  all  our  readers.  The  applica- 
tion, too,  will  be  seen  at  once. 


[See  Illustration.] 

The  Oakland  Ferry  Landing. 

On  page  416  our  artist  presents  one  of  the 
liveliest  scenes  of  San  Francisco  street  life  in 
a  graphic  picture  of  the  Oakland  Ferry  Land- 
ing. The  building  itself,  while  not  very  at- 
tractive in  an  architectural  point  of  view,  is 
sufficiently  imposing  and  admirably  calcula- 
ted for  its  purpose.  Nearly  all  the  street- 
car lines  of  the  city  terminate  here,  and  their 
continuous  arrival  and  departure  with  their 
human  freight,  the  half-hourly  landings  of 
the  ferry  boats,  the  rush  for  tickets,  the  thou- 
sands of  passengers  going  to  and  returning 
from  Oakland,  the  hacks,  the  newsboys,  the 
shrill  whistle  of  the  railroad  time-keeper, 
and  the  various  other  noises  and  incidents 
combine  to  give  the  place  an  air  of  bustle 
and  activitj'  not  to  be  seen  in  any  other  part 
of  the  city,  and  hardly  to  be  surpassed  by 
New  York  or  London. 

Those  who  have  ever  seen  the  Oakland 
Ferry  Landing  will  readily  recognize  it  from 
our  illustration,  which  is  perfectly  true  to 
life,  in  plan  and  detail.  Those  of  our  sub- 
scribers who  have  not  yet  seen  it  will  get  an 
excellent  idea  of  the  scene  from  this  picture. 
We  take  pleasure  in  presenting  it  as  one  of 
the  characteristic  scenes  of  San  Francisco 
life. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 

Much  Cry  and  Little  Wool. 

We  present  a  serio-comic  sketch  of  the  la- 
bor troubles  on  our  first  page.  The  brave 
defenders  of  law  and  order  awaiting  the  ap- 
proach of  some  diminutive  agitators,  and 
seem  to  be  ready  to  squelch  them  as  soon  as 
they  turn  the  corner  of  "Law  Avenue."  The 
policeman  is  in  the  van,  as  it  were.  Then 
comesjthe  valiant  but  awkward-looking  mili- 
tiaman. In  case  the  first  two  are  demolished 
a  minion  of  Uncle  Sam  is  held  in  reserve. 
A  limb  of  the  law  with  the  Riot  Act  under 
his  arm  supplies  the  arguments  and  authority 
for  action. 
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NOTICE  ! 
For  the  purpose  of  giving  the  graphic  car- 
toon, "The  Modern  Okl  Man  of  the  Sea"  a 
wider  circulation  than  is  reached  by  our  or- 
dinary issue,  we  have  published  it  in  sepa- 
rate form.  Anyone  desiring  a  copy  can  pro- 
cure it  at  the  office  of  the  Wasp  free  of 
charge. 


Facts  About  Kerosene. 

Owing  to  the  extortions  of  the  Gas  Com- 
pany a  great  many  economical  citizens  of 
San  Francisco  are  taking  kindly  to  kerosene. 
The  dangers  of  this  subtle  fluid  have  often 
been  portrayed  in  glowing  oolors  by  irres- 
ponsible newspaper  paragraphists,  but  the 
average  Frisco  housekeeper  makes  light  of 
it.  Kerosene  is  one  of  the  products  derived 
from  refining  crude  petroleum  as  it  comes 
from  the  well,  and  when  a  man  strikes  kero- 
sene he  don't  kerosent;  his  pile  is  made  and 
he  can  travel  through  this  beautiful  world  in 
a  Pullman  sleeper  for  the  rest  of  his  days. 

Kerosene  can  be  used  for  a  variety  of  pur- 
poses, as  the  published  obituaries  of  many 
a  reckless  hired  girl  will  attest.  It  is  invalu- 
able for  kindling  fires.  The  most  obdurate 
green  wood  that  ever  vexed  the  soul  of  the 
impatient  housewife  may  be  brought  to  terms 
by  a  liberal  use  of  this  essential  oil.  After 
the  blaze  is  fairly  started  it  has  become  cus- 
tomary, not  to  say  fashionable,  to  feed  it 
with  about  a  quart  of  kerosene  from  the  can. 
This  generally  fetches  it.  It  also  decides  to 
the  entire  satisfaction  of  the  experimentalist 
the  question  of  future  punishment,  and  it  is 
much  cheaper  than  keeping  a  costly  pew  in 
an  orthodox  church.  Besides,  the  under- 
taker gives  wholesale  rates  in  households 
where  this  custom  obtains,  and  the  cemetery 
association  usually  makes  a  "liberal  reduc- 
tion for  large  orders." 

Kerosene  is  used  with  good  effect  in  lamps. 
It  gives  a  good  light,  sometimes  illuminating 
the  whole  neighborhood  when  it  gets  jostled, 
and  for  Fourth  of  July  use  there  is  prabably 
no  cheaper  explosive.  All  that  is  necessary 
is  to  undertake  to  blow  the  lamp  out.  The 
kerosene  will  attend  to  the  rest  of  the  busi- 
ness. Many  a  man  has  gained  sweet  con- 
tentment and  lasting  peace  by  inducing  his 
mother-in-law  to  blow  out  the  lamp. 

There  are  many  uses  for  kerosene,  but 
probably  it  is  more  serviceable  to  the  daily 
paper  than  any  other  purely  household 
luxury.  It  furnishes  an  unfailing  supply  of 
items,  and  it  is  in  gratitude  to  its  active 
agency  in  their  behalf  that  several  daily  jour- 
nals now  use  it  in  their  composition  and 
counting  rooms.  Some  papers  even  go  so 
far  as  to  reserve  s  special  column  for  the  ke- 
rosene items.  This  is  called  by  some  the 
"Coal  Oil  Column"  by  others  "Kerosene 
Kicks,"  "Oleaginous  Obituaries,"  "Ignited 
Idiots"  and  various  other  suggestive  titles. 
It  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  departments 
of  the  average  daily,  especially  to  the  friends 
and  relatives  of  the  deceased. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  enumerate  all  the 
bright  qualities  of  kerosene.  It  is  the  active 
helpmate  of  the  coroner,  the  potent  coadju- 
tor of  the  grave  digger,  the  bosom  friend  of 


the  tombstone  man.  More  than  one  hund- 
red happy  souls  in  tho  United  States  are  sent 
to  glory  every  week  by  this  inestimable  oil — 
a  destination  that  they  might  never  reach  if 
it  were  not  for  its  benign  agency.  Kerosene 
was  fortunately  discovered  about  the  time  the 
increase  of  the  population  of  the  United  Sta- 
tes was  beginning  to  cause  alarm  among  po- 
litical economists.  Since  that  time  its  effect 
on  the  census  has  dispelled  any  apprehen- 
that  might  have   been   entertained   on  that 


The   Situation. 


After  a  period  of  feverish  excitement  the 
city  is  once  more  enjoying  its  wonted  peace 
and  quietness.  The  authorities  have  taken 
precautionary  measures  against  outbreaks 
and  the  main  body  of  the  people  have  un- 
mistakably frowned  down    all  incendiarism. 

There  is  undoubtedly  much  distress  in  the 
city,  and  it  would  be  well  to  recognize  this 
fact  in  Sacramento.  The  Legislature  can  do 
much  to  ameliorate  the  condition  of  the  in- 
dustrious workingmen  of  the  city.  What- 
ever relief  may  be  given  need  be  only  tem- 
porary, as  we  may  now  be  reasonably  certain 
of  a  prosperous  year.  The  copious  rainfall 
assures  good  crops  to  the  farmer,  and  the 
heavy  depth  of  snow  in  the  mountains  will 
provide  abundance  of  water  for  mining  oper- 
ations. A  season  of  plenty  will  bring  relief 
to  all  classes  of  society.  There  will  be  em- 
ployment for  all  who  desire  it,  there  will  be 
more  inducement  for  capitalists  to  invest 
their  money  in  improvements  and  new  enter- 
prises, discontent  and  suffering  will  be  re- 
moved. 

The  temper  of  the  community  on  the  Chi- 
nese question  is  unmistakable.  Agitation  of 
one  kind  or  another  will  be  maintained  until 
the  matter  is  settled.  Already  the  authori- 
ties at  Washington  are  becoming  interested. 
For  years  they  have  heard  the  petitions  of 
California  through  her  representatives,  and 
sometimes  directly  from  the  people,  with  the 
most  sublime  indifference.  Formerly,  when 
a  Pacific  Coast  member  rose  in  his  place  in 
Congress  to  introduce  a  bill  restraining  Chi- 
nese immigration,  he  was  looked  upon  as  an 
impracticable  theorist,  and  his  arguments  fell 
flat  upon  the  unappreciative  ears  of  the  Na- 
tional law-makers.  Recently,  however,  there 
seems  to  have  been  quite  a  revulsion  of  pub- 
lic opinion.  Anti-Chinese  measure,  are  en- 
tertained favorably  in  Congress,  and  their  ad- 
vocates are  listened  to  with  respectful  atten- 
tion. The  President  is  informing  himself  on 
the  merits  of  the  case  and  we  are  promised  a 
special  message  on  the  subject.  It  will  not 
be  long  before  Congress  will  look  favorably 
upon  the  demands  of  the  Pacific  Coast.  The 
Abolition  of  slavery  was  only  accomplished 
after  years  of  sustained  effort.  When  Con- 
gress becomes  informed  of  the  situation  here 
we  are  confident  that  relief  will  come.  A 
great  deal  has  been  accomplished  in  this  di- 
rection already. 


Never  was  a  savings  bank  law  more  needed 
than  now.  We  demand  a  law  that  will  hold 
water,  and  render  such  things  as  failure  per- 
sonally risky  to  the  bank  president,  oflioers, 


and  every  director  that  allows  his  name  to  be 
used  as  a  catchpenny,  no  matter  who  he  may 
be.  Some  millions  of  the  people's  money 
have  been  spirited  away  during  the  past  year, 
and  who  was  punished  for  it?  The  working- 
men's  agitation  occupies  a  good  deal  of  our 
thoughts,  but  it  doesn't  serve  to  render  us 
oblivious  of  the  fact  that  Duncan  is  not  yet 
caught;  that  Lewis  is  feasting  sumptuously 
every  day  at  the  Baldwin,  while  some  of  his 
creditors  are,  to  our  personal  knowledge,  on 
the  verge  of  starvation;  or  that  Jack  Tyler 
has  silently  slipped  away  to  green  fields  and 
pastures  new.  What  was  done  with  that 
miserable  figurehead  president  of  the  Pioneer 
Bank?  What  have  we  got  laws  and  judges 
and  police  for?  That's  what  the  Wasp  wants 
to  known. 


The  Protestant  Orphan  Asylum. 
The  following  protest  to  the   Legislature 
has  been  sent  to  the  Wasp  with  a  request  for 
publication.     We  cheerfully  comply : 

To  the  Senate  and  Assembly  of  the  State  of  California: 

The  undersigned,  ManagerB  and  Trustees  of  the 
San  Francisco  Protestant  Orphan  Asylum  respect- 
fully represent: 

That  a  measure  which  has  been  introduced  into 
the  Senate  for  the  purpose  of  condemning  a  series  of 
blocksbetween  Market  Street  and  the  Park,  will  work 
a  serious  injury  and  injustice  to  the  institution  in 
charge  of  the  undersigned,  and  is  objectionable  on 
various  grounds,  among  others  upon  the  following: 

It  is  wholly  unnecessary,  because  there  are  a  num- 
ber of  Avenues  leading  to  the  Park,  some  of  which 
are,  or  can  be  made,  of  an  easy  grade,  and  several  of 
which  afford  a  more  direct  and  preferable  route  than 
the  one  which  is  proposed  to  be  laid  out  for  the  bene- 
fit of  a  few  property  owners  near  the  line  described 
on  the  bill  referred  to. 

The  advantages  of  grade  alleged  in  the  proposed 
line  which  leaves  Market  Street,  between  "Waller  and 
Kate  Strets,  are  exaggerated. 

Nearly,  if  not  quite  as  advantageous  a  grade  can 
be  had  upon  other  lines  by  simply  widening  Streets 
already  laid  out. 

The  need  of  a  horse  railroad  to  the  Park  is  already 
about  to  be  supplied  by  the  wire  cable  road  on  Cali- 
fornia Street,  and  there  are  at  least  two  other  roads 
which  can  be  extended  so  as  to  convey  passengers  to 
the  Park,  without  confiscating  any  property  between 
Kate  and  Waller  Streets.  We  say  "confiscating," 
because  any  valuation  placed  upon  the  block  belong- 
ing to  the  Asylum,  between  Waller,  Kate,  Laguna 
and  Buchanan  Streets,  would  be  inadequate  in  view 
of  its  future  value,  and  of  its  necessity  to  the  asylum. 

The  condemnation  of  this  Block  would  derange, 
and  to  some  extent  defeat  all  the  plans  of  the 
managers  of  the  Asylum  for  its  future  extension  and 
improvement,  and  would  work  a  serious  injustice  in 
this  respect  to  the  institution  under  our  charge. 

We  have  owned  and  occuoied  this  block  now  for 
about  twenty-five  years;  for  the  first  fifteen  years  or 
thereabouts,  its  occupation  was  inconvenient  and 
access  to  it  much  less  easy  than  now.  It  is  contem- 
plated to  separate  the  asylum  for  boys,  from  that  for 
girls,  and  locate  the  boy's  asylum  on  this  block,  and 
we  do  most  earnestly  remonstrate  against  being 
despoiled  of  it  for  any  purpose  so  little  urgent  as  the 
proposed  circuitous  and  fanciful  avenue  to  the  Park. 

The  sanctity  of  private  property  is  now-a-days  re- 
peatedly violated  by  these  ruthless  raids  upon  it,  and 
these  arbitrary  condemnations,  we  respectfully  sub- 
mit ought  not  to  be  pe  mitted  without  the  most 
urgent  necessity.  In  this  instance  we  deny  that  any 
necessity  whatever  exists  'or  what  we  regard  as  a 
most  unwarrantable  and  unjust  attack  upon  our 
rights  of  property,  and  we  most  respectfully  remon- 
strate against  the  passage  of  any  bill  to  condemn 
the  property  of  this  institution  for  the  purpose  re- 
ferred to. 

The  remonstrance  is  signed  by  all  the  man- 
agers and  trustees  of  the  institution. 


fi! 
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J±  Hundred  Years  Hence. — The  Progress  of  Invention. 


1.  Annihilating  an  army — Powder  outdone.  2.  Portrait  painting  by  machinery.  3.  Pursuit  of  the  Savings  Bank  defaulter.  4.  The 
Baby's  morning  cigar.  5.  Going  to  Europe  by  flying  machine.  6.  Telephone  to  the  moon — conversing  with  the  Selenites.  7.  Atlantic 
bridge;  supported  by  baloons.     8.  Bridling  the  lightning — a  literal  lightning  express. 
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The  "music  of  the  spheres."  Fifteen-ball 
pool. 

Deer  can't  be  shot  till  the  1st  of  August, 
and  we  question  our  ability  to  kill  wild  ones 
even  then. 

""We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  sh ." 

He  will  probably  give  us  the  rest  of  it  when 
he  leaves  the  City  Receiving  Hospital. 

The  lawyers  will  soon  find  their  occupation 
gone.  The  interpretation  of  statutes  has 
drifted  into  the  hands  of  Captains  Short  and 
Douglass,  L.  L.  D.'s — long  legged  derricks. 

Master  Mitchell  Banner,  a  violinist  of 
tender  years,  played  at  Pacific  Hall  on  Tues- 
day evening.  The  S.  F.  S.  F.  T.  P.  O.  C. 
T.  C.  is  busied  with  the  agitation,  and  can't 
take  notice  of  these  things. 

The  blue-ribbon  cohorts  are  increasing; 
but  the  unregenerated  calmly  points  to  the 
mathematical  fact  that  a  cubic  inch  of  water 
contains  1,783,460,201  infusoria,  and  he  con- 
tinues to  look  upon  the  wine  when  it  is  red. 

A  New  York  financier  has  discovered  how 
to  make  a  profitable  use  of  margins.  So 
have  the  authorities  of  Sing  Sing,  and  the 
gay  inventor  is  not  allowed  to  pass  the  mar- 
gins they  have  set  up.  This  borders  on  the 
miraculous. 

A  man,  who  is  perfectly  qualified  by  ex- 
perience to  do  so,  thus  defines  his  ancient 
enemy,  the  gout:  "Put  your  toe  in  a  vise 
and  squeeze  it  until  you  can  no  longer  bear 
the  agony.  Then  let  your  mother-in-law 
give  the  handle  one  more  turn.  That's  the 
gout." 

A  southern  exchange  exhorts  its  readers 
after  this  fashion :  "Don't  fail  to  vote."  The 
advice  is  laconic  and  timely.  Excuses  for 
business  suspensions  are  becoming  so  numer- 
ous and  plausible  that  we  shouldn't  wonder 
if  some  one  would  now  fail  for  the  purpose 
of  voting. 

The  amount  spent  on  each  boy  in  the  train- 
ing ship  Jamestoztm,  would  pay  for  his  board 
in  a  first-elass  hotel  and  secure  first-class 
tutors  to  teach  his  young  ideas  how  to  shoot. 
But  that  would  only  be  encouraging  idleness, 
and  we  don't  expect  this  hint  to  be  noticed 
to  any  appreciable  extent. 

Everyone  should  cultivate  decision  of 
character.  We  must  learn  to  say  "No." 
Most  people  can  negative  an  invitation  to 
imbibe;  it  is  only  when  a  man  is  asked 
to  chop  kindling  wood  or  to  light  the  fire  at 
five  o'clock  in  the  morning  that  he  hesitates 
to  say  the  decisive  word  "Nol" 


"Col."  Fred  Grant  has  settled  in  San 
Francisco.  He  has  bought  an  interest  in  a 
grain-cleaning  machine  which  is  now  in  full 
operation.  It  is  believed  that  the  strange 
taste  of  California  whisky  to  the  Eastern  pa- 
late is  produced  by  impurities  of  the  grain. 
Fred,  observing  this  by  repeated  experiments, 
has  undertaken  to  improve  the  condition  of 
the  national  beverage. 

Woodcuts  are  becoming  alarmingly  fre- 
quent in  our  interior  exchanges.  One  jour- 
nal presents  a  carrieature  of  a  local  celebrity 
"executed  by  our  own  artist."  We  admit 
that  deeds  of  violence  perpetrated  by  news- 
paper men,  are  usually  justifiable;  but  we 
don't  deem  it  good  policy  to  present  an  over- 
charged picture  of  the  corpse  in  the  local 
column. 

A  student  in  the  Berkeley  University,  who 
had  been  reading  an  exaggerated  report  of  a 
free  fight  which  occurred  between  some 
foreign  residents  of  the  Barbary  Coast,  when 
asked  in  the  class  room  whether  he  knew 
when  the  Normans  and  Saxons  intermingled 
together,  absently  replied :  "Yesterday  morn- 
ing on  Pacific  street  about  3  A,  M.  'Twas  a 
pretty  close  thing;  but  I  think  the  English- 
man got  the  best  of  'em."  He  was  advised 
to  eschew  the  study  of  contemporary  events 
and  confine  himself  to  English  history. 

The  silver  cabin  presented  to  Mrs.  Hayes 
by  the  23rd  Ohio  Regiment  on  the  occasion 
of  her  silver  wedding  was  accompanied  by  a 
poem,  of  which  the  following  are  the  con- 
cluding lines : 

Take  it  our  mother,  'tis  but  some  small  part  ■ 
Of  thy  rare  bounty  we  give  back  to  thee, 
And  while  love  speaks  in  silver  from  our  hearts 
We'll  bribe  old  father  Time  to  spare  his  gift. 

The  "rare  bounty"  of  the  administration  to 
the  gallant  Twenty-third  can  be  measured  by 
the  fact  that  nearly  all  the  officers  and  men 
extant  are  provided  with  fat  offices.  This  is 
almost  as  delectable  as  the  Nepotism  of 
Grant.  Grant's  relatives  were  limited. 
Hayes'  Twenty-third,  like  the  body  servants 
of  Geo.  Washington,  seem  to  be  inexhaust- 
ible. 

A  man  crawled  carefully  up  the  steps  to  the 
Wasp  office  the  other  day,  and  having  insinu- 
ated himself  inside  the  door  and  taken  the 
chair  that  we  politely  handed  him,  he  began 
what  threatened  to  be  an  interminable  tirade 
against  the  police.  He  said  that  he  had  been 
clubbed  for  nothing;  he  wanted  the  Wasp  to 
make  a  note  of  it,  and  expose  the  sanguinary 
officers.  He  complained  that  his  cranium 
had  been  almost  split  in  two  by  a  municipal 
club,  and  threatened  to  discontinue  the  Wasp 
unless  we  made  a  double-page  illustration  of 
the  disaster.  Mistaking — as  many  misguided 
individuals  do — our  patience  for  sympathetic 
interest,  he  even  directed  our  attention  to  his 
head,  which  was  ornamented  by  a  piece  of 
court  plaster  about  as  big  as  a  postage  stamp. 
A  madder  man  never  left  that  sanctum,  and 
yet  we  had  only  innocently  remarked  that 
"there  was  nothing  in  it."  Another  good 
man  gone  1 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp, 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


a  year.    35 


A  nice  thing  in  ladies'  boots. — Pretty  feet. 

The  latest  out. — The  bibulous  lodge  mem- 
ber. 

The  Chemise  Jtusae  is  the  coming  waist — 
of  material. 

Green  is  the  color  thi3  season — for  savings 
bank  depositors. 

Striped  silks,  black  and  colored,  are  revived 
— by  boiling  in  lye. 

The  newest  thing  in  the  Doll-man.  The 
Kearny-street  statue. 

A  dress  pattern  can  be  sent  by  mail,  but 
the  buttons  come  cheaper  by  freight. 

Sleeves  are  made  so  narrow  that  it  requires 
an  extra  servant  to  blow  the  fashionable 
nose. 

Mineral  gray  is  a  new  shade;  but  it  was 
mineral  blue  that  was  most  conspicuous  on 
California  street  after  that  deal  in  Alta. 

"Trim  old  black  dresses  with  old  gold- 
colored  beads,"  says  a  fashion  oracle.  Thus 
are  the  deceits  of  fashion  thrust  upon  the 
observation  of  the  unwilling  reader. 

Ladies  are  generally  credited  with  a  ten- 
der liking  for  whiskers.  The  latest  style  of 
hair  dressing  simulates  these  ornaments  by 
pasting  the  front  hair  down  the  feminine 
cheek. 

Bunches  of  orange  blossoms  are  placed  on 
the  insteps  of  bridal  shoes.  But  when 
bunches  of  orange  peels  are  placed  under 
the  bride-groom's  heels,  anticipations  of 
wedded  bliss  are  suspended  till  he  has 
gathered  himself  together. 

The  "Marie  de  Medici"  bonnet  has  the 
front  shirred  on  wires.  We  have  not  seen 
any  of  them  yet,  but  no  one  with  his  front 
shirt  on  wires  can  ever  gain  admission  to  the 
Wasp  office.  We  are  willing  to  go  to  as  far 
in  fashion  as  anybody,  but  we  sternly  draw 
the  line  at  front  shirts  on  wires. 


An  Awkward  Sequence. 
In  Virginia  City,  lately,  I  saw  a  large 
church ,  on  the  inside  of  which  some  work 
was  being  done.  The  notice  to  keep  out  in- 
truders nailed  over  the  entrance,  made  a  hu- 
morous combination  with  a  stone  tablet  set 
in  the  front,  reading  together: 

'VEKILY  THIS  IS  THE  HOUSE  OF  GOD  AND 
THE  GATEWAY  TJNTO  HEAVEN." 
•'POSITIVELY  NO  ADMITTANCE." 

Probably .  there    were    none    in  Virginia 
worthy  of  passing  in.  h.  e.  e. 
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CLERK'S    YARN. 


A  Tale  of  the  Sea. 


'N  VAIN  I  sought  aid  from  those  who 
had  feasted  at  my  expense,  and  who  made 
me  a  thousand  protestations  of  friendship. 
Every  purse  was  closed,  and  I  myself  was 
shunned  as  one  whose  touch  was  contam- 
ination. Hungry  and  weary,  I  one  day 
strolled  down  to  the  wharf,  and  while  list- 
lessly gazing  at  a  brig  then  about  to  sail,  I  heard  her 
captain  regretting  the  loss  of  one  of  his  crew,  who 
hadmet  with  an  accident,  and  whom  he  would  be 
forced  to  leave  behind,  while  he  had  not  time  to  pro- 
cure another  to  fill  the  vacancy. 

'I'll  go  with  you,'  said  I,  starting  forward. 

'Jump  aboard,  then,  my  man,'  cried  he,  mistaking 
me  for  a  sailor,  as  I  wore  a  jacket  in  the  place  of  my 
coat,  which  I  had  pawned,  two  days  before,  for  food. 

We  sailed  immediately,  and  were  soon  clear  of  the 
Hook,  on  our  way  to  Havana,  whither  the  brig  was 
bound.  The  captain,  quickly  discovering  that  I  was 
a  perfect  novice  at  sea,  would  have  sent  me  back  in 
the  pilot  boat,  had  he  not  been  short-handed,  and 
thought  my  presence  necessary  to  work  the  ship.  As 
it  was,  he  treated  me  most  brutally  during  the  pas- 
sage, and  I  was  too  inexperienced  in  nautical  discip- 
line not  to  resent  it  as  far  as  I  dared.  Finding  my 
obstinacy  but  little  inferior  to  his  own,  and  looking 
on  me  as  a  desperado,  on  our  arrival  in  port  he  per- 
mitted me  to  leave  the  vessel.  "With  feelings  of  utter 
loneliness,  I  wandered  about  until  night  had  closed 
in  around  me,  when,  on  turning  a  corner  of  the  street 
that  led  from  the  square,  I  saw  a  person  raising  a 
poniard,  and  about  to  plunge  it  into  the  back  of  a 
tall  man  who  had  stooped,  immediately  in  front  of 
him,  to  raise  something  from  the  earth.  I  darted 
forward  as  quick  as  lightning,  and  dashed  the  weapon 
from  his  hand,  while  the  other,  hearing  the  noise, 
and  turning  in  time  to  observe  what  had  passed, 
struck  the  assassin  a  furious  blow  with  a  sheathed 
sword  which  he  carried  in  his  hand,  and  laid  him 
breathless  on  the  pavement,  muttering  at  the  same 
time  some  words  through  his  teeth,  which  I  took  for 
Spanish  curses.  He  next  addressed  me  in  the  same 
language,  but  finding  my  replies  were  made  in  Eng- 
lish, drawled  out  with  a  twang  that  favored  strongly 
of  Cape  Cod: 

'You've  done  me  a  friendly  turn,  young  man,  and 

I  thank  you  for  it.     D n  Jhat  lubberly  scoundrel! 

He  promised  me  as  much ;  but  I  thought  him  too  great 
a  coward  to  attempt  it.  I've  settled  his  hash,  though, 
and  it' won't  cost  much  hereafter,  for  his  messing.' 

While  he  was  running  on  in  this  style,  I  had  an 
opportunity  of  observing  his  person  more  closely. 
He  was  full  six  feet  in  height,  with  great  breadth  and 
depth  of  chest,  and  long,  sinewy  arms,  that  looked 
disproportioned  to  his  legs,  which  were  rather  small, 
than  otherwise.  His  face  was  almost  hid  by  a  redun- 
dancy of  whisker  and  moustache,  and  his  sunken 
eyes  glared  ont  like  meteors  from  beneath  a  pair  of 
dark  and  heavy  brows.  'But  who  are  you?  and 
which  way  are  you  going?"  said  he,  looking  me  full 
in  the  face,  when  he  hud  finished  his  malediction.  I 
frankly  explained  my  desperate  circumstances;  and 
when  my  narrative,  to  which  he  hsd  listened  atten- 
tively, was  concluded,  he. said: 

*I  can  serve  you.  You  are-just  the  man  I  want. 
You  say  you  have  studied  medicine.  My  craft  lacks 
a  doctor.  I  command  a  schooner,  which  you  may 
have  seen  lying  off  the  market-wharf,  just  under  the 
Moro  Castle.     Will  you  go  with  me?' 

'In  what  trade  are  you?'  inquired  I. 

'Why,'  said  he,  hesitating  a  moment,  'may  he  I'm 
a  smuggler;  may  be  a  slaver.' 

•Be  it  either, '  I  added,  'I  will  go  with  you.  Neces- 
sity has  no  law;  and  if  I  remain  here,  I  shall  starve.' 


'Come  along  then,'  said  he;  'if  we  stay   alongside 

this  d d  carrion  much  longer,  the  guard  will  catch 

us,  and  clap  us  in  limbo.' 

Starting  off  at  a  rapid  pace,  we  quickly  approached 
the  water  side.  Drawing  a  boatswain's  call  from  his 
bosom,  he  blew  a  long,  low  note,  when  a  small  boat, 
pulled  by  one  man,  iu  obedience  to  the  signal,  shot 
from  the  schooner,  and  ran  alongside  the  wharf. 

'Is  all  ready,  Diego?'  interrogated  my  companion 
of  the  boatman. 

'Ay,  ay,  sir, '  was  the  reply. 

'Jump  in  then,  shipmate,'  said  he  to  me;  and  step- 
ping in  together,  we  were  quickly  on  board  the 
schooner.  She  was  a  large  pilot  boat  built  craft,  and 
sat  on  the  water  like  a  duck;  but  otherwise,  she  pos- 
sessed nothing  remarkable  in  her  appearance.  A  few 
men  were  lolling  about,  or  lying  listlessly  on  deck, 
when  we  arrived,  who  sprang  up  at  an  order  from 
my  companion,  and  commenced  getting  the  vessel 
under  weigh.  We  were  soon  under  all  sail,  and  ran 
rapidly  out  past  the  castle,  which,  to  my  great  sur- 
prise, did  not  even  offer  to  hail  us,  although  I  had 
heard  it  asserted  that  it  was  a  standing  order,  en- 
forced there,  never  to  allow  a  ship  to  pass  after  sun- 
down. When  we  had  gained  some  distance  from  the 
land,  I  observed  a  number  of  persons  coming  up 
from  below,  by  the  fore  hatch,  who  swelled  our  crew 
from  ten  to  at  least  fifty  men.  Orders  were  next 
given  by  the  captain  to  get  the  gun  up  from  below; 
and  all  hands  busied  themselves,  for  some  time,  in 
hoisting  a  long  eighteen-pounder  out  of  the  hold, 
and  mounting  it  on  a  a  pivot,  which  had  been  con- 
cealed by  a  tarpaulin.  The  suspicion  that  she  was 
a  pirate  now  for  the  first  time  Hashed  across  my 
mind,  and  must  have  displayed  itself  in  my  counte- 
nance, as  the  captain,  who  had  been  closely  watching 
my  motions  while  these  occurences  were  passing, 
said  to  me,  with  a  chuckling  laugh: 

'We're  a  free  trader,  you  see,  my  boy.  and  are 
forced  to  go  well  armed,  to  look  down  all  resistance. 
We  pay  for  our  goods  in  iron,  most  times;  and  gen- 
erally seal  the  bargain  with  blood.  You  look  pale, 
though.  Do  my  words  frighten  you?  Come,  cheer 
up.  You  saved  my  life  just  now,  and  I  owe  you 
something  for  that;  so,  if  you  fear  the  the  sight  of 
blood,  you  may  stay  below  and  dress  the  wounded. 
That's  the  doctor's  place,  too,  on  board  a  man-of-war. ' 
'We  cruised  for  some  days  off  Cape  Antonio,  and 
made  several  rich  captures,  putting,  as  I  afterwards 
learned,  the  crews  of  all  to  death,  without  an  excep- 
tion. Some  of  them  made  a  stout  resistance,  but  all 
were  eventually  overcome,  and  treated  alike,  without 
mercy.  Neither  age  nor  sex  was  respected.  Many 
of  the  pirates  were  wounded  in  these  rencontres,  and 
I  had  soon  gained  their  good  will  by  the  skill  and 
kindness  I  displayed  in  the  treatment  of  the  sick 
when  under  my  charge.  I  saw  none  of  the  murders 
that  were  perpetrated,  for  I  kept  below;  but  often 
have  I  felt  my  blood  boil  within  me,  when  the  shrieks 
for  mercy  of  the  unfortunate  females  who  fell  into 
their  hands,  reached  my  ears.  I  dared  not,  however, 
interfere  in  their  behalf,  for  I  well  knew  that  by  so 
doing  I  should  only  risk  my  own  life,  while  I  could 
not  be  of  the  slightest  benefit  to  them.  We  would  at 
times  run  into  some  creek,  where  the  pirates  had 
hiding-places,  for  the  purpose  of  secreting  the  booty, 
where  the  time  was  spent  in  the  wildest  feasting  and 
carousing,  Having  received  information,  from  their 
agents  at  Havana,  that  the  men-of-war  had  got  wind 
of  us,  and  would  soon  be  in  pursnit,  we  left  the 
neighborhood  of  the  Cape,  and  cast  farther  out  to 
sea;  still,  however,  keeping  in  the  track  of  the  West 
India  traders. 

One  day  a  large  bright-sided  ship  hove  in  sight; 
and  as  we  neared  her,  I,  as  usual,  went  below,  and 
prepared  myself  for  dressing  the  wounds  of  such  of 
my  companions  as  might  be  hurt  in  the  affray.  I  re- 
mained there  until  the  noise  incident  to  the  attack 
and  slaughter  had  ceased.  When  all  was  compara- 
tively quiet,  I  went  upon  deck  where  the  pirates  were 
engaged  in  throwing  overboard  the  bodies  of  the 
murdered  crew,  and  lashing  the  schooner  fast  to  the 
captured  ship.  Turning  my  eyes  aft,  I  saw  the 
slender  form  of  a  girl,  with  her  back  turned  toward 
me,  sitting  on  the  trunk,  crouched  down,    trembling 


with  fear.  To  divert  my  attention,  as  I  found  my 
feelings  becoming  strongly  enlisted  in  her  behalf,  I 
placed  myself  against  the  main-mast,  and  stood 
gazing  at  the  different  operations  of  the  pirates,  and 
watching  the  captain,  who  was  directing  their  move- 
ments by  a  continual  volley  of  mingled  orders  and 
curses.  When  he  had  finished  his  directions,  he 
strode  hastily  back  to  the  schooner,  and,  without 
noticing  me,  walked  directly  up  to  where  the  girl  was 
seated,  and  raising  her  by  the  shoulder,  in  his 
powerful  grasp,  said,  with  a  savage  leer:  'Let's  look 
at  your  bright  eyes,  fair  one,  and  taste  the  sweetness 
of  those  ruby  lips.'  The  poor  creature  shrank  from 
his  touch,  with  a  piteous  cry,  and  gazing  wildly 
around,  with  an  imploring  look  for  assistance,  her 
eyes  alighted'  on  mine,  which  were  turned  toward 
her,  full  of  pity  and  indignation.  With  all  the  quick 
perception  of  a  woman,  she  recognized  me  instantly, 
and  darting  away  from  the  captain,  fell  at  my  feet, 
and  embracing  me  closely  by  the  knees,  looked  up 
earnestly  in  my  face,  while  the  big  tears  coursed 
rapidly  down  her  cheeks,  and  cried:  'Oh  save  me! 
save  me!  They  have  murdered  my  father — they 
will  murder  me!  You  will  save  me!'  and  she  pressed 
her  pale  cheek  fondly  against  my  knees,  while  the 
wildest  affright  was  depicted  in  her  countenance,  and 
her  bosom  heaved  violently  with  deep  and  convulsive 
sobs. 

'I  will  save  you,  dearest,'  I  replied,  'and  woe  be 

to  him  who  shall  dare  to  lay  a  rude  finger  upon  you!' 

'You  will,  sir?'    said  the  captain,   who  had  been 

eyeing  the  scene  with  a  smile  of  scorn  and  derision. 

'Do  you  presume  to  threaten  me?' 

'Ay,  villain,'  I  retorted,  fiercely,  'you,  or  any  one 
else,  who  shall  venture  to  soil  a  hair  of  her  head 
with  your  foul  touch;'  and  shook  my  clenched  hand 
in  his  fuce.  Transported  with  rage  at  my  threat,  he 
seized  a  boarding-pike  which  lay  on  the  trunk,  and 
with  its  staff  struck  me  a  violent  blow  on  the  head. 
So  sudden  was  the  attack,  that  I  had  not  time  to 
arrest  or  shun  the  stroke.  My  senses  wandered— 
thick  darkness  came  over  my  sight — and  I  fell,  In- 
sensible, on  the  deck. 

When  I  came  to,  the  captain  came  up  from  the 
cabin,  and  turning  round,  reached  down  his  hand, 
and  drew  up  from  below  the  almost  lifeless  form  of 
my  unfortunate  girl.  'Here,' said  he  to  the  mate, 
thrusting  her  foward,  'throw  this  half  dead  and  alive 
fool  overboard.  Let's  see  if  her  whining  will  melt 
the  souls  of  the  sharks.' 

'Stop,  monster!'  I  cried,  and  was  about  to  rush 
upon  him,  when  I  was  seized  and  prevented  by  some 
of  the  men  who  stood  near,  and  who  held  me  fast, 
notwithstanding  all  my  struggles  to  get  free. 

'Ah  ha!' said  the  captain;  'so  you're  there  again. 
I  thought  I  had  fixed  your  flint.  But  better  late 
than  never;  and  since  you  love  the  trull  so  dearly, 
you  shall  have  her  all  to  yourself.  Lash  them 
together,  men,  and  tumble  them  overboard.  It  would 
be  a  pity  to  separate  such  a  tender  couple.' 

'No,  no!'  said  a  voice  from  among  the  crew,  who 
had  assembled  at  the  noise.  'He  has  got  enough, 
already;  and  seeing  that  the  woman  is  his  sister,  or 
this  grandmother,  or  some  of  his  kin;  it's  but  natural 
hat  he  does  not  like  to  see  her  mislisted.' 

'Who  disputes  my  orders?'  said  tne  captain,  foam- 
ing  with  rage. 

'I* — 'I' — 'I' — said  a  number  of  voices  from  the 
crew;  for,  as  I  have  mentioned  before,  my  attention 
to  the  wounded  had  made  me  a  general  favorite  with 
the  men.  'We  all  dispute  them,'  rejoined  the  first 
speaker;  for,  if  he  has  done  wrong,  he  received  pun- 
shment  enough  last  night,  in  all  conscience.' 

'Then  you  mutiny,  and  won't  obey  my  orders,' 
said  the  captain. 

Here  the  mate  interposed,  and  for  the  purpose  of 
quelling  the  difficulty,  which  seemed  likely  to  termi- 
nate in  open  mutiny,  advised  that  the  girl  should  bo 
put  on  board  the  ship  and  left  to  her  fate. 
'Then  I  will  accompany  her,'  said  I. 
'That  you  may  do  and  welcome, '  said    the  captain, 

and  d d  glad  am  I  to  get  rid  of  you;  but  if  we 

ever  meet  again '  and  he  shook  his  warning  finger 

fiercely  at  me,  while  his  eyes  glared  like  a  tiger's. 
'God  send  that  we  may  meet!'  I  replied,    as  I  fol- 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


407 


lowed  the  mate,  who  hud  carried  her  on  board  the 
ship  in  a  swoon,  into  which  she  had  fallen  during 
the  discussion,  and  laid  her  upon  deck.  The  pirates 
immediately  set  themselves  at  work  to  cut  the  lan- 
yards of  the  ship's  rigging,  and  having  effected  it, 
cast  off  the  fasts  thatbuund  the  two  vessels  together, 
made  sail,  and  were  soon  out  of  sight. 

With  u  bosom  torn  by  a  thousand  contending  emo- 
tions, I  raised  the  loved  form  from  her  prostrate  posi- 
tion, and  carrying  her  into  the  cabin,  placed  her 
upon  the  cot  you  saw  swinging  there.  By  the  aid  of 
a  little  cold  water,  she  at  length  revived,  and  opening 
her  eyes  timidly,  and  staring  wildly  around  for  a 
moment,  sue  hastily  closed  them  again,  as  if  to  shut 
out  some  object  of  fear,  moaning  out  at  the  same 
time,  'Oh!  spare  me!  Have  mercy  upon  me!'  Her 
lips  then  became  dyed  with  blood,  and  I  perceived, 
with  anguish,  that  she  had  burst  a  blood-vessel  in 
the  lungs.  'They  have  gone,  dearest,'  said  I,  'seizing 
her  hand,  and  covering  her  cheeks  with  kisses,  as  I 
spoke.  'They  are  all  gone.  There  is  no  one  with 
you  but  niyBelf.  Open  those  dear  eyes  once  more. 
Look  at  me — speak  to  me  once  again.' 

Soothed  and  encouraged  by  my  words,  she  opened 
her  eyes,  and  turning  them  full  upon  me,  while  her 
countenance  beamed  with  affection,  she  said: 

'I  knew  t/')»  would  not  desert  me;  but  they  have 
murdered  my  father — my  poor  dear  father!' — and 
streams  of  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks,  as  her  mind 
dwelt  upon  the  scene.  'I  am  dying!'  said  she,  in  a 
languid  voice;  'my  eyes  are  becoming  darkened.  I 
shall  see  you  no  morel  Press  my  hand — there,  there 
— may  heaven  bless  and  preserve  you,  dear  Charles. 
Oh,  my  Savior!  receive  my  spirit!'  And  having  ut- 
these  words,  she  sunk  back — a  corpse. 

I  cannot  describe  my  feelings  at  this  dreadful  be- 
reavament.  I  tore  my  hair  in  agony,  and,  I  believe, 
raved  and  blasphemed  like  a  madman.  I  know  little 
of  what  passed  from  that  time  until  you  discovered 
me;  for  a  settled  feeling  of  despair  was  brooding 
over  my  soul;  and  I  neither  sought  to  preserve  my 
life,  nor  regarded  anything  around  me.' 

'I  was  about  to  offer  him  Borne  words  of  sympathy, ' 
continued  the  clerk,  'when  our  attention  was  arrested 
by  the  cry  of  'Sail  ho!'  'Where  away?'  cried  the 
captain.  'Broad  off  the  lee  beam,'  was  the  reply; 
and  all  eyes  were  turned  in  that  direction.  The 
wind  being  light,  she  rapidly  neared  us;  and  when 
her  hull  became  distinctly  visible,  my  friend,  who 
was  gazing  intently  at  her  through  the  spy-glass, 
suddenly  exclaimed  as  he  dropped  it  from  his  eye; 

'It's  the  villainous  pirate;  I  know  her  by  the  new 
cloths  in  her  foresail.' 

-'She  looks  suspicious  enough,'  said  the  captain; 
'and  if  she  attacks  us,  we  must  only  defend  ourselves 
to  the  last  gasp;  for,  by  everything  holy!  I  shall 
never  yield  myself  up  alive  to  the  murderous  wretches. 
Muster  the  crew  aft,  Mr.  Tompkins,'  he  continued, 
addressing  the  mace. 

Tha  crew  were  soon  assembled  on  the  quarter- 
deck, when  the  captain,  pointing  to  the  schooner, 
said: 

'Do  you  see  that  craft  to  leeward,  my  boys?  She's 
a  pirate.  If  we  are  captured,  we  shall  assuredly  be 
murdered,  and  if  we  fight,  it's  true,  we  maybe  killed; 
but  then  there  exists  a  strong  hope  of  our  being  suc- 
cessful in  beating  her  off.  Which  do  you  choose? 
To  fight  or  strike?' 

'To  fight!  they  cried  out,  with  one  accord. 

'I  thought  so,  my  boys,'  said  he,  rubbing  his  hands 
■with  pleasure;  'and  depend  upon  it,  I'll  stand  by  you 
to  the  last.  Give  them  all  a  glass  of  grog,  steward; 
and  then  to  your  guns,  my  hearties.  It's  my  inten- 
tion to  run  the  villain  down,  if  possible;  and  there's 
a  squall  rising  to  windward  that  may  second  the  at- 
tempt. So  keep  your  ears  open,  and  listen  atten- 
tively for  my  orders.' 

Our  crew  went  briskly  to  the  guns,  and  all  was 
ready  for  action  in  a  short  time.  Not  many  minutes 
had  elapsed,  when  the  tchooner  ranged  np  under  our 
lee,  at  some  little  distance  off,  and  brailed  up  her 
fore-sail,  as  she  was  forging  ahead  too  rapidly.  'Lay 
your  maintopsail  to  the  mast,  and  send  a  boat  with 
your  skipper  aboard  of  us!'  hailed  a  tall  figure  from 
her  quarter  deck. 


'See  yon  d— — d  first!'  was  the  polite  retort. 
'Blaze away,  men!'  and  at  the  word  an  iron  shower 
burst  forth  from  our  lee  guns,  and  swept,  hurtling 
and  hissing,  over  the  deck  of  the  pirate,  dealing 
death  and  destruction  in  every  direction;  for  the  men 
had  loaded  the  guns  nearly  to  their  muzzleB  with 
every  missile  they  could  lay  their  hands  upon.  It 
was  manifest  that  the  reception  they  had  received 
was  wholly  unexpected  on  the  part  of  the  pirates; 
and  that  our  volley  had  thrown  them  into  complete 
confusion,  as  the  discharge  from  their  long  gun  did 
us  no  injury,  and  their  fire  of  musketry  was  irregu- 
larly maintained,  and  badly  aimed  'Now  is  your 
time,  my  boys!'  exclaimed  the  captain;  'our  smoke 
has  blended  their  eyes;  and  here  comes  the  squall. 
Jump  over  to  windward,  and  round  in  the  weather 
braces.  Hurry,  men — hurry !  Hard-a-weather  the 
helm — for  life,  hard-a-weather!  Belay  the  braces! 
Forward,  men — all  of  you — and  cut  down  every  soul 
who  attempts  to  board!    Show  the  dogs  no  mercy!' 

My  friend  had  "been  leaning,  cutlass  in  hand, 
against  the  main  rigging,  watching  these  scenes  with 
a  frowning  brow,  and  apparently  husbanding  his 
forces  for  a  more  favorable  opportunity.  The  squall 
came  rattling  down  upon  us,  and  the  brig,  falling  off 
from  the  wind,  in  obedience  to  the  helm,  and  im- 
pelled by  the  increasing  blast,  darted  forward  with 
redoubled  speed,  like  a  courser  from  the  spur.  The 
pirate,  perceiving  our  intention,  endeavored  to  haul 
his  fore-sheet  aft,  but  it  was  too  late.  Onward  we 
came,  with  the  speed  of  light — the  water  flashing 
and  foaming  under  our  bows,  and  the  masts  bending 
like  reeds.  With  a  startling  shock,  the  brig  struck 
the  schooner  just  abaft  the  fore  shrouds,  and  cut  her 
down  instantly  to  the  water's  edge,  while  she  heeled 
so  far  over  at  the  blow,  that  the  sea  rushed  in  tor- 
rents down  her  hatches.  Sinklin  rapidly,  and  still 
pressed  forward  by  the  brig,  her  foremast  gave  way; 
and  her  stern  swinging  round,  she  lay  for  a  moment 
side  and  side  with  us.  Her  horror-stricken  crew 
now  endeavored  to  board,  but  were  cut  down  in  the 
attempt,  in  spite  of  their  craven  cries  for  quarter. 

At  this  moment  my  eyes  were  turned  in  search  of 
my  frieud.  He  had  mounted  the  rail,  and  waBin  the 
act  of  springing  ou  board  the  schooner.  I  rushed 
forward  to  prevent  the  deed,  but  arrived  only  in  time 
to  see  him  alight  full  on  the  shoulders  af  the  pirate 
captain,  whom  he  bore  down  before  him  to  the  deck. 
With  looks  of  the  most  deadly  hate  and  revenge,  they 
grappled  each  othea.  Just  then  the  schooner  swung 
clear  of  us,  and  with  a  heavy  plunge  went  down  head 
foremost,  carrying  with  her  both  the  avenger  and  his 
victim,  who,  till  the  waters  closed  over  them,  con- 
tinued their  fierce  struggles,  and  sunk  at  length, 
locked  in  each  other's  arms.' 

"Mr.  Tackle!"  said  the  officer  of  the  deck,  pop- 
ping his  head  above  the  break  of  the  forecastle, 
"what!  sitting  down  in  your  watch?  I  am  ashamed 
of  you,  sir.  I  have  hailed  the  forecastle  three  seve- 
ral times,  and  yet  could  get  no  answer.  I  really 
thought  all  hands  forward  had  tumbled  overboard. 
If  this  should  occur  again,  I  will  send  you  below." 

"Smith,"  said  Tackle  to  the  look-out,  when  the 
officer  had  gone,  "I  thought  I  told  you  to  keep  an 
eye  aft?" 

"That's  true,  sir,"  replied  he,  touching  his  hat, 
respectfully;  "but  I  was  so  taken  up  by  the  story  of 
the  poor  young  lady  that  I  forgot  all  about  it,  sir." 

San  Francisco,  Dec.  30th,  1877.  G.  F.  S. 

[the  end.] 
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"Whenever  you  see  in  a  story,"  says  a 
book-reviewer  in  one  of  the  literary  papers, 
"such  an  expression  as  'I  vow  I  will,'  or  'I 
vow  I  won't,'  you  may  know  that  a  woman 
wrote  it."  Yes  the  rule  is  infallible.  And 
the  fact  is  quite  remarkable,  too,  thus  when 
you  find  in  a  story  such  an  expression  "dam- 
fhi  do,"  or  "damfhi  don't,"  you  may  know 
that  a  woman  didn't  write  it. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,   $4  a  year.    35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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K. — Accepted. 

Nestor. — In  the  sweet  bye  and  bye. 

Anglo. — Tour  copy  is  in  the  hands  of  the 
compositor.  We  wrote  a  brilliant  editorial 
on  the  obverse  side. 

Ducker. — Your  suggestion  is  received  with 
thanks.  In  the  contingency  you  mention  we 
shall  certainly  make  use  of  it. 

Eglantine. — Your  ode  to  "A  Golden  Tress" 
is  ill-timed.  You  are  ahead  of  the  age.  The 
popular  taste  is  not  sufficiently  educated  to 
perceive  the  hidden  beauties  of  your  lines. 
Neither  are  we. 

Fortunatus. — Slowly,  slowly!  You  can- 
not fatten  a  windmill  by  running  barley 
through  it,  nor  can  you  hope  to  enrich  your 
epigrams  with  plagiarisms  from  Joe  Miller. 
There  are  some  editors  who  don't  recognize 
these  things.  Hunt  one  of  them  up.  You 
want  him,  not  us. 

Hemphill. — We  cannot  give  up  our  valu- 
able space  to  a  discussion  of  the  dogma  of 
everlasting  doom.  If  you  tell  us  what  you 
know  about  it,  we  could  easily  make  room  ; 
but  to  print  what  you  don't  know  would 
oblige  us  to  issue  a  twenty-four  sheet  supple- 
ment, and  then  there  would  be  a  good  deal 
left  out. 

Pembroke. — The  caligraphy  of  your  article 
is  beautiful,  and  we  hasten  to  compliment  you 
on  it.  So  you  see  we  are  liberal  of  praise 
and  chary  of  censure.  The  article  will  not 
appear  in  the  Wasp  until  the  Silver  question 
is  settled  and  the  doctrine  of  everlasting 
punishment  either  clearly  sustained  or  finally 
exploded. 

F t. — The  ass  is  the  paternal  progeni- 
tor of  the  mule.  The  mule  was  created  for 
two  purposes :  to  work  in  harness  and  to  fur- 
nish matter  for  fun  to  unimaginative  Eastern 
paragraphers.  Your  mule  story  is  about  as 
antiquated  as  the  feline  quadruped  that  old 
Methusalem  delighted  to  fondle.  Can  you 
see  any  connection  ? 

Isabella. — The  rules  and  regulations  of 
the  female  beauty  contest  at  the  coming 
Paris  Exposition  have  not  yet  reached  the 
Wasp.  We  have  remonstrated  with  MacMa- 
hon  about  it,  and  Secretary  Evarts  left  off  in 
the  middle  of  one  of  his  long-winded  senten- 
ces to  attend  to  the  matter.  The  army  and 
navy — but  why  enlarge  ?  We  take  pleasure 
in  stating  our  opinion  that  you  will  get  the 
first  prize.  A  critical  examination  of  your 
photograph  confirms  us  in  this  belief.  We 
have  given  this  assurance  to  so  many  ladies 
that  to  us  it  takes  on  the  semblance  of  Gos- 
pel truth.     How  does  it  strike  you,  Isabella? 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


TIic  Very  Frcs!U'*l  Auierleau  Humor. 

This  is  the  season  when  the  old  maid  with 
small  conscience  and  big  appetite  selects  her 
thinnest  string  of  dried  apples  to  present  her 
favorite  dominie  in  return  for  a  $4  supper. 

Washington  didn't  object  to  titles.  "His 
Excellency"  always  seemed  to  please  him, 
but  could  he  see  the  monument  that  is  erec- 
ted for  him  he  would  be  disgusted  with  His 
Eminence. 

"If  those  women,"  remarks  the  Elmira 
Advertiser,  speaking  of  a  troupe  of  Thomp- 
sonian  dancers,  "think  this  is  August,  they 
are  very  much  mistaken."  Volumes  could 
not  say  more. 

A  man  is  trying  to  invent  a  gravy- bowl  that 
will  not  break  when  a  woman  throws  it  at 
her  husband's  head.  There  has  been  too 
much  crockery  broken  in  this  Christian  nine- 
teenth century. 

An  inquisitive  boy  in  Iowa  wished  to  hear 
how  bird  shot  sounded  when  it  whizzed  out 
of  the  muzzle  of  a  gun,  Hereafter  he  will 
travel  through  this  beautiful  world  orna- 
mented with  a  leather  ear. 

The  Colorado  petrification  has  arrived  at 
the  New  York  Aquarium.  The  coroners  are 
bidding  for  the  remains  in  order  to  secure 
an  all-winter's  job  in  ascertaining  what  the 
old  stone  thing  died  of. 

In  Paris  a  great  deal  is  expected  of  a  po- 
liceman. If  he  gets  drunk  twice  he  loses  his 
place. — Ex.  That's  easy  enough  to  get 
around.  Let  him  get  drunk  once  and  keep 
half  drunk  the  rest  of  the  time. 

A  man  who  thought  he  would  present  his 
wife  with  material  for  a  new  dress  was  some- 
what surprised  to  see  the  dealer  slip  the  cloth 
in  an  envelope  and  say  that  he  would  have 
the  buttons  sent  right  up  in  a  dray. 

If  General  Sheridan  telegraphs  from  Chi- 
cago that  the  Mexican  border  troubles  are 
mere  trifles  then  all  fair-minded  men  must 
believe  him.  A  general  quartered  in  Chi- 
cago naturally  knows  all  about  Mexican  bor- 
ders. 

A  young  man  in  Saline  county,  Mo.,  "play- 
fully attempted  to  kiss  a  pretty  widow,"  and 
in  the  scuffle  she  suddenly  thrust  a  finger 
into  one  of  his  eyes,  destroying  the  sight. 
This  should  teach  young  men  not  to  "pla}*- 
fully"  attempt  to  kiss  pretty  widows.  They 
should  display  a  little  earnestness  when  they 
attempt  such  business. 

An  exchange  says  that  a  new  way  of  fast- 
ening on  ladies'  hats  is  to  bore  the  tops  of 
their  ears,  put  in  gold  loops  and  have  the  hat 
string  tied  through  them.  Thus  step  by  step 
we  tread  the  pathway  to  perfection,  and  ere 
the  darkness  of  death  envelopes  all  the  world 
man  will  have  utilized  his  nose  in  holding  up 
his  pants  or  pulling  on  his  boots. 

The  voice  of  the  starlit  cat  never  sounds  to 
better  advantage  than  in  these  frosty,  clear, 
and  silent  winter  nights.  Sometimes  it  is 
difficult  to  distinguish  a  prolonged  note   on 


the  upper  register  from  the  closing  wail  of  a 
trumpet  solo.  The  cat  lasts  longer  and  has 
a  trifle  more  power,  and  will  stop  quicker  for 
a  brick  than  the  trumpet  will,  that  is  all  the 
difference. 

The  landlady  brushed  back  the  boughten 
curl  from  her  alabaster  brow,  as  she  asked 
her  favorite  boarder  on  Christmas  if  he  would 
have  some  of  the  spring  chicken;  and  true  to 
its  name  the  fowl  sprung  from  the  dull 
points  of  the  carving  fork  like  a  rubber  ball, 
into  the  lap  of  the  young  man  with  yellow 
pantaloons  on.  The  spring  chicken  proved 
to  be  an  infringement  on  the  Goodyear  pa- 
tent. 

We  have  received  a  Medical  Almanac  for 
1878.  Its  table  of  contents  covers  a  wide 
range  of  topics.  We  notice  a  very  able  ar- 
ticle on  "Scald  Heads";  and  a  labored  paper 
on  tape-worms,  written  by  anonymous,  is 
worth  the  price  of  the  book — which  is  given 
away.  This  almanac  says  next  4th  of  July 
will  be  "pleasant,"  so  Sunday  schools  can 
commence  thus  early  to  make  arrangements 
for  picnics  and  excursions  on  that  day. 
There  are  some  almanacs  in  the  market  which 
predict  rain  and  thunder  on  the  coming 
Fourth — and  they  cost  as  much  as  five  cents. 
Get  the  cheapest  and  best. 

That  aspiring  patriot  who  called  on  Presi- 
dent Jackson  to  ask  that  he  might  be  ap- 
pointed Minister  to  England,  and  went  away 
with  the  gift  of  a  pair  of  old  breeches,  has 
his  parallel  in  the  Hon.  J.  Willis  Marchard, 
a  colored  ex-Senator  in  Florida.  This  gen- 
tleman went  to  Washington  equipped  with 
recommendations  for  the  Belgian  mission. 
His  strong  point  was  that  his  race  ought  to 
be  recognized.  But  the  Belgian  mission  was 
already  "bespoke,"  so  he  asked  to  be  appoin- 
ted Consul  to  Liverpool.  That  being  re- 
fused, he  wanted  a  clerkship,  and  at  last  ac- 
cepted with  gratitude  the  place  of  watchman 
in  the  Treasury  Department. 


One  Way  of  Carving  a  Turkey. 
There  is  nothing  a  young  unmarried  man 
likes  better  than  to  go  to  dinner  on  Christ- 
mas day  at  the  house  of  a  married  friend  and 
to  be  asked  to  carve  the  turkey.  He  never 
carved  a  turkey  in  his  life,  and  with  an  old 
maid  on  one  side  of  him,  watching  him 
closely,  and  on  the  other  side  a  fair  girl  for 
whom  he  has  a  tenderness,  he  feels  embar- 
rassed when  he  begins,  First  he  plunges 
the  knife  down  toward  one  of  the  thigh-joints. 
He  can't  find  that  joint,  and  he  plunges  the 
knife  around  in  search  of  it  until  he  makes 
mincemeat  out  of  the  whole  quarter  of  the 
fowl.  Then  he  sharpens  his  knife  and  tack- 
les it  again.  At  last,  while  making  a  terrific 
dig,  he  hits  the  joint  suddenly,  and  the  leg 
flies  into  the  the  maiden  lady's  lap,  while  her 
dress-front  is  covered  with  a  shower  of  stuf- 
fing. Then  he  goes  for  the  other  leg,  and 
when  the  young  lady  tel  Is  him  he  looks  warm , 
the  weather  seems  to  him  suddenly  to  become 
400  degrees  warmer.  This  leg  he  finally 
pulls  loose  with  his  fingers.  He  lays  it  on 
the  edge  of  the  plate,  and  while  he  is  hack- 
ing at  the  wing  he  gradually  pushes  the  leg 
over  on  the  table-cloth,  and  when  he  picks  it 
up  it  slips  from  his  hand  into  the  gravy  dish 
and  splashes  the  gravy  around  for  six  square 
yards.  Just  as  he  has  made  up  his  mind  that 
the  turkey  has  no  joints  to  his  wings,  the 
host  asks  him  if  he  thinks  the  war  with  Tur- 
key will  soon  be  over.  The  girl  next  to  him 
laughs,  and  he  says  he  will  explain  his  views 


on  the  subject  after  dinner.  Then  he  mops 
his  brow  with  his  handkerchief,  and  presses 
the  turkey  so  hard  with  the  fork  that  it  slides 
off  the  dish  and  upsets  a  goblet  of  water  on 
the  girl  next  to  him.  Nearly  frantic,  he 
gouges  away  again  at  the  wings,  gets  them 
off  in  a  mutilated  condition,  and  digs  into 
the  breast.  Before  he  can  cut  any  off,  the 
host  asks  him  why  he  doesn't  help  out  the 
turkey.  Bewildered,  he  puts  both  legs  on  a 
plate  and  hands  them  to  the  maiden  lady, 
and  then  helps  the  young  girl  to  a  plate  of 
of  stuffing,  and  while  taking  her  plate  in  re- 
turn knocks  over  the  gravy  dish.  Then  he 
sits  down  with  the  calmness  of  despair  and 
fans  himself  with  a  napkin,  while  the  servant 
girl  clears  up  and  takes  the  turkey  to  the 
other  end  of  the  table.  He  doesn't  discuss 
the  Eastern  question  that  day.  He  goes 
right  home  after  dinner,  and  spends  the 
night  trying  to  decide  whether  to  commit 
suide  or  take  lessons  in  carving. 


The   Reconciliation. 

Senators  Blaine  and  Conkling  stood  before 
the  clerk's  desk,  looking  bright  and  happy, 
and  talking  animatedly.  "Senator  David 
Davis  came  up,"  says  a  dispatch  to  the  Tri- 
bune, "and,  putting  an  arm  around  each, 
stood  there  for  several  minutes,  and  until 
everybody  on  the  floor  and  in  the  galleries 
had  noticed  the  unusual  and  friendly  meet- 
ing." It  was  very  pathetic.  Mr.  Blaine  was 
fooling  with  one  of  the  buttons  of  Mr.  Conk- 
ling's  coat  at  the  time,  looking  affectionately 
into  his  face,  and  involuntarily  snuggling  up 
to  him,  "Are  you  sure  you  forgive  me  ?"  he 
said  timidly. 

"Why,  of  course !"  was  the  hearty  response. 
"You  timid  little  thing?  I  forgave  you  long 
since." 

"Dear,  dear!"  remarked  Mr.  Blaine,  clap- 
ping his  hands;  "this  is  so  nice!  I  must 
write  and  tell  aunty  all  about  it." 

"You  refer  to  Gail  Hamilton?"  inquired 
Mr.  Conkling,  with  some  coldness. 

"Why,  yes,"  said  Mr.  Blaine.  "Why  do 
you  speak  so  icily  ?    Do  you  not  like  her  ?" 

"I  do  not!"  said  Mr.  Conkling,  stoutly; 
"she  talks  too  much.  She  gets  out  of  her 
sphere.  She  annoys.  I  think  nothing  would 
give  that  woman  greater  pleasure  than  to 
scratch  somebody." 

There  was  a  very  noticeable  coolness  be- 
tween the  two;  but  at  this  moment  the  large 
and  fatherly  gentleman  from  Illinois  came 
up,  and,  letting  a  tear  drop,  joined  the  hands 
of  the  two,  and  said,  "Bless  ye,  my  child- 
ren." 

"Is  this  a  third  party?"  inquired  Mr. 
Conkling,  drawing  himself  up  haughtily. 

"No,  dear,"  refilled  Mr.  Blaine,  looking 
roguish,  "it  is  only  a  second — are  we  not 
one  ?" 

"In  that  case,"  said  Mr.  Conkling,  with 
dignity,  "it's  all  right.  You  will  excuse  my 
apparent  caution;  but  is  necessary  just  now 
for  us  to  avoid  all  entangling  alliances." 

"Very  well,  dear,"  said  Mr.  Blaine,  with 
gentle  confidence;  "You  know  best,  I  am 
sure." 

And  the  Christmas  sun  was  shining  bright- 
ly and  the  Christmas  bells  were  ringing  far 
and  near. 
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— The  workingmen  of  Alameda  County 
gained  a  decisive  victory  by  the  election  of 
J.  W.  Bones. 

— The  cry  now  is  for  fine  weather.  The 
rain  is  getting  monotonous.  Won't  the 
churches  please  attend  to  this  ? 

— The  great  question  of  the  day  is  "Gold 
or  Silver."  We  ain't  particular.  We  dare 
anybody  to  smother  us  in  any  currency. 

— Mr.  Emil  Steinle  thinks  that  if  he  had 
command  of  Fort  Alcatraz  he  could  compel 
the  capitalists  of  San  Francisco  to  pay  him  a 
donation  of  $50,000,000.  Happy  thought  of 
Herr  Steinle! 

— Talmadge  says:  "The  cylinder  of  the 
printing  press  is  the  front  wheel  of  the 
chariot  of  the  Lord."  He  ought  to  know,  if 
anybody  does.  That  wheel  nearly  crushed 
the  life  out  of  him. 

— An  adroit  thief  stole  Judge  Joachimsen's 
hat  while  that  functionary  was  meting  out 
justice  in  the  Police  Court  on  Monday  last. 
A  shocking  bad  one  was  left  in  its  place. 
Whoever  the  daring  larcenist  was,  the  Judge 
didn't  like  his  tile. 

— General  Robert  Toombs  says  he  is  going 
to  Paris.  "It  will  be  the  third  Exposition 
that  I  have  attended  in  that  city.  I  attended 
the  Exposition  of  1855  as  a  Senator;  I  atten- 
ded the  Exposition  of  1867  as  a  refugee;  but 
I  am  going  to  this  one  as  a  gentleman,  by 
God,  sir!" 

— Dio  Lewis  is  in  Oakland.  It  is  rumored 
that  he  is  a  prey  to  dyspepsia  and  insomnia 
and  lots  of  other  a's.  Mush  and  milk  did 
the  business  for  him,  as  it  has  for  thousands 
of  misguided  sanatarians.  Beware  of  mush 
and  milk.  The  combination  is  a  delusion; 
but  money  can  be  made  by  puffing  it.  Die 
O  Lewis! 

— A  number  of  San  Francisco  officials  are 
lobbying  to  have  their  salaries  raised.  This 
is  an  eminently  appropriate  time  to  make  so 
reasonable  a  demand.  How  the  unfortunate 
fellows  get  along  now  has  often  been  a  mat- 
ter of  wonder  to  us.  The  tendency  of  the 
period  is  to  increase  salaries  and  lessen  the 
amount  of  labor.  The  people  can  stand  this 
modest  request  of  their  faithful  and  disinter- 
ested servants.  We  trust  the  gentlemen  who 
have  asked  for  increased  wages  will  be  raised 
— out  of  their  boots. 


— Belcher  came  in  on  Thursday  with  a 
smile  three  feet  broad  upon  his  eager  coun- 
tenance. "Say,"  he  cried,  "what  is  the  dif- 
ference between  the  workingmen  and  the 
Chinese?"  After  guessing  all  the  distinc- 
tions, moral,  physical  and  ethnological  that 
we  could  call  to  mind,  Belcher  remained  un- 
satisfied. "Give  it  up  1"  We  had  to  do  so. 
"Well,"  said  Belcher,  "don't  you  see  the 
Chinamen  send  their  bones  to  China  and  the 
workingmen  send  their  Bones  to  Sacra- 
mento!" He  dodged  the  paste-pot  just  in 
time,  for  we  had  an  vague  recollection  of 
seeing  that  joke  in  a  morning  paper. 

— Professor  Farr  the  music-leader,  has  a 
frog — a  live  one — which  is  entitled  to  a  no- 
tice. The  frog  in  question  weighs  about  one 
pound,  and  has  been  in  the  possession  of  the 
Professor  for  nearly  two  years.  It  was  pre- 
sented to  him  by  a  friend  from  San  Luis 
county,  who  caught  it  in  a  stream  near  the 
town  of  that  name.  The  frog  will,  like  a 
trained  cat,  jump  over  the  hands  of  its  owner 
and  come  to  him  at  call.  Placing  the  am- 
phibian out  of  doors,  it  will  return  to  its 
tub.  It  is  amusing  to  see  it  jump  after  a  fly, 
or  nestle  under  the  vest-lappel  of  its  owner. 
At  night  it  seeks  refuge  under  the  stove,  and 
in  the  morning  croaks  a  welcome  to  the  Pro- 
fessor. Mark  Twain's  "Jumping  Frog  of 
Calaveras  county"  was  a  fiction,  but  Profes- 
sor Farr's  frog  is  a  fact. 

— The  number  of  men  that  presented 
themselves  on  Monday  morning  to  work  for 
the  railroad  company  at  one  dollar  a  day 
shows  that  a  good  deal  of  cheap  buncombe 
was  wasted  by  truculent  journals  here  to 
prove  that  there  was  no  unusual  distress 
among  the  laboring  classes.  When  men 
work  for  a  dollar  a  day  it  shows  two  things, 
both  of  which  have  been  denied  by  servile 
journals  in  San  Francisco :  1st,  that  the  bulk 
of  the  unemployed  are  willing  to  work,  and, 
2nd.  that  employment  is  exceptionally  scarce; 
for  no  man  would  work  for  such  a  pittance 
unless  compelled  to  it  by  dire  necessity.  We 
are  glad  that  the  workingmen  have  vindica- 
ted themselves,  and  we  hope  that  legitimate 
employment  will  soon  become  so  plentiful 
that  all  will  be  able  to  earn  constant  living 
wages. 

— Three  special  correspondents  of  French 
and  Geneva  newspapers,  General  Cluseret, 
M.  Olivier-Pain  and  M.  Deon  Hugonet,  who 
have  been  some  little  while  in  Constanti- 
nople, have  left  for  Adrianople  and  Sofia. 
Cluseret  was  for  a  short  time  Minister  of  War 
under  the  Paris  Commune,  and  was  one  of 
those  condemned  to  death  by  the  council  of 
war  at  Versailles  in  1872.  In  early  life  "Gen- 
eral" Cluseret  was  an  officer  of  the  French 
army,  having  been  a  military  pupil  of  St. 
Cyr,  and  at  the  Crimean  war  held  the  rank 
of  captain;  but  there  his  regular  military 
career  ended,  and  we  find  him  afterward,  in 
succession,  with  Garibaldi,  in  the  federal 
army  during  the  American  civil  war,  a  leader 
of  the  Fenians  in  Ireland,  a  political  prisoner 
in  St.  Pelagie,  an  agent  of  the  Eed  Republi- 
can "International"  Society,  Minister  of  War 
under  the  Commune,  and  again  an  exile  and 


journalist  in  London,  the  United  States  and 
Geneva.  He  is  fifty-four  years  of  age.  M. 
Felix  Olivier-Pain  was  a  Communist  who  was 
transported  to  the  French  penal  settlement 
of  New  Caledonia,  in  the  Southern  seas, 
whence  he  succeeded  in  making  his  escape, 
together  with  the  celebrated  Henri  Roche- 
fort. 

— We  find  the  following  characteristic  let- 
ter from  a  civilized  Chinaman  in  the  Arizona 
Sentinel,  published  at  Yuma.  It  was  written 
at  Shanghae,  Dec.  18th:  Dear  Sir— Yours  of 
Oct.  21st  come  to  hand  contents  noted.  I 
am  glad  to  hear  your  well.  I  am  the  same. 
I  am  still  doing  nothing  yet,  and  I  dont  think 
likely  to  be,  because  I  think  I  will  leave  here 
in  the  course  of  a  month,  and  tell  you  truth 
about  it.  I  don't  like  the  people  &  climate 
been  raining  ever  since  cold  weather  set  in 
which  is  about  three  months  ago.  Times  are 
very  dull  here,  and  faming  (famine)  in  five 
Provinces,  which  in  those  faming  Districts 
they  are  eat  one  another,  and  worst  of  all  the 
Government  are  opposed  advancement  and 
Civelization,  which  a  little  distance  of  rail- 
road build  by  Forreign  Capitalist  about 
twelve  miles,  &  the  Government  so  Jealous 
of  it,  went  to  work  bought  the  Road  &  Tar- 
ried up,  which  Pay  $280,000  two  hundred  & 
eighty  thousand  dollars  for  it,  instead  of  take 
that  money,  to  save  the  starving  People.  So 
you  see  there  is  no  salvation  long's  have  such 
government,  &  kept  the  people  in  ignorance. 
Only  thing  is  to  change  government.  Tra- 
veling here  is  very  unvenient  &  expensive  & 
Delae  with  danger.  Almost  mid  day  Plun- 
der and  murder  every  day  occurrence  right 
in  the  Heart  of  the  city.  I  have  much  to  say, 
so  give  my  respects  to  *  *  &  all  inquiring 
friends.  Wm.  Kino. 

— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups.  Cordials,  Essential  Oils  and 
Fruit  Extracts.  Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street, 
cor.  Battery,  up  stairs.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 


Mr.  A.  IHagee, 

The  former  traveling  agent  of  the  Wasp, 
was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  remit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
more  obdees  of  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 
N.  B. — Parties  who  hold  receipts  signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  us  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 
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GRAND    OPERA   HOUSE 

"The  Eegiment  of  Champagne"  entered 
on  its  second  week  with  increased  popularity, 
as  was  evident  by  the  large  audience  that 
assembled  on  Monday  evening.  It  now  plays 
much  better  than  during  the  first  nights. 
There  has  been  a  judicious  trimming,  and 
some  changes  of  "business" — alterations 
that  have  materially  improved  the  popularity 
of  the  piece.  The  scenery  is  gorgeous  and 
eminently  appropriate,  the  costumes  new  and 
historically  correct,  the  acting  excellent 
throughout.  "The  Regiment  of  Champagne" 
has  done  much  for  the  popularity  of  the 
Grand.  We  must  notice,  too,  the  beautiful 
selections  made  by  Mr.  "Widmer  of  the  orches- 
tra and  the  thoroughly  artistic  manner  of ,  their 
execution.  The  orchestra  has  certainly  made 
its  happiest  efforts  in  this  piece. 

CALIFORNIA  THEATRE . 

"A  trip  to  the  Moon"  was  put  on  the 
boards  here  for  the  first  time  on  Monday 
evening.  It  is  an  extravaganza  of  the  most 
extravagant  type,  has  much  scenery,  some 
new  music,  and  a  modicum  of  average  act- 
ing. Enlarged  photographs  of  the  moon 
were  introduced,  and  the  costumes  of  the  lu- 
natics reproduced  as  faithfully  as  the  limited 
knowledge  of  the  subject  or  the  fantastic 
imagination  of  the  stage  milliner  could  effect. 
The  piece  is  a  show,  not  a  drama. 
Baldwin's. 

That  French  adulterous  abomination, 
"Pink  Dominos"  was  repeated  on  Monday 
and  Tuesday  evenings.  It  seems  specially 
suited  to  the  taste  and  calibre  of  the  TJ.  S. 
Company.  "Led  Astray"  was  performed  for 
the  benefit  of  Maud  Harrison  on  Wednesday 
afternoon.     The  "Marble  Heart"  to-day. 

woodward's  gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


They  call  Modjeska  the  Countess  Bonanza! 

The  Bush  Street  Theatre  re-opens  to-night. 

Joaquin  Miller's  "Danites"  will  soon  be 
produced  here. 

Mrs.  Oates  wants  ?25,000  from  the  Cincin- 
nati Commercial. 

Bishop  was  born  in  Baltimore.  He  has 
grown  considerable  since — in  weight. 

The  Astoria  theatre  charges  four  salmon 
or  four  bits  for  admiasion.     Fishy  story ! 

The  Adah  Richmond  troupe  will  probably 
say  that  the  Frisco  folks  lack  culture.  So 
they  do — of  that  kind. 

The  new  Opera  House  in  Virginia  City  is 
almost  completed.  It  is  rumored  that  Man- 
ager Piper  intends  to  open  with  the  Union 
Square  Company. 

San  Bernardino  is  to  have  a  new  theatre. 
It  will  be  44  feet  wide  by  80  feet  deep  ex- 
clusive of  the  stage  which  will  be  30  feet 
front  by  25  feet  in  depth.  It  will  be  ready 
in  about  three  weeks. 

The  most  slovenly  acting  we  have  seen  for 
some  time  occurred  at  the  representation  of 
"The  Geneva  Cross"  at  Baldwin's.  With  the 
remark  that  the  whole  thing  was  a  melan- 
choly travesty  on  a  great  play,  we  dismiss 
the  matter. 

The  "Baby  Show"  has  been  adjourned 
"to  the  28th  inst."  It  was  a  gorgeous  fail- 
ure. On  the  Saturday  before  the  opening 
the  Wasp  exhibited  a  baby  show  of  its  own, 
and  this  took  the  wind  out  of  the  other's  sails. 
We  shall  probably  hear  no  more  of  it. 

Mr.  Kennedy,  of  the  Grand,  was  recently 
offered  an  adaptation  of  "The  Exiles";  but, 
learning  that  John  McCullough  had  pur- 
chased the  right  to  play  it  at  the  California, 
he  declined  to  steal  a  march  on  Hill  by  pro- 
ducing it.  This  is  highly  creditable  to  Mr. 
Kennedy. 

Mr.  Louis  James,  who  is  well  known  in 
this  city,  met  with  a  nearly  fatal  accident  re- 
cently, while  performing  the  part  of  "Max" 
in  the  new  Russian  play,  "The  Exiles."  He 
dropped  his  musket  a  little  too  fast,  and  the 
hammer  catching  in  his  clothing  discharged 
the  piece.  His  neck  and  ear  were  severely 
burnt,  his  wig  singed  and  his  hat  blown  off. 
Altogether,  it  was  a  narrow  escape. 

The  Rose  Eytinge  Company  have  gone 
farther  and  fared  worse  than  they  did  in  Chi- 
cago. According  to  the  Detroit  Free  Press, 
Miss  Eytinge,  Mr.  Boniface  and  the  company 
"guyed"  the  entire  performance.  "They  cut 
it  down  to  an  hour  and  three-quarters,  'gag- 
ged' the  best  scenes,  and  otherwise  demons- 
trated their  unfitness  to  stand  before  an  in- 
telligent audience  of  play-goers.  Miss  Ey- 
tinge wore  one  dress  for  all  the  acts,  and  both 
she  and  Mr.  Boniface  behaved  with  vulgar 
clownishness." 

The  authorship  of  "London  Assurance" 
seems  to  be  still  in  dispute.  A  Cleveland 
paper  credits  John  Brougham  with  claiming 
it  as  entirely  his  own,  and  that  it  was  given 
to  Boucicault  for  a  consideration,  after  he, 
by  superior  adroitness  and  cheek  had  made 


the  public  receive  him  as  the  author.  Broug- 
ham claims  he  lost  this  bright  child  of  his 
brain  through  excessive  shyness  and  timidity. 
He  was  afraid  to  present  it  to  the  manager 
in  the  first  place,  and  got  Boucy  to  do  it  as 
his  own  work;  and  when,  on  production,  the 
audience  acknowledged  its  merits  and  called 
for  the  author,  Brougham  arrived,  blushing, 
at  the  wings  just  in  time  to  see  the  aforesaid 
B.  coolly  appropriating  the  applause  to  him- 
self. We  may  here  remark  that  whatever  it 
may  have  been  in  his  earlier  years,  modesty 
was  not  one  of  John  Brougham's  faults  in 
later  life.  But,  of  "London  Assurance" 
and  its  authorship.  It  is  a  fact  that  in  1839 
or  1840  Mr.  Boucicault  effered  to  Mr.  Char- 
les Hill  (father  of  Mr.  Charles  Barton  Hill, 
at  present  managing  the  California),  at  Thea- 
tre Royal,  Brighton:  Sussex,  a  comedy  in  2 
or  3  acts,  called  "London  Assurance,"  and 
refusing  to  make  alterations  suggested  to 
him,  he  took  the  play  to  London,  where  it 
was  produced  under  the  same  title,  and  pre- 
sumably with  the  assistance  of  Mr.  Broug- 
ham. 

Philadelphia  Brewery. 
• — Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
18,132  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  TJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


W.    SCHKHR, 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

1007  Kearny  St.,  near  Pacific. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3rnos 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

619  CLAY  STREET. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  held  this 
day,  a  Dividend  was  declared,  free  of  Federal  tax,  of 
Eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  all  deposits  for  the 
six  months  ending  December  31,  1877.  Dividend 
payable  on  and  after  the  15th  inst. 

CYRUS  W.  CAR11ANY,  Secretary. 

San  Francisco,  Jan.  8,  1878.  janl9-lm 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

The  German  Savings  and  Loan 
Society. 

For  the  half  year  ending  this  date,  the  Board  of 
Directors  of  The  German  Savings  and  Loan  Society 
has  declared  the  Dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the 
rate  of  eight  and  two-fifths  (8  2-5)  per  cent,  per  an- 
num, and  on  Ordinary  Deposits  at  the  rate  of  seven 
(7)  percent,  per  annum,  free  from  Federal  Taxes, 
and  payable  on  and  after  the  15th  day  of  January, 
1878.     By  order,  GEO.  LETTE,  Secretary. 

San  Francisco,  December  31,  1877. 

jano-lm 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  -with  December  31,  1877, 
a  Dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  Eight 
and  one-tenth  (8  1-10)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term 
Deposits,  and  Six  and  three-fourths  (6%)  per  cent, 
per  annum  on  Ordinary  deposits,free  of  Federal  tax, 
payable  on  and  after  Tuesday,  15th  January,  1878. 

janl2-tf  LOVELL  WHITE,  Cashier. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


TECES 

REGIMENT 

OF   CHAMPAGNE. 
CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 

A  Trip  to  the  Moon 


EMERSOX'S  OPERA  HOUSE. 


BAD  DICKEY. 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,    January    26th 
and  27th. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex 

hibited,  together  with  new  varieties  in 

the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  KoBrNSON. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
34  Post  Street, 

Near  Kcnrny 
San  Franciico,  Cal. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorovigh  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jau5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 

O.  H.  BEOOKS, 

DEALER  IN 

Oil    Lands    and    Leases, 

405  California  St. ,  San  Francisco. 
jan!2-t£ 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


CHANGE  OF  TIME. 

"Winter  Arrangement.. 
Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


Dunahuc,"  [from  Wualiing-ton  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petuluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsluiry,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  I^akeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah 
and  LakejK>rt,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Menducino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

US-Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  GucmeviUe  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Uucrneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

(Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,      P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 

Gen.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


0.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTBL   &   OER4R»,    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


B.  S.  BUH^sTS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth   Street,   between   J  and  K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
MeWBB&p&r,j  Bool 


409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of 
fice.  We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
isBue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


COME 


-AND— 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  GENITO-URINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice   in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CUBE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 


IMPORTANT ! 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  $3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  haB  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M.;  evenings,  6  to  8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential,  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late   Re- 
sident   Surgeon     Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
janl2-3mos 
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DR.  SPINNEY  &  GO'S 

Dispensary, 

11  Jimmy  &t„  B&&  Frsueism, 


DK.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPrNNEYVTLLE  IN- 
FIRMARY, would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  G-ENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  '  'procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  bo 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If  he  can 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  will  tell 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG  MEN! 

"Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  ton  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  also  Dr.  Speeb's. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!    Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

D.  CANTY  <5*  COs. 

Wholesale    and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  onr  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates,  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal.  Orders  from  the  interior  promptly  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  augll-3mos 


SHI®    IS    ®SE    SIDE    OF 


SCOLLAY'S 

AQUARIUM. 

augll-3mos 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Koom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOE  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -  -     $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 


EP'AH  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 
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HIBERIfIA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE -.-Northeast   Comer  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-President CD.  O'SDLLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivau,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivnu,        Gus.   Tonchurd, 

R.  J.  Tobiu,  Peter  Donolme,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Treasurer EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attokney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 

May  be  Bent  through  Wells,  Fan,',)  &  Oo'a  Express  Office  or  any  re 

liable  Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  nut  be  resjioiisible  foi 

their  safe  delivery. 

'I'll,'  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  dejiosil 

A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  th> 

Office  Hours  from  9  to  :, 


deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward 

juh-21-tf  ' 


DOANE    <Sfe    ©  ©. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 


Shel 


si  ©^Sp 


Stall  No.  5>2,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FKANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili 
ties  are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  fines' 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  ant 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

july21-3mos 


HOWARD  STREET, 
Between  8th  and  9th  Streets. 

M.  !NrUx^\_:^,  Prop, 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Fine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .^Llirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 
O..  HICKS  <3fe  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 

C.  P.  Sheffield.    N.  W.  Sfaulding.    J.  Patterson. 

PACIFIC 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


$AN  FRANCISCO 


On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
J^Repairmg  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice.  Jg% 


«»  ppio  k  ::-= 


e  O  a .  C.  A  I-  I  F  ORNIA^     S  T. 

— %E  N.W.  COR.  OF  KEARNY    ST  ^   - 


San  Francisco  Jebruaiy  2.  n.a  187B 


-■^RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL 

BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE   WASP. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCEIBEES 
Thirty-five  cents  pes  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 

BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(invariably  in  advance) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....       $4.00 

Six  Months  -  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  $5.00 

Six  Months      ....    $2.50 
Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTEATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  C02 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  FEBRUARY  2,   1878. 

The  "Wasp  has  not  only  attained  a  national 
reputation,  but  it  is  becoming  known  all  over 
the  world.  We  take  pleasure  in  reproducing 
the  following  opinion  from  the  Berlin  Klad- 
deradatsch  of  December  30th.  (The  Kladdera- 
dalsch  is  well-known  as  the  most  powerful 
political  pictorial  in  Germany) :  "Uncle  Sam's 
Thanksgiving  dinner,  in  No.  70  of  the  Wasp, 
is  one  of  the  most  humorous  illustrations 
ever  published  by  that  eminently  humorous 
journal." 


Now  that  the  last  obscene  picture — let  us 
hope  it  is  the  last — is  withdrawn  from  the 
public  gaze,  and  that  this  notice  will  be 
worthless  as  an  advertisement,  we  desire  to 
enter  protest  against  the  abominable  custom 
of  exhibiting  the  nude.  It  is  dignified  by 
the  name  of  art,  but  the  subject  is  getting 
monotonous,  and  it  is  evident  that  the  pru- 
rient rather  than  the  esthetic  taste  of  the 
public  is  being  consulted.  "We  have  been 
treated  to  "Anthony  and  Cleopatra,"  "Venus 
and  Cupid,"  "Almeh,"  and  other  obscenities. 
If  the  simple  exposition  of  art  be  the  object, 
we  think  that  other  subjects  the  the  undraped 
female  form  could  be  found.  "But  it  is  found 
that  lewd,  indelicate,  disgusting  paintings 
pay  the  best,  and  therefore  we  suppose  that 
Kearny  street  will  continue  to  be  their  mart. 


Delectable  Dungeons. 

The  prisons  of  San  Francisco  have  never 
been  held  up  as  paragons  of  perfection;  but 
we  do  not  think  the  public  was  prepared  for 
such  startling  disclosures  of  their  manage- 
ment as  have  recently  been  made  by  an 
amateur  prisoner  in  the  columns  of  the  Chro- 
nicle. The  articles  in  question  are  evidently 
written  by  an  educated  and  observing  man, 
who  clothes  the  necessarily  filthy  details  of 
his  prison  experience  in  as  decent  and  tem- 
perate language  as  possible,  and  seems  to 
have  no  desire  other  than  to  give  the  people 
of  San  Francisco  some  idea  of  the  wretched 
condition  of  the  unfortunates  who  through 
crime,  misfortune  or  human  weakness  are 
compelled  to  undergo  the  ordeal  of  the  mu- 
nicipal dungeons. 

After  describing  the  filth  and  general  nas- 
tiness  of  the  sleeping  accommodations,  the 
writer  goes  on  after  the  following  graphic 
fashion:  "But  foul  blankets  and  gruesome 
noises  and  fetid  breaths  at  last  yield  to  sleep 
and  a  brief  period  of  somnolence  ensues. 
Just  as  a  brief  respite  seems  to  assure  the 
possibility  of  a  dose,  the  echoes  are  awa- 
kened by  shrill  and  prolonged  shrieks,  evi- 
dently emanating  from  no  other  source  than 
a  woman's  lungs.  Several  females  have  been 
confined  in  the  adjoining  cell,  and  the  parti- 
cular one  in  question  is  in  a  most  clamorous 
state  of  intoxication.  After  repeated  warn- 
ings on  the  part  of  the  keeper,  which  in  her 
defiant  condition  pass,  of  course,  unheeded, 
that  long-suffering  and  much-abused  indivi- 
dual decrees  that  she  be  transferred  to  the 
dark  cell.  The  gates  of  the  cell  she  at  pre- 
sent occupies  are  flung  open  and  several 
stout  trusties  throw  themselves  upon  the 
shrieking  counterpart  of  man,  overcoming 
her  by  sheer  bodily  force,  and  carrying, 
dragging  or  pushing  her  disheveled  form  in 
the  direction  of  the  dark  cell.  Along  the 
corridor  progresses  the  grisly  rout,  the  drun- 
ken female  fitly  representing  some  lowest 
type  of  Bacchanal  in  frantic  orgy,  and  the 
trusties  not  inaptly  answering  to  an  atten- 
dant coterie  of  satyrs  engaged  in  effecting 
her  unwilling  capture.  Presently  the  dark 
cell  is  reached,  the  blaspheming  traversity  of 
the  gentler  sex  thrown  in  and  the  dead  walls 
do  somewhat  to  mitigate,  if  not  to  drown, 
the  defiant  yells  which  still  issue  from  the 
frame  to  which  the  fumes  of  intoxication 
have  lent  an  unnatural  vigor  and  vivacity. 
At  length  sleep  comes  at  last.  Vermin,  fits, 
shrieks  of  abandoned  women  and  laughter  of 
depraved  trusties  are  alike  forgotten,  and  the 
grateful  pall  of  oblivion  descends  and  ob- 
scures them  all.  This  consummation,  how- 
ever devoutly  desired,  does  not  come  till  a 
very  early  hour  in  the  morning,  and  j>resent- 
ly  all  is  again  astir." 

"We  do  not  think  it  necessary  or  expedient 
that  the  city  should  provide  a  first  class  ho- 
tel for  prisoners,  but  such  a  filthy  Bedlam  as 
the  City  Prison  would  scarcely  be  tolerated 
in  any  other  civilized  community.  A  deten- 
tion of  ten  days  in  its  fetid  atmosphere  al- 
most amounts  to  a  sentence  of  death.  True, 
the  quarters  are  cramped,  and  necessarily  so; 
but  cleanliness  should  be  insisted  on.  There 
is  not  much   hope   for  improvement  in  the 


sanitary  condition  of  the  municipal  lock-up 
while  it  occupies  the  present  building,  but 
the  prison  at  the  new  City  Hall  should  be 
immediately  put  in  condition  for  the  recep- 
tion of  prisoners. 


[See  Illustration.] 

"Half  a  Loaf  is  Better  than  No  Bread." 
The  action  of  the  Railroad  Compaay  in  the 
present  industrial  crisis  is  illustrated  by  our 
artist  by  two  pictures  this  week — one  a  car- 
toon representing  Mr.  Crocker  as  a  nurse 
feeding  an  infant  with  the  small  financial  pa- 
bulum of  one  dollar — the  other  a  picture  of 
the  actual  scene  at  the  Portrero.  There  are 
divers  opinions  concerning  the  policy  of  the 
company  in  giving  employment  to  the  dis- 
tressed laborers  at  such  a  very  low  rate  of 
wages,  but,  whatever  the  motive,  it  cannot 
be  denied  that  a  great  many  men  have  been 
relieved,  and  the  question  of  existence  solved 
for  hundreds  of  willing  laborers,  who  would 
otherwise  suffer  severely. 

The  rain,  which  has  fallen  so  abundantly, 
assures  us  of  heavy  crops,  a  good  mining 
season  and  general  prosperity.  Already  it 
has  had  its  effect  on  the  labor  market.  Far- 
mers are  employing  far  more  hands  than  at 
this  season  last  year,  and  it  is  now  reason- 
ably certain  that  the  worst  of  our  industrial 
trouble  is  over. 


Hard.  Times. 

An  exchange  has  the  following  sage  reflec- 
tion, which  to  onr  notion  condenses  much 
wisdom  in  a  very  small  space:  "We  recog- 
nize the  fact  that  the  urban  population  of 
California  is  out  of  all  proportion  to  the  ru- 
ral, and  this  condition  of  things  we  hold  to 
be  mainly  responsible  for  the  unprecedented 
distress  now  so  painfully  apparent  in  many 
of  our  centres  of  population.  "All  the  large 
cities  in  the  Union  show  an  abnormal  growth, 
while  in  many  of  the  States  the  rural  popula- 
tion is  either  at  a  stand-still  or  augmenting 
very  slowly.  The  general  ambition  of  the 
rising  generation  seems  to  be  in  the  direction 
of  the  so-called  "respectable"  employment  in 
the  cities.  Farm  labor  and  indeed  manual 
work  of  all  kinds,  is  becoming  distasteful  to 
a  large  number  of  the  young  men  of  the 
period,  and  they  will  make  extraordinary 
sacrifices  of  convenience,  independence  and 
selfrespect  to  secure  employment  in  the  city, 
where  they  can,  as  they  suppose,  dress  well, 
keep  their  hands  unsoiled,  go  to  the  theatre 
and  enjoy  all  the  social  and  convivial  advan- 
tages of  town  life.  Besides  this,  almost 
every  one  who  has  saved  or  acquired  a  few 
hundred  dollars  goes  into  some  small  busi- 
ness of  his  own,  and  in  one  way  or  another, 
the  speculative  classes  are  constantly  being 
augmented  at  the  expense  of  the  productive. 
There  can  be  but  one  result  where  such  a 
condition  of  things  obtains — social  and  finan- 
cial disaster  to  the  State,  unless  the  evil  be 
checked.  The  real  wealth  of  the  nation  is 
obtained  from  the  earth  and  there  should  be 
more  engaged  in  reaping  it. 

The  competition  in  all  hranches  of  city 
trade  is  ruinous,  even  the  skilled  artizan  and 
the  common  laborer,  though  ever  so  willing 
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are  often  unable  to  obtain  employment.  In 
the  country  itself,  there  is  the  same  difficulty 
with  regard  to  labor;  but  the  opportunities 
for  profitable  investment  are  endless.  Were 
more  money  devoted  to  the  tilling  of  the 
soil,  there  would  be  work  in  abundance. 
"What  is  now  needed  is  to  encourage  such  in- 
vestments. With  the  city  full  of  idle  men 
and  idle  money,  it  would  seem  that  some 
way  might  be-  found  to  attain  this  end. 


Let  There   Be   Light. 

Some  genius  has  discovered  a  phosphores- 
cent paint  by  which  the  numbers  on  street 
doors  are  shown  at  night.  It  is  strange  that 
this  did  not  occur  to  somebody  before,  but 
then  discovery  is  the  privilege  of  invention 
(profound  reflection!)  and  possibly  nobody 
ever  thought  about  the  matter.  Street  door 
illumination  is  very  well  in  its  way,  it  offers 
a  friendly  beacon  to  the  surfeited  diner-out, 
it  is  as  good  as  a  whole  text  book  of  points 
to  the  weary  burglar  and  it  dazzles  the  eyes 
of  the  snoozing  policeman.  But  why  stop 
with  door  numbers  ?  If  this  beneficent  paint 
prove  a  success  why  should  not  its  use  be  ex- 
tended ?  We  think  this  paint  might  be  used 
with  good  effect  on  our  street  lamps  and  gas 
jets  now  so  completely  enshrouded  in  outer 
darkness.  By  painting  every  member  of  the 
police  force  with  the  phosphorescent  mixture 
it  might  be  possible  to  see  one  of  them  oc- 
casionally of  a  dark  night,  and  if  Duncan 
and  Le  Warne  were  daubed  with  the  illumi- 
nating paint,  their  midnight  perambulations 
might  be  rendered  a  little  more  hazardous 
foi  themse^ras. 

Happy  would  be  the  lovers  who  with  illu- 
minated faces  could  sit  in  the  front  parlor  re- 
gardless of  the  old  man's  threats  to  turn  off 
the  gas !  Then  the  school  boy  could  supple- 
ment his  shining  morning  face  with  a  glar- 
ing evening  one  by  a  few  touches  of  this  new 
invention. 

What  a  world  this  would  be  were  the  use 
of  this  brilliant  paint  to  become  general! 
The  tallow  chandler  would  be  doomed,  coal 
oil  would  be  used  only  for  starting  kitchen 
fires  and  keeping  the  supply  of  servant  girls 
at  something  like  a  fair  proportion,  and  a 
cheerful  public  would  view  the  bankruptcy 
of  their  ancient  foes,  the  gas  companies,  with 
unmixed  gratitude.  Then  a  man  could  throw 
light  on  a  subject  by  the  bucketful  or  square 
yard.  Ships  at  sea  and  steamers  on  the  bay, 
could  be  treated  with  the  phosphorescent 
paint,  and  would  know  just  exactly  when  and 
how  to  run  into  one  another  on  a  dark  night. 
Railroad  collisions  could  also  be  facilitated 
by  the  same  simple  process  of  illumination. 
Horse  car  drivers  could  see  the  illuminated 
old  lady  and  run  over  her  with  neatness  and 
dispatch. 

But  the  possibilities  of  this  extraordinary 
invention  are  so  numerous  that  the  subject 
grows  appalling  from  its  very  magnitude. 
The  more  you  roll  it  over,  the  bigger  it  gets 
— much  as  a  piece  of  tough  beefsteak  grows 
in  the  mouth  by  constant  mastication.  We 
shall  therefore  leave  the  subject  to  the  con- 
sideration of  our  readers,  only  hoping  that 
some  oil-house  will  send  at  once  for  a  few 
thousand  barrels  of  the  phosphorescent  paint, 


and  that  they  will  make  light  of  the  expense, 
in  view  of  the  many  blessings  that  will  flow 
from  their  enterprise. 


The  Proposed  Chinese  Capitation  Tax. 

The  proposition  made  by  the  Six  Com- 
panies to  impose  a  tax  of  one  hundred  dollars 
on  each  Mongolian  immigrant  on  his  arrival, 
is — not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  on  it — one  of 
the  most  impudent  ever  made  by  these  arro- 
gant corprations.  The  money  so  raised  is 
to  be  applied  to  the  transportation  of  indi- 
gent Chinamen  to  their  native  soil.  A  morn- 
ing paper,  which  was  never  known  to  ex- 
press an  opinion,  thinks  that  this  is  a  good 
way  to  get  over  the  present  difficulty;  but  the 
shrewd  Celestial  is  evidently  laughing  in  his 
sleeve — a  big  one  by  the  way — at  the  vaunted 
intelligence  of  the  Caucasian  journalist  who 
could  be  deluded  by  so  palpable  an  impos- 
ture. If  that  editor  would  look  to  the  Virgil 
of  his  youth,  he  would  there  find  the  expres- 
sion— used  under  not  dissimilar  circum- 
stances— "limeo  Danaos  el  dona  ferenles," 
which  being  interpreted  to  Buit  the  times, 
means:  The  Chinese  are  not  to  be  trusted 
when  making  concessions,  for  the  motive 
they  parade  is  not  the  motive  by  which  they 
are  governed. 

It  is  preposterous  to  suppose  that  any  man 
— let  alone  a  Chinaman — would  pay  his  pas- 
sage money  and  a  further  tax  of  one  hundred 
dollars  for  the  privilege  of  entering  a  coun- 
try, which  his  compatriots  were  leaving  for 
the  lack  of  what  he  comes  to  seek. 

What  then  is  the  key  to  this  deftly  con- 
structed Chinese  puzzle?  Under  this  capi- 
tation tax  as  many  coolies  would  come  as 
ever,  they  would  merely  be  handicapped  to 
the  extent  of  the  tax,  and  have  so  much  more 
to  pay  to  be  clear  on  the  books  of  the  Com- 
pany. It  would  aggravate  their  present  ser- 
vile condition  and  render  it  almost  impos- 
sible for  them  to  liberate  themselves.  As  for 
giving  free  passage  home  to  the  indigent 
Chinese,  we  are  satisfied  that  no  such  action 
is  meant.  They  may  send  home  the  old  and 
decrepit  coolies  who  have  been  worn  out  in 
their  service,  but  the  Companies  will  exact 
the  uttermost  farthing  from  the  healthy, 
however  indigent.  The  Six  Companies  are 
shrewd  and  intelligent,  but  we  trust  they 
will  not  be  permitted  to  strengthen  then- 
hands  by  such  a  movement  as  this.  Coolie 
slavery  is  bad  enough  now,  but  this  tax 
would  make  it  complete  servitude.  Let  a 
tax  be  imposed,  by  all  means,  but  don't  let 
the  crafty  heathen  have  the  handling  of  it. 


The  talk  of  increasing  the  police  force  to 
four  hundred  men  is  wise  and  timely.  With 
that  addition  to  the  department,  it  may  rea- 
sonably be  expected  that  more  efficiency  will 
be  developed,  that  murder  will  be  discour- 
aged, burglary  frowned  down  and  petty  lar- 
ceny made  a  hazardous  industry.  Our  pre- 
sent police  force  has  no  protection  from  the 
lawless,  there  are  not  enough  of  them  on  a 
beat  to  make  a  good  game  of  pedro,  and  a 
number  of  officers  are  still  needed  as  check- 
takers  at  theatres  and  door-keepers  for  faro 
games.     Yes,  let  us  have  more  policemen. 


TSee  Illustration.] 

The   Man  Wlio  Swore   Off. 

Following  is  a  month's  experience  of  of  a 
virtuous  young  man  who  swore  off  on  New 
Year's,  taken  from  a  diary  found  on  the 
street: 

Jau.  1. — Swore  off.     Feel  happy  over  it. 

Jan.  2. — How  sweet  it  is  to  be  virtuous! 

Jan.  3. — Befused  ten  invitations  to  take 
suthin'. 

Jan.  4. — Resolution  stronger  than  ever. 
Jan.  5. — Stomach  somehow  out   of  order. 
Jan.  6. — I  ought  to  take  something  for  it. 
Take  blue  mass. 
Jan.  7. — Feel  worse  than  ever. 

Jan.  8. — I  must  get  a  physician's  prescrip- 
tion.    Get  it. 

Jan.  9. — Repeat  the  dose.  Might  as  well 
get  it  at  a  saloon,  it's  cheaper. 

Jan.  10. — Met  some  of  the  boys;  feel  g-glo- 
rious  by  Jove  I 

*  *****  * 

Jan.  20.— Is  it  possible  that,  after  all  my 
virtuous  resolutions  I've  been  drinking  again? 
I  have  an  indistinct  remembrance  of  events. 
My  head  is  sore,  and  there  seems  to  be  more 
mud  on  my  clothes  than  an  upright  man 
could  conveniently  accuminulate.     I  haven't 

been  upright— I've  been  downright  dr 1 

cannot  write  it.     Must  go   and  take  some- 
thing to  cheer  me  up. 

*  *****         * 

Jan.  26. — I  don't  know  how  all  these  fel- 
lows got  into  my  room,  the  door  was  locked, 
but  sure  enough  there  they  were  all  night, 
jumping  on  my  head,  crawling  in  and  out  of 
my  boots  and  twisting  three-inch  augers  in 
my  ear,  The  doctor  says  I've  had  the  jim- 
jams.  Maybe  I  had.  I'll  ask  Rev.  Ijams 
about  it. 

*  *****  * 

Jan.  31. — All  right  again.  This  swearing 
off  seems  to  be  mighty  bad  for  the  eyes.  If 
I  hadn't  swore  off  I  wouldn't  have  got  tight, 
and  if  I  hadn't  got  tight  I  wouldn't  have 
swore  off.  Kind  of  mixed  anyhow.  I  guess 
I'll 

We  believe  he  did,  for  he  had  a  wild  look 
in  his  eyes  when  he  passed  homeward  that 
evening.  On  page  425  our  artist  has  illus- 
trated the  antics  of  the  much-soaked  indivi- 
dual who  went  through  the  experiences  des- 
cribed above.  As  it  was  inexpedient  to  make 
thirty  pictures,  the  affair  is  condensed  into 
seven  days,  and  slightly  altered  in  other  res- 
pects. 


A  Fable. 
A  foolish  Ant,  who  had  spent  his  Summer 
with  a  Depraved  Bee  in  riotous  Living,   one 
day  called   on  his  friend  the  Grasshopper, 
saying:  "Behold,  I  have  neither  to  Eat  nor 
yet  to  Drink,  I  would  be  Heeled,  heel  me." 
But  the  Other  retorted,   saying:  "Truly   the 
Way  of  the  Transgressor  is  hard.     I  you  ha<jt 
taken,  as  I  have,  a  Margin  on   Crown   Poijit 
at  $30  you  wauld  not  now  be  compelled   to 
seek  the 'Cold  Charity  of  an  unkind  Wovldl" 
Next  day  sad-faced  Ant  was  walking   Down 
California  street  with  his  wise  Associate-  -Hie 
Bee.     But  the  Bee  said  "behold  Cro\tii  Pfciht 
is  weak  at  $4."     Therefore  the  Ant   and  tHe- 
Bee  danced  on  the  Sidewalk  and  t'Meit  neigh- 
bor, the  Wasp,  smiled  in  a  loud  "Voice.     The* 
prudent  Grasshopper  was  Bunted.      So  we 
see  the  Race  is  not  always  for  the   Slow   nor 
the  Battle  for  the  Weak. 
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e^gklajstd's   masteely  inactivity. 


British.  Bluster. 


"Try  not  to  pass,"  the  Lion  said, 
"Or  on  you  I  will  put  a  head." 
But  Ursa  smiles  a  fighting  smile, 
And  says,  "'Tis  manv  a  weary  mile 
To  Stamboul  !" 


"Talk  is  Cheap." 

The  wily  Bear  achieves  the  Balkan, 
And  lets  the  cow'rdly  Lion  talk  on; 
For  Leo  still  disputes  the  way, 
And  Ursa  merely  stops  to  say, 

'•To  Stamboul  !" 


"What  are  you  going  to  do  About  it? 

Fair  words  nor  foul  the  grim  Bear  heeds, 
But  urges  still  his  trampling  steeds; 
And  (as  the  news  has  reached  the  Wasp) 
The  Bear  holds  Stamboul  in  his  grasp- 
Poor  Stamboul! 


— -^ 


England's  Enervation. 
'Tween  Russian  arms  and  British  bluff 
The  "Sick  Man's"  forced  to  cry  "Enough!' 
For  England's  wordy  threats  were  vain, 
And  British  power  is  on  the  wane 

In  Stamboul. 
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Mrs.  Hicks  pins  her  faith  on  the  text: 
"The  Lord  will  provide." 

The  Chief  Counsellor  of  the  Sultan  is  Da- 
mad.  It  is  scarcely  to  be  wondered  at,  un- 
der the  circumstances. 

"Bishop  Snow  on  Hell."  Such  is  the  start- 
ling headline  in  a  New  York  paper.  Cool 
thing  on  a  hot  subject  truly. 

The  poet  Holmes  talks  of  the  "proud  pe- 
destrian." Who  but  a  poet  could  so  trans- 
figurate  the  abject  "tramp?" 

As  a  general  thing,  in  war  the  politicians 
divide  the  gold,  and  the  rank  and  file  the 
lead.     This  reflection  is  apropos  to  the  times. 

The  rooster  may  be  a  very  simple-minded 
bird,  but  they  shouldn't  make  game  of  him, 
as  is  too  often  done  in  down-town  restau- 
rants. 

Kimball,  the  church  debt  raiser,  is  said  to  be 
a  commercial  fraud,  traveling  for  a  stained- 
glass  house  in  Chicago.  The  churches  here 
will  trade  with  no  one  else. 

It  is  said  that  Modjeska  can  summon  a 
flush  at  pleasure.  If  she  can,  she  has  un- 
doubtedly missed  her  vocation.  There  is 
still  a  good  of  money  to  be  won  on  flushes. 

An  editor  remarks,  in  a  disquisition  on 
coins,  that  dollars  of  1804  are  excessively 
rare.  Those  of  1877  are  becoming  rather 
scarce,  too;  but  'twas  ever  thus  after  New 
Year's. 

An  agricultural  contemporary  has  an  ar- 
ticle about  "Baising  Bye  in  California." 
"We  should  think  most  people  would  know 
how  to  hoist  in  their  own  poison  without 
such  elaborate  advice,  but  then  a  thing  is 
worth  doing  well,  if  it  be  worth  doing  at  all. 

Judge  Louderback,  the  immaculate,  has 
been  log-rolling  in  Sacramento  against  the 
passage  of  the  Police  Bill : 

He  likes  to  see  the  force  increased 

Enough  to  quell  a  mob; 

But,  as  Police  Commissioner, 

He  hates  to  lose  his  job. 

Boss  Cake's  Desert  Land  is  said  to  be  un- 
der water.  Secretary  Schurz  has  certainly 
thrown  a  good  deal  of  cold  water  on  the 
operations  of  the  grabbers,  Whether  any  of 
it  will  reach  to  subsoil  remains  to  be  seen, 
but  the  bottom  facts  are  coming  thick  and 
fast. 

Senator  Dean's  bill  to  exempt  wheat  and 
all  its  products  from  taxation,  having  been 
amended  to  read  "cereals"  and  all  other  pro- 
ducts, will  relieve  all  saloons  from   taxation. 


This  view  of  the  matter  has  been  transmitted 
to  us  by  a  correspondent,  and  we  think  it 
logically  and  technically  correct. 

A  correspondent,  in  deploring  the  physical 
degeneracy  of  the  girl  of  the  period,  asks  us 
"if  there  are  any  girls  extant  of  the  stuff 
that  Joan  of  Arc  was  made  of?"  Our  know- 
ledge of  the  gentler  sex  being  rather  limited, 
we  are  unable  to  satisfy  him,  but  we  do  know 
that  every  girl  can't  be  made  of  Orleans. 

The  churches  prayed  for  rain  with  more 
unanimity  than  they  usually  display  in  the 
work  of  grace.  It  is  no  reflection  on  their 
success  that  the  prospects  for  what  the  buco- 
lic editor  usually  calls  "a  pluvial  dispensa- 
tion," were  more  than  usually  good  at  the 
time  the  first  invocations  were  made.  As 
the  skies  look  fair  now  it  wouldn't  be  a  bad 
time  to  ask  for  fine  weather.  Always  be  on 
the  winning  side. 

Editors  are  sometimes  very  easily  imposed 
upon.  We  notice  in  "The  Editor's  Drawer" 
in  the  February  number  of  Harper's  Monthly 
a  very  thin  version  of  an  exceedingly  anti- 
quated yarn.  It  runs  to  this  effect :  An  old 
lady  on  a  train  asked  a  young  man  if  he  used 
tobacco.  "No,"  was  the  reply,  "but  I  can 
get  you  a  chew  in  a  minute,  if  you  want 
one!"  The  modern  application  of  that  ven- 
erable joke,  as  we  heard  it,  is  about  the  Ger- 
man who  was  solemnly  asked  by  a  temper- 
ance exhorter:  "Do  you  drink  ?"  "Veil  I 
dond  care  off  I  dake  ein  glass  lager,"  re- 
marked the  Teuton  innocently. 

Another  learned  doctor  has  come  to  the 
rescue,  and  adds  to  the  intricacies  of  the  hell 
and  damnation  queetion.  Somehow  or  other 
these  discussions  bring  out  more  crude  and 
uncertain  notions  of  futurity  than  the  laity 
might  reasonably  expect  from  their  spiritual 
directors.  Here  are  Dr.  Chapin's  views: 
"Every  day  was  a  Day  of  Judgment  for  sin 
committed.  A  day  of  judgment  came  to 
Borne  when  it  fell;  to  Prance  when  it  suffered 
in  the  throes  of  revolution.  The  Day  of 
Judgment  was  not  any  particular  day.  It 
went  on  continually.  Hell  was  creating  a 
great  deal  of  discussion.  He  labored  not  so 
much  to  get  people  out  of  hell  as  to  get  hell 
out  of  the  people.  The  only  hell  he  believed 
in  was  a  place  of  future  retribution,  where 
men  would  be  punished  for  the  purpose  of 
purifying  them  with  a  view  to  their  ultimate 
salvation.  People  should  be  more  anxious 
to  live  pure  lives  and  do  right  than  worry 
themselves  about  the  existence  of  a  hell. 
People  erroneously  looked  upon  salvation 
from  hell — salvation  from  sin  was  what  was 
needed." 

Senatoe  Pierson  is  the  man  this  year. 
Every  session  some  misguided  member  of 
the  Legislature  introduces  a  foolish  Press-gag 
measure,  and  is  ridiculed  by  every  intelli- 
gent paper  in  the  State.  In  all  criminal 
cases  the  fundamental  principal  of  law 
places  the  burden  of  proof  upon  the  prose- 
cution. Mr.  Pierson  would  deny  to  news- 
papers the  facilities  for  defence  that  are 
freely  granted  to  thieves  and  murderers.  A 
thief  is  presumed  to  be  innocent  until  his 
guilt  is  proven.     The  journalist  is,. according 


THE    FALLEN    BRAVE. 

Infolded  in  a  gory  sheet, 

They  bear  him  to  his  shallow  grave, 
While  mournfully  the  war  drums  beat 

A  martial  requiem  for  the  brave: 
The  corpse  in  earth  is  duly  laid, 
And  prayer  by  holy  man  is  made; 
The  faint  red  beams  of  parting  day 
Shine  on  survivors  of  the  fray, 
Whose  manly  hearts  with  sorrow  swell, 
While  rifles  thunder  out — farewell ! 

Morn  gilds  the  grave  of  valor.     Birds 

Are  trilling  songs  in  copsewood  nigh, 
That  match  in  sweetness  pleasant  words 

First  caught  by  lisping  infancy. 
Is  that  a  form  of  blood  and  flesh 
Extended  on  that  hillock  fresh, 
While  gleam  the  liquid  pearls  of  night 
Amid  her  tresses  long  and  bright  ? 
It  is  the  mother  of  the  slain — 
Her  heart  will  never  break  again! 
San  Jose,  Jan.  28, 1878.  G.  W.  S. 


Original  Sin. 


Ed.  Wasp: — Dear  Sir:  As  an  argument 
that  may  probably  be  apropos  to  the  present 
discussion  concerning  everlasting  punishment 
I  send  the  following  sequences,  which  I  do 
not  think  can  be  successfully  controverted. 
But  that  all  may  have  the  opportunity,  I 
publish  the  matter  in  the  Wasp,  which  I  pre- 
sume reaches  the  most  intelligent  portion  of 
the  community.  I  hold  that  the  doctrine  of 
original  sin  implies  and  embraces  all  manner 
of  subsequent  punishments.  If  that  doctrine 
be  exploded,  so  is  that  of  eternal  damnation. 

The  Lord  created  Eve,  and,  therefore,  was 
responsible  for  her  mental  condition. 

Her  primary  mental  condition  included 
faculties  of  obedience  and  curiosity. 

Her  curiosity  outweighed  her  obedience — 
as  we  read  in  Genesis. 

Who  was  responsible  for  her  fall,  and 
wherefore  the  universal  doom  of  mankind  ? 

I  should  like  to  see  this  thing  explained, 
and,  as  you  have  my  address,  I  should  thank 
you  to  send  me  such  replies  as  this  commu- 
nication may  elicit,  unless  you  publish  them. 

Disputant. 

San  Francisco,  Jan.  30,  1878. 

(The  request  contained  in  the  last  sentence 
of  our  correspondent's  letter  cannot  be  com- 
plied with.  Such  manuscript  as  we  do  not 
print  is  either  returned  to  the  writer  or  des- 
troyed.    Ed.  Wasp.) 


to  Mr.  Piereon's  law,  guilty  until  he  has 
proven  his  innocence.  Mr.  Pierson  is  the 
scapegoat  this  session.  We  are  profoundly 
sorry  for  Mr.  Pierson.  His  assault  on  the 
Press  reminds  us  of  a  little  Btory  of  Abe  Lin- 
coln. When  the  New  York  Tribune  was 
hounding  the  administration  with  more  than 
usual  virulence, Mr.Lincoln  was  urged  to  make 
some  public  reply,  but  he  declined,  and  illus- 
trated his  position  by  one  of  his  many  anec- 
dotes. On  second  consideration  we  think  it 
best  to  leave  the  story  unpublished,  but  many 
of  our  readers  are  familiar  with  it,  and  those 
who  are  not  will  be  cheerfully  informed  at 
the  Wasp  office.  The  sense  of  it  is  that, 
though  the  Press  may  be  emasculated,  it  will 
cover  the  artist  with  obloquy  during  the  op- 
eration. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


A  Tale  of  Two  Cities. 


BY    T.    J.    VTVIAN. 


&ITTLE  THADY  O'FLYNN,  aged  ten, 

shock-headed  and  dirty,  after  seeing  Ma 
birth-place  razed  to  the  ground  by  the 
workmen  who  were  opening  up  Mont- 
gomery Avenue,  had  taken  his  revenge 
on  the  city  by  stoning  the  windows  of  the 

TEST  old  International  Hotel  until  every  pane 

JJ  j  of  glass  was  as  cracked  as  the  head  of  a 

J  Stockton  lunatic.    Then,  with  a  company 

of  kindred  spirits,  he  began  an  expedition  through 
the  ruins  of  the  rookeries  in  the  odor  and  filth  of 
which  he  had  been  born  and  bred.  Queer  places,  in- 
deed! Every  plank  in  the  ramshackle  hovels  a  black- 
ened memento  of  dark  scenes,  and  every  shingle  as 
grimy  and  repulsive  as  Thady's  own  roofing.  In 
fact,  O'Flynn,  Jr.,  was  unmistakably  typical  of  his 
surroundings,  and  they  were  of  that  roughest  and 
most  detestable  slovenliness  out  of  which  is  born  the 
"hoodlum"  of  the  lowest  type. 

Two  habits  in  common  Thady  and  his  companions 
possessed.  All  the  bad  brood  used  oaths  of  the  vilest 
description  and  in  the  freest  manner,  and  all  these 
poor  little  weeds  of  society  used  th#  weed  of  the  vilest 
description  and  in  the  freest  manner.  Thady  chewed, 
but  most  of  his  fellow-heathen  preferred  smoking, 
and  passed  about  the  rank  and  ancient  stump  of  a 
cigar  with  an  appreciation  of  the  virtues  of  equality 
and  fraternity  that  furnished  another  evidence  as  to 
the  materials  out  of  which  the  swaddling  clothes  of 
Communism  are  fashioned. 

Scuttling  into  the  deeper  depths  of  cellar  puddles 
like  so  many  rats,  and  clambering  recklessly  over 
every  hanging  beam  and  rickety  post  like  so  many 
cats,  Thad  and  friends  passed  all  that  murky  Janu- 
ary afternoon,  worrying  and  pelting  a  poor  Chinese 
scavenger,  like  so  many  little  devils,  by  way  of 
change.  It  was  soon  after  this  latter  incident  that 
Thady's  quick  eyes  were  the  first  to  see  the  workmen 
rigging  half  a  dozen  ropes  for  pulling  down  a  high 
brick  wall  that  had  been  standing,  ugly  and  alone, 
all  during  the  winter  rains.  Such  a  treat  as  the  rush 
of  falling  bricks  with  the  accompaniments  of  a  crash 
and  much  dust  was  not  to  be  lost. 

"See  here,  fellahs,"  shrieked  Thady,  "they're 
a-going  to  pull  down  this  blank  dash  wall!" 

Instantly  cellar-puddle  and  hanging  beam  were 
deserted,  and  a  little  yelling  crowd  began  tugging  at 
the  end  of  each  rope.  The  wall  bent  and  swayed, 
and  Thady  and  friends  pulled  and  yelled  the  harder. 
The  wall  swayed  and  tottered,  shivered  and  fell  with 
a  noise  and  dust-eloud  that  Btill  further  increased 
Thady's  communistic  leanings — leanings  which  are 
simply  to  pull  down  and  destroy  what  others  have 
put  up.  When  the  flying  lime  had  but  half  subsided, 
Thady  and  friends  were  in  the  midst  of  it. 

The  wall  had  not  fallen  flush  to  the  ground,  and 
there  were  some  ragged  fragments  Btill  standing. 
One  of  these  was  part  of  the  chimney,  and  to  peep 
down  into  it  and  up  through  it,  Thady  and  friends 
went  as  fast  as  their  unwashed  legs,  urged  on  by 
curiosity,  could  carry  them.  It  was  Thady  who, 
implike,  rammed  that  shock  head  of  his  down  the 
broken  chimney,  and  it  was  Thady  who  drew  back 
with  a  cry  and  a  long  tress  of  brown  hair  in  his  paw. 

"Golly!  what's  that?"  cried  one. 

"Them's  woman's  hairs,"  cried  another. 

"Thady's  found  a  sheenyon,"  shrieked  a  third. 

The  workmen  gathered  around  the  gamin  and  exa- 
mined his  find.  True  enough,  it  was  a  long  lock  of 
soft  brown  hair,  burnt  and  singed  at  the  ends,  but 
otherwise  very  pliant  and  glossy. 


"Perhaps  there's  more  where  that  cum  from," 
suggested  one  of  the  workmen,  and  a  search  was 
made  in  the  old  chimney,  resulting  in  the  discovery 
of  at  least  what  the  hair  had  grown  on.  The  sugges- 
tive workman  threw  a  brick  down  the  flue-hole,  and 
out  from  where  the  grate  had  once  been  there  rolled 
something  hard  and  round — something  hard,  and 
round,  and  white — that  struck  on  a  lump  of  plaster 
and  bounced  clear  to  Thady's  feet;  a  memento  mort 
of  an  unmistakable  nature — a  human  skull. 

Thady,  who  was  too  intimately  acquainted  with  his 
own  bones  to  feel  particularly  delicate  about  handling 
those  of  other  people,  stooped  and  picked  up  the 
skull.  It  was  very  white,  and,  as  if  the  grinning 
piece  of  mortality  were  not  sufficiently  horrible  per  se, 
there  was  a  deep  gash  all  down  one  side  of  the  flesh- 
less  face,  crushing  in  the  bone  from  forehead  to  jaw. 
A  blow  so  smashing  must  have  been  given  with  pro- 
digious force.  The  front  teeth  were  very  small  and 
even,  as  also  were  those  of  the  right  jaw,  but  the 
disfiguring  blow  had  scarcely  left  one  in  its  socket  on 
the  other  side.  It  was  at  this  moment  that  the  writer 
and  Doctor  Andros  were  passing.  The  doctor  saw 
what  Thady  held,  and  being — as  will  be  more  clearly 
seen  as  the  story  advances — of  an  unexceptionally 
curious  and  investigating  nature,  he  clambered  down 
the  debris,  and  joined  the  group. 
''Here's  a  find,  Doctor,"  said  one  of  the  workmen. 
""Woman's  skull,"  said  Doctor  Andros,  taking  it 
from  Thady's  hand, 

"Buried  in  quick-lime,"  said  one  of  the  workmen, 
taking  a  lump  of  the  burning  material. 

"Thady's got  some  of  the  har,"  shrieked  one  of 
the  boyB. 

5  "Nothing  else  about,  is  there?"  asked  the  doctor, 
after  completing  a  transaction  in  human  hair  with 
Thady 

Boys  and  men  sought  diligently,  but  nothing  could 
be  found.  Doctor  Andros  was  leaving  with  the  skull 
in  his  hand,  and  an  assurance  that  no  further  trouble 
need  be  taken  about  the  matter,  and  had  reached  the 
sidewalk,  when  he  heard  a  panting  behind  him,  and 
there  was  Thady  with  something  held  out  in  his  paw. 
"What's  that?','  said  Andres. 

"One  of  the  woman's  teeth,  I  guess,"  said  Thady. 
Sure  enough,  it  was — a  hollow  molar,  that  had 
been  filled,  and  with  the  filling  still  in  it.  Another 
transaction  with  Thady — this  time  in  ivory — and  the 
tooth  was  slipped  into  the  doctor's  vest-pocket. 
There  was  a  two-line  paragraph  in  the  daily  papers, 
and  there  the  matter  was  supposed  to  end. 

II. 

"That's  a  queer-looking  thing,  Doctor,"   said   the 

clerk  of  the  O Hotel   to   Doctor  Andros,    some 

half-hour  after  the  occurrence  of  the  facts  given 
above. 

The  "queer  thing"  referred  to  was  the  skull, 
which  the  man  of  bones  sfill  held  in  his  hand.  The 
incidents  connected  with  its  discovery  were  related, 
and  a  conversation  began  between  the  two,  and 
shortly  after  among  a  small  group  that  gathered 
about  the  office,  having  for  subject  the  hundred-and- 
one  violent  deaths  that  yearly  occur  throughout  the 
country,  of  whose  why,  or  who,  or  when,  nothing  is 
known.  The  skull  in  the  hand  of  Doctor  Andros 
was  a  good  text. 

'How  old  should  you  say  the  person  was  to  whom 

it  belonged?"  inquired  S ,  who  was  standing  by, 

putting  his  finger  on  the  death's-head. 

"Well,  that's  a  difficult  thing  to  say,"  answered 
Andros.  "The  quick-lime  in  which  it  was  buried 
has  attacked  the  sutures,  and  whether  they  were 
thoroughly  knit  or  not  I  can  not  at  present  tell.  But 
the  teeth  are  those  of  a  girl;  at  least,  I  should  sup- 
pose so.  Most  probably,  could  we  build  the  face  up 
with  its  original  living  flesh,  and  crown  the  head 
with  its  'woman's  glory,'  we  should  have  before  us  a 
fair,  young  face,  that  with  every  smile  would  show  a 
row  of  pretty  teeth,  and  an  abundance  of  bright, 
brown,  almost  golden,  hair.  Perhaps,  most  likely, 
her  eyes  were  blue,  and  they  certainly  were  large," — 
here  the  doctor  thrust  his  thumb  into  one  of  the 
empty  sockets — "while  her  other  features  were  small 
and  delicate.    And  to  complete  a  picture  which  is, 


of  course,  almost  purely  one  of  fancy,  I  should  say 
she  was  in  figure  petite  and  graceful.  Do  you  see 
her,  gentlemen?" 

"Tell  you  what,  Doctor,"  said  the  clerk  to  Doctor 
Andros,  "you  have  sketched  almost  to  the  life  a 
young  lady  who  staid  here  about  three  months  ago, 
and  about  whom  there  were  one  or  two  circumstances 
of  rather  strange  interest.  I  think  I  spoke  to  you 
about  her;  Mrs.  Duplessis,  I  mean." 

"0,  the  little  dumb  girl,  you  mean.  I  think  I  do 
remember  your  saying  something  to  me  about  her," 
said  Doctor  Andros. 

"Tell  us  about  it,"  said  S . 

"Well,  as  a  coincidence,  it's  perhaps  worth  hear- 
ing," said  the  clerk.  "Three  months  ago,  a  tall 
gentleman,  named  Duplessis,  who  spoke  in  almost  un- 
intelligible English,  took  No.  —  for  himself  and  wife. 
I  remember  his  appearance  distinctly.  He  had  a 
full  black — very  black — beard,  black  eyes,  and  par- 
ticularly arched  eyebrows.  He  jvore  an  overcoat  that 
was  of  precisely  the  same  material  as  his  other 
clothes,  and  in  his  cravat  a  pin  with  the  head  made 
after  the  fashion  of  a  serpent  biting  a  file.  He  was 
absent  during  the  whole  of  the  first  day,  and  three 
times  during  the  afternoon  and  evening  Madame 
Duplessis  sent  down  messages  to  knowif  her  husband 
had  returned.  These  messages  were  written  in  the 
best  and  correctest  of  English.  He  came  home,  I 
heard,  just  in  time  to  catch  the  last  elevator.  The 
second  day  he  was  absent  again,  and  the  same 
anxious  messages  reached  me.  About  six,  I  hap- 
pened to  get  into  the  elevator  as  he  and  she  were 
coming  down,  and  so  had  a  full  opportunity  of  seeing 
the  lady  closely.  Upon  my  word,  Doctor,  she  was 
just  such  a  pretty  little  creature  as  you  have  de- 
scribed, except  that  her  eyes  were  brown.  I  asked 
her  if  she  liked  what  she  had  seen  of  California,  and 
the  girl — Lord!  she  couldn't  have  been  more  than 
sixteen  or  seventeen — looked  up  timidly  into  her 
husband's  face  and  made  some  fluttering  motion  with 
her  hands. 

" 'My  wife  is  one  dumb,  sare,'  he  said,  and  she 
nodded  her  head  and  smiled.  I  saw  then  that  she 
had  as  pretty  and  perfect  a  set  of  teeth  as  I  had  ever 
seen.  Well,  they  went  out  together,  but  he  came 
back  about  twelve,  alone.  Next  morning,  when  he 
paid  his  bill,  I  incidentally  mentioned  his  wife.  He 
said  something  about 'friends  in  town,'  but  what  I 
could  not  distinctly  hear.  But,  of  course,  it  was  no 
business  of  mine;  and  that's  the  last  I  ever  saw  or 
heard  of  either." 

The  clerk  finished  his  story,  most  of  the  listeners 
went  "sampling,"  and  Doctor  Andros,  with  the  skull 
still  in  his  hand,  and  the  tooth  and  hair  still  in  his 
pocket,  went  to  his  room. 

III. 

I  transcribe  here  a  few  leaves  from  the  note-book 
of  Doctor  Andros: 

"Brought  home  a  skull  and  tooth  found  in  a 
broken  chimney  by  the  workmen  employed  in  remov- 
ing the  old  houses  between  Jackson  and  Pacific  streets, 
in  the  course  of  clearing  the  line  for  Montgomery 
Avenue.  No  other  bones  found.  The  face  during 
life  must  have  been  horribly  mutilated,  or  rather  dis- 
figured, for  from  the  frontal  to  the  maxillary  bones 
extends  a  regular  line  of  fracture,  splintering  the 
bone  on  each  side.  Such  a  blow  was,  in  all  proba- 
bility, almost  immediately  fatal;  for,  supposing  the 
murderous  instrument  to  have  been,  as  it  most  likely 
was,  an  axe,  then,  judging  from  the  width  of  the 
fracture  in  the  frontal  bone,  the  blade  must  have 
penetrated  the  brain  to  some  depth.  I  have  said 
murderous  instrument;'  but,  of  course,  that  the 
subject  was  murdered  is  only  a  matter  of  supposition, 
although  I  do  not  see  how  such  a  wound  could  well 
have  been  received  accidentally.  It  must  have  been 
a  cruel,  cruel  blow,  at  any  rate. 

"I  forgot  to  mention  a  tress  of  hair,  found  at  the 
same  time  and  place,  of  the  finest  quality  and  excep- 
tionally long.  It  seems  so  strange  that  this  single 
lock  should  have  been  saved  from  the  burning  action 
of  the  quick-lime  in  which  the  body  was  most  prob- 
bly  buried,  or  possibly  from  the  shears  of  those  who 
saw  her  die.    Heigh-ho!  how  fancy  does  run  loose. 
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Still,  the  hair  is  long  and  silken,  and  if  the  girl  had 

that  as  her  sole  ornament,  she  possessed  a  glorious 
gift.     It  is  an  extraordinary  fact  that  the  pulp  of  the 

filament 

"Have  just  been  examining  the  tooth,  and  am  more 
than  ever  convinced  that  the  poor  girl — I  have  thor- 
oughly embodied  her  now — occupied  a  position  above 
the  ordinary.  The  fact  that  its  fellows  are  small,  and 
that  the  enamel  is  beautifully  white,  proves  nothing 
at  all,  except  that  their  owner  took  care  of  them. 
But  this  tooth,  which  that  hideous  boy  gave  me,  is 
filled  in  a  manner  and  with  a  substance  both  un- 
usual. The  filling  is  of  platinum-foil,  put  in  with  a 
Tost  amount  of  dental  care  and  skill-  Its  companion 
molar  must  have  been  hollow,  for  a  spike,  so  to 
speak,  of  platinum  projects  from  it,  and  is,  in  fact,  a 
sort  of  continuation  of  the  filling  of  the  first  tooth, 
This  second  tooth,  of  which  the  centre  was  hollow, 
must  have  been  filled  through  the  first.  Now,  there 
are  only  some  three  or  four  dentists,  that  I  know  of, 
who  use  platinum  as  a  filling,  and  one  of  them,  and, 
I  believe,  the  inventor  of  the  process,  is  M.  Lemer- 
cier  of  Paris.  'Happy  thought,'  as  Punch,  says;  be 
sure  to  call  on  bini  when  there,  to  inquire  as  to  his 
success  with  chloral-hyrate  as  an  anaesthetic.  By 
the  by,  why  not  take  the  tooth  with  me;  it  will  very 
possibly  interest  Lemercier  to  see  a  specimen  of  the 
handiwork  of  a  rival  or  disciple.  Yes,  and  I'll  take 
the  skull,  too,  and  present  it  to  Guy's;  it  will,  at  any 
rate,  show  them  I  haven't  forgotten  the  old  hospital. 
How  well  I  remember,  etc 

"Find  I  shall  be  able  to  get  away  for  my  run  across 
the  continent  much  sooner  than  I  expected.  Doctor 
Baylis  has  consented  to  take  charge  of  my  patients 
during  my  absence,  I  feel  almost  as  jolly  as  a 
school-boy  at  the  prospect  of  a  holiday." 

IT, 

"Among  those  who  left  in  the  overland  train,  yes- 
terday morning,  was  Dr.  William  Andros.  We  un- 
derstand that  our  old  friend  and  respected  fellow- 
citizen  intends  making  a  lengthened  tour  through 
Europe.  "We  wish  liim  all  imaginable  pleasure  dur- 
ing this  holiday  which  he  has  so  long  needed." — San 
Francisco  Paper. 

V. 

From  William  Andros,  M.  J).,  to  the  Chief  of  Poliee 

of  San  Francisco. 

"29  Rite  Camaetin,   Paeis. 

**My  Deab  C : — I  am  almost  tempted  to   turn 

detective,  and  if  my  patients  fail  me,  shall  look  to 
you  for  a  position  in  the  force,  although  I  dare  say 
I  should  require  in  such  a  profession  more  patience 
than  ever.  See  the  joke?  But  aux  serieux.  I  have 
been  in  Paris  nearly  a  mouth.  I  have  something  to 
tell  you  of  a  rather  extraordinary  nature,  and  it  may 
happen  that  I  shall  need  your  co-operation,  as  I  now 
ask  your  attention. 

Possibly,  were  you  to  make  a  trip  to  Paris,  you 
would  never  think  of  visiting  the  Jardin  Mabille.  I 
did,  however,  on  Sunday  evening  last,  and  it  may  be 
that  this  breaking  of  the  Christian  Sabbath  will 
prove  the  means  of  making  you  a  moving  power  in  a 
story  which,  is,  at  all  events,  growing  hourly  more 
interesting  to  me.  I  was  sitting  at  one  of  the  many 
little  tables  set  everywhere  throughout  the  garden, 
drinking  a  cup  of  coffee  and  smoking  a  cigar,  when 
there  sat  down  at  the  opposite  side  a  gentleman  whose 
face  seemed  so  familiar  to  me  that  my  grst  impulse 
was  to  offer  him  my  hand.  But  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion convinced  me  that  he  was  a  stranger,  although 
there  remained  the  idea  that  I  had  seen  the  face 
somewhere  before.  I  have  no  doubt  that  while  hesi- 
tating about  the  matter,  I  was  at  the  same  time  star- 
ing rudely,  for  the  gentleman,  I  found,  was  glancing 
somewhat  savagely  at  me  over  the  top  of  his  news- 
paper. There  was  something  more  than  displeasure, 
though,  I  thought,  in  the  quick,  shifting  glances  of 
his  bright,  black  eyes.  There  was  suspicion,  if  not 
fear!  But  fear  of  what?  I  was  now  sure  that  we 
had  never  met  before.  Handsome  eyes  they  are,  too, 
with  magnificently  curved  eyebrows  ;  but  with 
a  very  perceptible  devil  peeping  out  of  them. 
The  stranger  drank  his  absinthe,  laid  down 
his  paper  with  a  scowl  in  those  same  black  eyes,  and 


left;  not,  however,  before  I  had  seen  that  in  hiB 
cravat  he  wore  a  pin  of  odd  make — a  serpent  in 
writhing  convolutions,  it  Beemed.  My  eyes  are  none 
of  the  best,  and  yet  I  knew  perfectly  that  it  was  an 
odder  biting  a  file;  although,  as  I  say,  I  did  not  see 
this,  and  olthough  I  am  sure  I  had  never  set  eyes  on 
the  pin  before.  You  must  frequently  have  been 
aware  of  such  psychological  phenomena  yourself.  I 
puzzled  over  the  matter  some  little  time,  but  without 
arriving  at  any  satisfactory  conclusion. 

"Do  you  remember  my  calling  on  you  one  after- 
noon, before  I  left  San  Francisco,  with  a  skull, 
tooth,  and  tress  of  hair,  found  by  some  workmen  near 
the  old  International  Hotel,  while  clearing  the  route 
of  Montgomery  Avenue?     The   hair   is   still   at   the 

O Hotel,  but  the  skull  and  tooth  I  have  with  me. 

The  skull  I  intended  for  Guy's  Hospital,  London, 
and  the  tooth  for  M.  Lemercier,  the  famous  French 
dentist,  of  whom,  very  possibly,  you  have  never 
heard.  I  came  direct  to  Havre  by  the  Ville  de  Paris, 
thence  to  Paris — chiefly  to  see  my  little  niece  Lu, 
who  is  here  at  school — leaving  my  London  visit  ror 
a  future  time.  The  reason  of  my  taking  all  this 
trouble  about  a  tooth  is  that  Lemercier — who,  by  the 
by,  is  an  old  chum  of  mine — boasts  about  his  being 
only  dentist  living  who  successfully  fills  teeth  with 
platinum,  and  yet  here  was  one  picked  up  in  San 
Francisco,  filled  with  this  material,  and  in  a  good 
state  of  preservation,  although  most  likely  it  has 
been  subjected  to  much  hard  usage.  The  chances 
were  ten  thousand  to  one  against  its  being  a  Bpecimen 
of  his  handiwork.  And  now  read  what  my  quizzing 
him  on  the  fact  of  having  a  rival  has  led  to. 

"With  the  tooth  in  my  waistcoat  pocket,  I  called 
on  Lemercier  last  evening,  and,  after  he  had  got  over 
his  surprise  at  seeing  me,  and  the  conversation  had 
settled  down  into  something  like  freedom,  I  brought 
up  the  subject  of  the  tooth. 

"  'For  all  I  know,'  said  I,  'there  may  be  a  score, 
but,  at  any  rate,  here  is  the  evidence  that  there 
is  one  other  dentist  than  yourself  who  uses  platinum 
as  a  filling.'  With  this  I  produced  the  tooth;  and 
here  I  should  tell  you  that  it  is  not  only  filled  with 
platinum,  but  its  immediate  neighbor  must  have 
been  filled  through  the  one  found,  for  from  the  side 
there  projects  a  spur  or  spike  or  platinum  that  must 
have  been  driven  into  the  second  tooth  through  the 
first. 

Lemercier  took  the  tooth,  turned  it  over  in  his 
fingers,  and  then  examined  it  with  a  powerful  magni- 
fying glass.  'Yes,'  said  he,  quietly,  'I  thought  so. 
I  fill  this  one  little  tooth — these  two  little  teeth,  en 
effet — mine  one  self.' 

"  'Good  God!'  cried  I,  starting  up.  'Are  you  sure 
of  that?     That  tootn  was  found  in  California.' 

" 'I  care  not,' said  Lemercier,  'if  the  tooth  were 
found  in  the  Red  Sea.     /  fill  it. 

"For  the  moment  I  could  hardly  speak.  Then  I 
told  him  the  story  of  its  discovery  and  that  of  the 
skull.  Lemercier  looked  grave.  'I  did  not  think 
she  would  become  an  emigree,'  said  he.  'You  may 
be  surprise  how  I  should  remember  the  filling  of  a 
certain  tooth,' he  continued;  'but  you  will  see  I  fill 
at  the  same  time  one  other  tooth  through  thees. 
Now,  tliat  I  remember  distinctly  to  do,  and  remem- 
ber do  I,  too,  that  it  was  in  the  head  of  a  fair  English 
mees,  who,  though  I  must  have  pained  her  much, 
said  no  one  word.' 

«  <Yery  different  from  the  ordinary  run  of  women,' 
I  could  not  help  remarking. 

"  'She  was,'  said  Lemercier.  'She  had  that  great 
blessing  of  being  born  dumb.' 

"Lord!  how  the  whole   thing  flashed   across   my 

mind.     Just  call  at  the  O Hotel,  and  ask  B -, 

the  clerk,  to  tell  you  the  Btory  he  told  me  about  a 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Duplessis,  who  Btaid  there  in  Septem- 
ber or  October  last. 

[to  be  concluded  in  otm  next."] 
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A  Sing  Sing  prisoner  has  educated  a  rat  to 
waltz  and  dance  and  perform  gymnastics. 
Nothing  like  a  sentence  of  fifteen  years  to 
help  a  man  to  study  into  the  ways  of  nature. 
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Fred. — N.  M. 

Belden.- — Not  yet. 

Castor- — On  file.     Perhaps  next  week. 

Dean. — O,  thou  digger  .of  osseous  snags, 
wherefore  wilt  thou  ?    Wilt  I 

Eglantine. — The  girl  must  be  crazy,  or 
you.     We  incline  to  the  latter  theory. 

San  Pablo. — Send  it  along.  We  can  stand 
it,  if  you  can.      We're  used  to  those  thiugs. 

Tule. — Tour  manuscript  has  been  received. 
It  has  gone  to  the  devil.  It  is  one  of  his  per- 
quisities.     He  got  two  cents  a  pound  for   it. 

K.  K. — Your  article  has  been  recived. 
Under  the  circumstances  we  prefer  to  wait 
some  weeks.  However,  it  is  subject  to  your 
order  at  any  time. 

Thompson. — We  see  you  spell  it  with  a  p. 
A  man  who  will  do  that  will  part  his  hair  in 
the  middle.  Your  Mss.  will  cheer  the  soul 
of  the  paper-mill  man. 

Booster. — That  wasn't  bad,  but  when  you 
want  to  plagiarize  we  should  advise  you  to 
try  some  old  book.  We're  posted  on  patent 
outsides.     Don't  try  that  again. 

W.  M.  Evarts. — You  want  to  know  what 
we  think  of  your  policy  out  here.  We  have 
no  opinion  on  the  subject.  What  in  thunder 
is  your  policy,  anyhow  ?  When  you  find  a 
a  policy  we'll  find  an  opinion. 

Sancho. — We  don't  claim  to  be  thoroughly 
posted  on  games  of  chance,  nor  have  we  any 
ambition  to  make  the  Wasp  a  sporting  jour- 
nal ;  but  to  the  best  of  our  knowledge  and 
belief  a  straight  flush  is  not  entitled  to  any 
more  consideration  than  any  other  kind  of 
flush.     However,  it  is  not  a  bad  hand. 

Merryman. — There  is  no  reason  why  you 
should  feel  so  bad  about  those  "streaks  of 
gray,"  and  there  can  possibly  be  no  vindica- 
tion of  3'our  course  in  making  fourteen  verses 
about  it  and  then  asking  the  Wasp  to  pub- 
lish them.  We  draw  the  line  at  "streaks  of 
gray."  The  Commissioners  of  lunacy  can  at- 
tend to  the  balance  of  your  case. 

Freud. — "Can  honor's  voice  provoke  the 
silent  dust."  We  reproduce  that  line  simply 
to  show  what  trials  the  average  editor  has  to 
sustain.  The  sense  of  your  lines  is  well- 
nigh  perfect;  but,  unfortunately,  Mr.  Gray 
anticipated  you  by  several  generations. 
Don't  you  feel  kind  of  guilty  when  you  see 
the  opening  stanza  of  his  "Elegy,"  or  was  it 
really  an  inspiration  of  your  own  ? 

The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
The  lowing  herd  winds  slowly  o'er  the  lee, 

The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 
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The  Very  Fresliol  American  Humor 

The  difference  between  a  boy  and  a  barn 
is  that  shingles  are  applied  to  the  roof  of  the 
barn. 

A  Kentucky  woman  disguised  herself  and 
whipped  her  rival.  Now  she  is  trying  to 
mask  her  raid. 

The  Prince  of  Darkness  is  having  the 
streets  in  his  locality  re-paved,  since  the 
new  year  opened. 

It's  no  wonder,  as  a  critic  recently  re- 
marked, that  "The  Raven"  savors  of  ancient 
Greece.     It's  Poe-made. 

A  medical  writer  sa}Ts  poor  circulation  is 
indicated  by  cold  feet.  Greenbacks  must 
stump  around  on  icicles  in  these  parts. 

A  Logansport  physician  who  makes  chro- 
nic dyspepsia  a  specialty,  claims  that  J.  M. 
Baile3''s  new  book  has  ruined  his  practice. 

What's  the  difference  between  the  summer 
moon  and  a  well  ordained  goat?  One  shines 
on  the  dew  and  the  other  dines  on  the  shoe. 

Eugenie  is  said  to  still  cherish  hope  that 
she  will  reach  the  throne  of  France.  She 
may  be  permitted  to  approach  it  with  a 
feather  duster. 

"This  is  the  maiden  all  forlorn,"  who  often 
wished  she  had  ne'er  been  born,  and  turned 
up  her  nose  in  petulant  scorn  at  the  girl  who 
last  season's  hat  had  worn. 

We  can't  understand  why  the  newspapers 
and  his  relatives  makes  so  much  ado  over  Mr. 
Lord  marrying  the  widow  Hicks.  He  was 
certainly  old  enough  to  get  married  without 
asking  his  parents'  consent — wasn't  he  ? 

Bronze  guns,  we  are  informed  from  Eu- 
rope, are  supplanting  iron  ones.  These 
fashions  are  always  changing.  If  our  read- 
ers have  any  iron  ones  we  advise  them  to 
wear  them  out  before  getting  these  new 
bronze  affairs. 

An  editor  was  knocked  down  the  other  day 
by  a  highwayman,  who  demanded  his  valu- 
ables. The  poor  man  took  out  his  scissors 
to  pass  them  over  to  the  highwayman,  but 
the  latter  thought  it  a  revolver  and  imme- 
diately retreated. 

P.  T.  Barnuji  is  lecturing  in  New  England 
on  "The  World  and  How  to  Live  In  It." 
This  suggests  to  mind  the  reflections  of  the 
poet: 

"This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show 
For  man's  delusion  given,"  etc. 

A  Nevada  paper  pretends  that  a  man  fell 
down  a  rniDe  280  feet  deep,  but  seized  the 
rope  and  clung  to  it  desperately,  saving  his 
life,  but  having  every  particle  of  flesh  strip- 
ing from  his  hands.  That's  the  way  they 
palm  off  things,  out  West. 

As  an  indication  that  the  "good  time"  so 
long  coming  is  almost  here,  we  may  mention 
that  a  Chicago  publisher  offers  a  dollar  and 
a  half  cook  book  for  eight  dollars   worth   of 


advertising.  Only  three  years  ago  fifteen 
dollars  worth  of  advertising  would  have  been 
demanded  for  the  same  price  book. 

Shack  Nasty  Jim,  according  to  last  advices 
from  the  Modocs,  has  turned  farmer  and  can 
sit  around  a  stove,  talk  oxen,  and  read  an 
agricultural  exchange  for  three  hours  on  a 
stretch  as  successfully  as  any  Wisconsin 
granger  ever  did. 

San  Francisco  bankers  are  increasing  the 
list  of  financial  failures.  As  soon  as  one  of 
them  feels  compelled  to  suspend  he  goes  out 
and  tells  his  creditors  not  to  be  scared,  as  he 
will  pay  a  hundred  cents  on  the  dollar. 
Then  he  sails  away  and  loses  himself  in  the 
Orient. — New  York  Star. 

"Hav  yer  gat  air  clock  to  sell — somthin' 
noice,  for  a  present  to  me  sisther?"  "We 
have  all  kinds  of  clocks,"  replied  the  jeweler 
— "twenty-four  hour  clocks  and  eight-day 
clocks,  from  a-  dollar  and  a  half  up  to  three 
hundred  dollars  in  price.  Here's  one  that 
will  just  suit  you — a  fine  French  clock,  worth 
$15."  "Divil  take  j'er  Frinch  clock!  Give 
us  wan  that  me  sisther  kin  understand  whin 
it  shtrikes!" 

Grace  Greenwood,  while  riding  in  a  Wash- 
ington horse-car  recently,  was  thrown  by  a 
sudden  jerk  into  a  gentleman's  lap,  when 
she  said:  "I  beg  pardon,  sir;  but  you  see  I 
am  a  Lap-lander."  The  same  sort  of  acci- 
dent happens  daily  in  the  bobtail  lines  in 
this  city  as  the  cars  are  jerked  suddenly 
around  the  frequent  corners,  and  the  passen- 
gers have  a  way  of  calling  the  fair  victims 
"diving-belles." 

Now,  for  instance  here  are  some  pictures 
from  Germany.  The  horses  wear  No.  12 
eyes,  ladies'  size.  The  clouds  are  eleven 
miles  thick,  and  the  edges  are  fringed  with 
mountains.  The  babies  have  lips  big  enough 
for  a  clambake,  and,  wings  and  all,  these 
babies  weigh  397  pounds  apiece.  The  heroes 
are  nine  feet  across  the  calf,  and  the  ends  of 
their  little  toes  would  fit  into  the  top  of  a 
chimney.     Art  is  long  and  time  is  fleeting. 

A  crocodile  watched  a  small  boy  who  sat 
injudiciously  near  him  on  the  bank  of  the 
river.  The  small  boy  was  eating  a  piece  of 
bread.  He  was  hungry.  The  crocodile  was 
also  hungry.  On  perceiving  this  sympathe- 
tic bond  between  their  nature,  the  crocodile 
was  moved  to  tears.  "Poor  boy,"  he  said, 
"you  want  your  breakfast.  So  do  I.  Yet 
why  should  I  deprive  you  of  your  bread, 
which  you  eat  with  so  much  relish  ?  I  will 
not.  But  your  legs — you  cannot  eat  them. 
I  will  eat  them  for  you." — Pack. 

Yesterday  morning  Mr.  Atlantic  Houghton, 
who  forgot  to  invite  to  the  magazine  dinner 
the  lady  contributors,  rose  and  read  in  the 
paper:  "The  London  Gazelle  announces  the 
creation  of  the  Imperial  Order  of  the  Crown 
of  India,  for  ladies  only.  The  order  has 
been  conferred  on  all  the  Princesses  and 
eight  Indian  Highnesses."  And  he  said: 
"There!  That's  all  right.  The  woman  have 
got  something  at  last.  I  hope  Gail  Hamil- 
ton'll  be  contented.  This  makes  equilbrium 
and  balance  equal!" 


Why  She  Can't  Throw  A  Stone. 
The  practice  of  a  whole  life  will  not  enable 
a  woman  to  throw  a  stone  with  grace  and  ac- 
curacy. It  was  one  of  the  first  and  most 
knotty  physiological  problems  whicb  presen- 
ted itself  to  our  youthful  mind — why  our  big 
sister,  when  she  tried  to  throw  a  snowball  at 
us,  almost  invariably  sent  it  careening  over 
the  top  of  the  house,  while  we,  in  turn,  could 


pop  her  in  the  ear  almost  every  time.  It 
may  be  that  we  took  a  mean  advantage  of 
this  discrimination  of  nature  in  our  behalf 
against  our  sister,  and  it  may  be  that  we  im- 
proved the  opportunity  to  rake  her  fore  and 
aft  whenever  she  came  within  firing  distance. 
But  that  is  neither  here  nor  there.  As  time 
passed  on  and  we  increased  our  stock  of  ob- 
servation, we  saw  the  other  fellows'  sisters 
labored  under  about  the  same  disadvantages 
that  ours  did  in  the  matter  of  throwing  any 
kind  of  misile.  As  near  as  we  could  gener- 
alize their  modus  operandi  of  awkwardness — 
for  such  we  are  compelled  to  call  it — we 
found  that  they  swung  back  the  arm  over 
the  head,  with  a  nearly  vertical  motion,  as 
though  it  were  hung  by  a  door-hinge  on  the 
top  of  the  shoulder,  or  much  as  we  imagine 
the  old  Roman  catapult  operated  when  firing 
stones  at  the  enemy.  When  the  arm  had 
swung  as  far  back  as  the  hinge  would  allow 
it  was  brought  forward  with  the  same  verti- 
cal motion  and  with  as  much  momentum  as 
the  thrower  could  raise,  and,  at  some  unde- 
fined point  in  the  arc  thus  described,  the 
hand  let  go  the  missile.  While  executing 
this  quick  movement  some  girls  jump  up  a 
little  way  off  their  feet;  others  do  not.  Some 
girls  give  a  little  feminine  whoop,  or  maybe 
half  whoop  and  half  squeal;  others  do  not. 
Our  sister  jumped  and  whooped  both,  but 
then  she  was  a.  very  bad  thrower.  As  we 
stated,  at  some  undefined  point  in  the  arc 
described  by  the  forward  motion  of  the  arm 
the  missile  flew  off.  Sometimes  it  went  up, 
sometimes  it  went  down,  and  sometimes  it 
went  sidewise,  but  it  never  by  any  manner  of 
means  hit  the  thing  it  was  intended  to  hit, 
jump  or  no  jump,  whoop  or  no  whoop. 

Now  the  point  of  difference  between  a 
girl's  throwing  and  a  boy's  we  found  to  be 
substantially  this:  The  boy  cronked  his  el- 
bow and  reached  back  with  the  upper  part 
of  his  arm  about  at  right  angles  with  his 
body,  and  the  forearm  at  an  angle  of  forty- 
five  degrees;  the  direct  act  of  throwing  was 
accomplished  by  bringing  the  arm  back  with 
a  sort  of  snap,  like  the  tail  of  a  snake,  or  a 
whip-lash,  working  every  joint  from  shoul- 
der to  wrist,  and  sometimes  making  your  el- 
bow sing  as  though  you  had  got  a  whack  on 
on  the  crazy-bone.  The  girl  threw  with  her 
whole  arm  rigid,  the  boy  with  his  whole  arm 
relaxed.  Why  this  marked  and  unmistak- 
able difference  existed  we  never  learned,  un- 
til, at  a  somewhat  advanced  period,  we  dove 
into  a  book  of  physiology,  and  learned  that 
the  clavicle  or  collar-bone  in  the  anatomy  of 
a  female  is  some  inches  longer,  and  set  some 
degrees  lower  down  than  the  masculine 
frame.  This  long,  crooked,  awkward  bone 
interferes  with  the  full  and  free  action  of  the 
shoulder,  and  that's  the  reason  why  a  girl 
cannot  throw  a  stone.  The  design  of  this 
sort  of  thing  is  still  unexplained  to  our  en- 
tire satisfaction.  We  have  devoloped  a  pet 
theory  of  our  own,  however,  that  an  all  wise 
and  beneficent  Providence,  foreseeing  that 
there  would  be  rolling-pins,  and  stove-hooks, 
and  pot-lids,  and  hot  water  in  the  world,  set 
the  woman's  clavicle  down  a  hitch  or  two  for 
the  safety  of  men.  It's  lucky  for  all  of  us 
that  women  cannot  throw  stones. 
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—A  Chinaman  named  Lew  Wong  was  exe- 
cuted at  San  Rafael  on  Tuesday  last.  The 
method  of  his  taking  off  was  cool  and  con- 
ventional, and  he  .lied  game. 

— The  Mail  expired  gracefully  on  Tuesday 
night.  The  employees,  who  had  not  been 
paid  for  some  time,  brought  out  the  paper  as 
the  Herald-Mail.  Dalziel  found  refuge  in  the 
Echo  office,  and  that  little  sheet  now  appears 
as  the  Mail.  Truly  this  is  the  graveyard  of 
journals. 

— The  people  in  the  East  are  awakening  to 
a  realization  of  the  danger  which  is  threaten- 
ing them,  with  the  incubus  which  is  paraly- 
sing the  laboring  interests  of  the  Pacific 
Coast,  and  we  are  confident  that  some  means 
will  be  devised  to  divert  the  calamity  in  that 
section  and  remove  it  from  this. — Ex. 

— The  death  of  Senator  Angney  of  Santa 
Clara,  gives  the  Workingmen  another  op- 
portunity of  testing  their  strength.  But  the 
game  is  hardly  worth  the  candle.  The  un- 
expired term  amounts  to  only  a  few  weeks. 
The  Santa  Clara  Democrats  and  Republicans 
are  apathetic — the  "Workingmen  measurably 
confident. 

— Secretary  Schurz  is  renovating  the  In- 
dian Bureau,  and  in  the  course  of  his  work, 
has  developed  enough  rotteness  to  condemn 
the  whole  institution.  The  Secretary  con- 
templates turning  over  all  the  reservations  to 
the  regular  army,  thereby  freeing  the  red- 
skins from  the  vile  influence  of  political  scal- 
lawags  and  bummers. — Ex. 

— A  speaker  at  one  of  the  temperance 
meetings  the  other  evening,  said  that  the 
climate  was  responsible  for  the  general  in- 
temperance which  he  was  pained  to  notice  in 
California.  He  wanted  to  know  how  any 
man  who  drank  could  rise  to  a  good  position 
in  this  life  or  to  glory  in  the  next.  Probably 
as  good  an  answer  as  any  to  such  a  leading 
question  would  be,  clime  it! 

— We  find  in  an  Eastern  exchange  that  the 
largest  plow  ever  manufactured  has  just  been 
made  in  Stockton,  Cal.  The  mold  board  is 
8  feet  long,  and  a  team  of  twelve  animals  is 
required  to  pull  it.  If  we  do  not  mistake, 
we  once  saw  a  larger  single  plow  in  Kern 
County,  and  we  believe  it  is  there  yet.  An 
idea  of  its  size  can  be  gathered  from  the  fact 
that  it  took  about  sixty  horses  to  pull  it. 


— Pierson's  Libel  Bill  is  one  of  the  most 
iniquitous  and  treacherous  measures  ever  in- 
troduced in  the  Legislature.  It  leaves  the 
burden  of  proof  on  the  defendant  contrary 
to  all  the  established  rules  of  evidence.  It 
is  as  much  a  muzzier  of  the  Press  as  Mac 
Mahon's  edicts.  Whoever  votes  for  it  in  the 
councils  of  the  State  is  politically  dead,  and 
the  Wasp  will  attend  the  funeral  without  a 
throe  of  anguish  to  speak  of. 

— Clara  Louise  Kellogg  was  born  in  1842. 
That  makes  her  thirty-six  and  forbids  the 
idea  of  any  more  low  dresses  at  the  piano. 
A  Chicago  correspondent  says  of  her  mater- 
nal terror:  Mrs.  K.,  the  mother  of  the  opera 
singer,  is  one  of  the  most  atrocious  scandal- 
mongers it  has  ever  been  my  fortune  to  hear 
talk.  She  does  not  stop  at  the  harmless 
dissection  of  other  women's  wardrobe,  but 
discourses  on  their  character  in  a  manner 
sufficient  to  raise  the  quills  of  a  porcupine  in 
horror.  'Clara  Louise  is  the  only  virtuous 
prima  donna  on  the  stage,'  is  with  her  a  fa- 
vorite maxim,  though  once  she  excepted 
Christine  Nillson. 

— Some  of  the  San  Jose  papers  don't  want 
an  election  held  to  fill  the  late  Senator  Ang- 
ney's  place.  The  ground  taken  is  that  the 
election  would  cost  $3,000,  and  that  the  Le- 
gislature is  liable  to  adjourn  within  the  next 
thirty  days.  This  is  poor  logic.  The  Legis- 
lature has  now  60  days  to  run,  and  as  no 
Legislature  has  ever  adjourned  before  the  le- 
gal limit  of  120  days  was  reached,  it  is  very 
unlikely  that  this  will.  Besides,  Santa  Clara 
County  needs  its  full  representation  as  much, 
and  perhaps  more,  towards  the  close  of  the 
session  as  it  did  at  the  beginning.  There 
seems  to  be  a  well-grounded  fear  among  the 
old  politicians  that  another  Bones  will  be 
chosen  to  the  Senate.  Hence  their  reluc- 
tance to  face  the  ordeal. 

— A  number  of  the  small-fry  office  holders 
of  this  city  are  lobbying  to  have  their  sala- 
ries raised.  They  complain  that,  what  with 
one  thing  and  what  with  another,  they  are 
insufficiently  paid.  There  are  few  salaries 
under  the  municipal  administration  under 
twelve  hundred  dollars  a  year,  and  most  of 
them  are  much  larger.  Has  it  ever  occurred 
to  these  gentlemen  that,  if  they  do  not  think 
themselves  sufficiently  remunerated  for  their 
services,  they  are  at  liberty  to  seek  more  con- 
genial employment  and  better  compensation 
elsewhere  ?  Their  places  could  be  supplied 
in  three  hours,  and  the  public  service  would 
not  be  apt  to  suffer  from  the  change.  We 
said  last  week  that  this  was  not  a  good  time 
for  raising  salaries.  We  have  seen  nothing 
since  to  alter  our  opinion. 

— How  the  Police  Inspectors  are  made 
game  of  is  told  by  a  French  paper:  A  Police 
Inspector  being  informed  that  a  restaurateur 
in  his  bailiwick  was  serving  game  out  of  sea- 
son, visits  the  restaurant  and  orders  dinner. 
"Waiter,"  says  he,  "can  you  give  me  a  salmi 
of  partridge  ?"  "Settingly,  sir,"  replies  the 
waiter,  promptly,  and  yells  to  the  cook: 
"Partridge  for  one."  The  inspector  finishes 
his  dinner  leisurely,  and  then  says  to  the 
waiter:  "Ask  the  boss  to  step  this  way  a 
minute."     "What  for?"     "I  wish  to   notify 


him  to  appear  in  Court  to-morrow  and  answer 
for  selling  partridges  out  of  season."  "Oh, 
I  guess  it  ain't  worth  while  bothering  him 
about  that."  "Do  as  I  tell  you.  I  am  the 
Police  Inspector,  and  have  secured  the  ne- 
cessary evidence  against  him."  "Oh,  I  spot- 
ted you,  and  guessed  what  you  were  after. 
It  wasn't  partridge  you  had."  Police  In- 
spector (uneasily) — "What  was  it,  then?" 
Waiter  (cheerfully) — "Crow." 

— Few  of  the  persons  who  handle  Bank  of 
England  notes  ever  think  of  the  amount  of 
labor  and  ingenuity  that  is  expended  on 
their  production.  These  notes  are  made 
from  pure  white  linen  cuttings,  never  from 
rags  that  have  been  worn.  They  have  been 
manufactured  for  nearly  200  years  by  the 
same  family,  the  Portals,  Protestant  refu- 
gees. So  carefully  is  the  paper  prepared 
that  even  that  even  the  number  of  dips  into 
the  pulp  made  by  each  workman  is  registered 
on  a  dial  by  machinery,  and  the  sheets  are 
carefully  counted  and  booked  to  each  per- 
son through  whose  hands  they  pass.  The 
printing  is  done  by  a  most  curious  process  in 
Mr.  Coe's  department  within  the  bank  build- 
ing. There  is  an  elaborate  arrangement  for 
securing  that  no  note  shall  be  like  any  other 
in  existence.  Consequently  there  never  was 
a  duplicate  of  a  Bank  of  England  note,  ex- 
cept by  forgery.  According  to  the  City 
Press,  the  stock  of  paid  notes  of  seven  years 
is  about  $94,000,000  in  number  and  they  fill 
18,000  boxes,  which,  if  placed  side  by  side, 
would  reach  three  miles.  The  notes,  placed 
in  a  pile,  would  be  eight  miles  high;  or  if 
joined  end  to  end,  would  form  a  ribbon 
15,000  miles  long;  their  superficial  extent  is 
more  that  that  of  Hyde  Park;  their  original 
value  was  $15,000,000,  and  their  weight 
over  112  tons. — Scientific  American. 

— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups.  Cordials,  Essential  Oils  and 
Fruit  Extracts.  Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street, 
cor.  Battery,  up  stairs.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 


Mr.  A.  Mngec, 

The  former  traveling  agent  of  the  Wasp, 
was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  remit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
more  orders  of  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 
N.  B. — Parties  who  hold  receipts  signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  us  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 
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GRAOT    OPERA  HOUSE. 

"Poor  and  Proud,"  the  new  New  York  lo- 
cal drama  "by  C.  H.  Morton,  was  produced 
on  Monday  evening  to  a  good  audience.  The 
plot  is  rather  conventional,  and  the  whole 
structure  of  the  play  rather  faulty;  but  the 
incidents  are  exciting,  and  the  interest  fairly 
sustained  throughout.  The  plot  may  be 
given  in  a  few  words.  Alice  Russell,  a  poor 
sewing  girl,  falls  in  love  with  her  employer, 
Allen  Gregory,  a  dry  goods  merchant.  Ellen 
Vandyke,  an  heiress,  is  also  in  the  same  pre- 
dicament, and  her  jealousy  of  Alice  impels 
her  to  seek  her  rival's  ruin  by  accusing  her 
of  having  stolen  a  diamond  brooch.  Alice  is 
arrested;  the  brooch  is  found  in  her  pocket, 
where  it  had  previously  been  placed  by  El- 
len ;  and  after  a  series  of  incidents  and  vicis- 
situdes, Alice  is  proved  guiltless,  her  perse- 
cutor is  overwhelmed  with  confusion,  the  in- 
nocent is  rewarded  and  the  guilty  punished 
after  the  fashion  of  all  melodramas.  The 
members  of  the  company  played  their  several 
parts  with  their  usual  hie,  and  if  the  week 
was  not  an  entire  success  the  dramatist, 
rather  than  the  players,  is  to  be  blamed.  It 
was  an  off  week  anyhow.  This  evening,  Mr. 
Thome's  benefit  with  five  Richards.  Monday 
evening  "Uncle  Tom's  Cabin"  with  one  hun- 
dred bona  fide  negroes  in  the  plantation  scene. 

CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

"A  Trip  to  the  Moon"  continued  through 
the  week  to  fair  houses. 

Emerson's  opera  house. 

The  performance  of  "Baby"  was  indefinite- 
ly postponed  in  consequence  of  an  injunction 
by  Barton  Hill.  The  theatre  was  closed  in 
consequence. 

RUSH  STREET  theatre. 

The  Bentz  Female  Minstrels  in  tropical 
costume.  Concert,  olio,  etc.  Attendance 
from  fair  to  middling. 

woodward's  gardens. 

"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  "Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 


day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

The  Union  Square  Company  is  in  Sacra- 
mento. 

Mr.  "Widmer's  concert  will  take  place  on 
Sunday  evening. 

Fred  Lyster  is  said  to  be  organizing  an 
opera  bouffe  company. 

The  continuous  rain  has  seriously  inter- 
fered with  theatrical  receipts. 

English  ladies  wear  black  gloves  in  the 
theatre.  English  gentlemen  very  properly 
wear  none. 

Paris  has  revived  the  old  mystery  plays 
that  used  to  be  so  popular.  There  is  some 
talk  of  producing  one  here. 

"Wachtel  has  appeared  eight  hundred  times 
as  Chapelou  in  "Le  Postilion  deLonjumeau." 
He  first  played  the  part  in  1849. 

The  tendency  is  to  reduce  the  prices  of 
admission  to  theatres,  The  first  San  Fran- 
cisco manager  that  recognizes  this  fact  will 
strike  a  responsive  chord  in  the  public  heart 
and  find  his  reward. 

Mr.  Edward  F.  Thorne,  leading  man  of 
the  Grand  Opera  House  Company,  will  have 
a  benefit  on  Saturday  evening,  February  2d. 
Shakespeare's  play,  "Richard  III,"  will  be 
presented,  the  crooked  backed  tyrant  being 
personated  successively  by  Charles  R. 
Thorne,  Barton  Hill,  Henry  Edwards,  Tom 
Keene,  Mr.  Metkiff,  and  possibly  Mr.  Aibi- 
scher. 

The  former  and  present  pupils  of  George 
Bates  of  the  University  School,  have  tendered 
that  gentleman  a  benefit,  to  take  place  at 
Baldwin's  Theatre  next  Saturday  evening. 
The  programme  includes  the  fourth  act  of 
the  "Merchant  of  "Venice,"  the  dagger  scene 
from  "The  "Wife,"  the  fifth  act  of  "Richard 
III"  and  "Diamond  Cut  Diamond"  and  "Ici 
on  Parle  Francais."  We  notice  the  names  of 
several  prominent  amateurs  in  the  cast.  The 
choice  of  boxes,  owing  to  the  great  demand 
was   sold  in  the  hall  of  the  school. 

London,  current  number,  revives  an  old 
and  characteristic  annecdote  of  Rachel.  The 
great  actress,  it  says,  was  not  always  very 
particular,  when  out  of  temper,  in  her  choice 
of  epithets,  and  happening  one  day  to  quar- 
rel with  Veron,  let  slip  the  word  canaille. 
They  were  soon  reconciled,  but  the  bourgeois 
would  not  forget  the  obnoxious  term  that 
had  been  applied  to  him. 

"You  called  me  canaille,"  he  said  in  a 
voice  of  reproach. 

"Is  that  all?"  retorted  Rachel.  "You 
ought  to  feel  highly  flattered  to  be  treated 
like  one  of  the  family." 
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CAN   SUIT   ALL   SIGHTS. 

NO.    427    KEARNY    STREET, 
Bet.  Pine  and  California,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

5^"  All  kinds  of  repairing  done  at  the  shortest  notice. 
feh2-lm 


P.    FERNANDEZ, 

HAT1    BAZAAR 

602  and  604  Kearny  Street, 

Corner  Sacramento,  SAN  FKANCISCO. 

S3THATS  MADE  TO  ORDER,  .ass 
feb2-lm  "^ 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
18,132  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Breweiy  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


FREHOH 
Savings    and    Loan  ^Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FKANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Director. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free   of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

1007  Kearny  St.,  near  Pacific. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cltaning, 
Eepairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

619  CLAY  STREET. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  held  this 
day,  a  Dividend  was  declared,  free  of  Federal  tax,  of 
Eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  aunum  on  all  deposits  for  the 
six  months  ending  December  31,  1877.  Dividend 
payable  on  and  after  the  15th  inst. 

CYBTJS  W.  CAEMANY,  Secretary. 

San  Francisco,  Jan.  8,  1878.  janl9-lm 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

The  German  Savings  and  Loan 
Society. 

For  the  half  year  ending  this  date,  the  Board  of 
Directors  of  The  German  Savings  and  Loan  Society 
has  declared  the  Dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the 
rate  of  eight  and  two-fifths  (8  2-5)  per  cent,  per  an- 
num,  and  on  Ordinary  Deposits  at  the  rate  of  seven 
(7)  percent,  per  annum,  free  from  Federal  Taxes, 
and  payable  on  and  after  the  15th  day  of  January, 
1878.     By  order,  GEO.  LETTE,  Secretary. 

San  Francisco,  December  31,  1877. 

jan5-lm 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  with  December  31,  1877, 
a  Dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  Eight 
and  one-tenth  (8  1-10)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term 
Deposits,  and  Six  and  three-fourths  (G?4)  per  cent, 
per  annum  on  Ordinary  deposits,free  of  Federal  tax, 
payable  on  and  after  Tuesday,  15th  January,  1878. 

*janl2-tf  LOVELL  WHITE,  Cashier. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


429 


AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

MisBion   Street,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


POOR  AND  PROUD 

Of  the  Great  City. 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


A  Trip  to  the  Moon 


BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


MME.  REXTZ'S 

FEMALE  MINSTRELS 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and.  Sunday,    February    2nd 
and  3rd. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


TV.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
34  Post  Street, 

San  FrancUco,  Cat. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


CALIFORNIA 


LANDS 


O.  H.  BROOKS, 

DEALER  IN 

Oil    Lauds    and.    Leases, 

405  California  St. ,  San  Francisco. 
jan!2-tf 


San  Fraucisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


CHANGE  OF  TIME. 

"Winter  Arrangement. 
Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3C\C\  P.  M.  Daily,  [Sundays  includcdj  Steamer  "James  M. 
«W  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf.]  connecting 
with  Mud  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  fur  Petahuna,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdshurtr,  Cluverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nectlons  at  Lukeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Clovcrdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday!,  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

S3J,Connectioiis  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  the 
Fulton  and  Gucmcvillo  It.  it.  for  Korbel'9,  (juenievUle  and  the 
Redwoods.  * 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't, 


0.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  S.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually   cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


B.  S.  BTJIR^S, 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Me  wspapeFf  BQQk  &mob  Ptimism 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


GOME 


—AND- 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  CENITO-URINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.    The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHARTS 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Oifice  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 


IMPORTANT  ! 


DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  he  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him  . 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  $3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.  D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him;  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.M.;  evenings,  6  to 8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FRFJE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential,  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late  Re- 
sident ,  Surgeon     Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
janl2-3mos 
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DR.  SPINNEY  SCO'S 

Dispensary, 

ti  Mmmy  &£„  0as  Framims, 


DE.  SPENTNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVILLE  IN- 
FIEMAJEtY,  would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Eemember  that  '  'procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED ! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If  he  can 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  will  tell 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG  MEN! 

"Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you ;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  ease  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
woi'k  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  to"  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  also  Dr.  Speeb's. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!    Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  hest  materials,  by 

®.  QAim  ate   Os, 

Wholesale    and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  H0OTC09IEKY  ST. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates,  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal.  Orders  from  the  interior  promptly  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  augll-3mos 


VBIB    IS    ©MS    SIDE    OF 


SCOLLAY'S 

AQUARIU 


augll-3mos 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITECT, 

Has  remoTed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
co~.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


SUBSCKLBE  FOE  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -  -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

E^All  Postmasters  are   Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 
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HIBERJflA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

Peesident M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Peesident CD.  0 'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Snllivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  HcArun,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Toueharcl, 

E.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohii'  , 

TBEAstTBER EDWAED  MARTIN 

Attoeney EICHAED  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sunt  through  Wells.  Farco  4  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re 
liable  Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  bo  responsible  (01 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  sLrnalurc  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  thi 
deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf 


OOAWE    «3fe    ©  0„ 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  Xo.  93,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FEANCISCO. 

_  Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  flnesl 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  anc1 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  tilled.  All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 
july21-3mos 

Itealai  Hmwmjy 

HOWARD  STREET, 
Between  8th  and  9th  Streets. 

M.  T^U^T^^,  Prop. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


D.  MI@MS  «§te  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

AND 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FEANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


C.  P.  Sheffield.     N.  W.  SpAULDrNG.    J.  Patteeson. 


FAOZFie 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


Saw®  of  ©vesy  Bescitption 

On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
EF°Repairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice..^] 


SAN  FRANCISCO.- 


WArs0/yt£/?Y£/(s4/?/fr  Srs. 


J  "wholesale  dea7>.t  •■ 


THIS    PACIFIC    MF1S 

A  WEEKLY  JOURNAL  OF  CURRENT  SPORTING  EVENTS 

BRIGHT,  NEWSY,  DIGNIFIED  AND  INTERESTING. 


By  Mail  $4  per  Annum,  in  advance. 


Single  Copies,  ten  cents. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

AT 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 

Thibty-ftve  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 

BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(rNVABIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -         -         -         -      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -  -         $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year  -  -  -  -  $5.00 
Six  Months  -  -  -  -  $2.50 
Three  Months      -  $1.25 


Notice  to  Cottntby  News  Dealebs.— The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Coeeespondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  602 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications snould  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  FEBRUARY  9,  1878. 

We  beg  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of 
valuable  public  documents  from  Hon.  J.  K. 
Luttrell. 


We  have  received  several  communications 
in  relation  to  back  numbers  of  the  Wasp  to 
complete  files.  They  can  be  had  by  sending 
ten  cents  for  each  number  desired.     . 


Last  week  we  printed  a  few  remarks  con- 
cerning obscene  pictures.  Perhaps  we  were 
a  little  too  severe.  The  fact  is,  we,  and  we 
think  the  public  generally,  have  wearied  of 
seeing  the  class  of  pictures  to  which  we  then 
referred.  "We  do  not  quarrel  with  the  artists' 
conception,  or  their  execution;  we  admit  the 
talent  exhibited.but  we  do  question  their  taste. 
Surely,  if  pure  art  be  the  plea,  there  are  more 
subjects  at  hand  than  the  nude.  We  are 
glad  to  notice  an  improvement  in  this  direc- 
tion at  one  of  our  leading  galleries  this  week. 
Toby  Kosenthal  has  given  us  a  genre  picture 
that  is  well  worth  seeing.  It  does  not  de- 
pend npon  suggestive  pruriency  for  its  at- 
traction. It  is  chaste  and  simple  in  design, 
and  excellent  in  execution,  It  may  have 
some  faults  in  detail,  but,  nevertheless,  it  is 
a  masterpiece  in  its  way.  It  is  entitled  "The 
Alarmed  Seminary." 


[See  Double-page  Illustration.] 

That  Balky  Team  of  Ours. 

Our  double-page  illustration  this  week  re- 
quires but  little  explanation.    Our  artist  con- 
denses the  whole  Chinese  question  into  a  pic 
ture,   and   does   it  in   such   a  manner  that 
everybody  can  understand  it  at  sight. 

The  Chinese  Companies,  representing  the 
entire  population,  are  depicted  as  being 
packed  ready  for  export,  and  the  Wasp  has 
assumed  the  responsible  position  of  driver. 
His  team,  as  may  be  seen  by  a  glance  at  the 
cartoon,  are  not  in  accord.  Some  pull  faith 
fully,  others  reluctantly,  and  some  of  the  ani 
mals  balk  after  the  most  approved  mule 
fashion. 

The  wheel  horses  are  the  Workingmen  and 
the  Capitalists.  The  former  is  doing  his 
level  best  to  get  the  wagon  out  of  the  mire, 
but  his  efforts  are  rendered  null  and  void  by 
the  obstinate  hesitancy  of  his  companion. 
In  "the  swing" — an  expression  that  will  be 
recognized  by  teamsters — we  have  two  good, 
stout  horses,  but,  Uke  the  other  span,  they 
are  not  in  rapport.  The  Eastern  Press  is 
one — the  California  Press  the  other.  The 
latter  is  working  honestly  to  move  the  wagon, 
but  the  former  nullifies  his  efforts  and  the  com- 
bined action  of  the  two  has  no  effect  upon 
the  wagon.  The  design  of  our  artist  in  thus 
picturing  the  Eastern  and  local  Press  is  not 
to  entirely  blame  the  one  or  vindicate  the 
other.  Many  of  the  Eastern  papers  have 
broad,  well-considered  views  on  this  subject 
of  Chinese  immigration.  The  popular  move- 
ment here  is  opposed  in  the  East  solely  on 
the  doctrine  of  the  "brotherhood  of  man." 
This  pet  theory — for  it  has  never  been  prac- 
tised in  any  age  or  nation — blinds  the  ma- 
jority of  Eastern  journalists.  We  have  no 
space  to  enter  into  a  discussion  of  the  merits 
of  the  case,  we  only  desire  to  remark  that  if 
the  humanitarian  view  of  the  matter  were  put 
in  practice  and  amplified,  the  flow  of  Asia- 
tics would  submerge  our  country,  its  laws 
and  Constitution.  Self  preservation  is  the 
first  law  of  nature,  and  it  cannot  be  ignored 
without  destruction  to  the  individual  or  na- 
tion that  discountenances  it. 

The  leaders  of  this  nondescript  team  are 
matched  about  about  as  badly  as  the  others. 
The  "Missionary"  horse,  who  fairly  repre- 
sents religious  opinions,  has  waltzed  entirely 
out  of  his  traces  and  stands  across  the  road 
with  his  hind  heels  suggestively  elevated. 
"Common  Sense"  pulls  steadily,  but,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  other  willing  workers,  his  off 
mate  renders  his  honest  efforts  unavailing. 

The  driver,  who  is  no  other  than  the  il- 
lustrious Wasp  himself,  is  fairly  nonplussed 
by  the  situation.  For  the  good  of  humanity 
he  has  undertaken  the  Herculean  task  of  ex- 
porting the  heathen,  but  what  with  a  balky 
team  and  the  rocks  in  the  way  he  is  making 
small  progress.  Uncle  Sam  calls  the  Wasp's 
attention  to  these  things.  The  rocks  are  in- 
ordinately heavy,  however,  and  it  will  take 
the  old  man  himself  to  remove  them.  How 
the  team  shall  be  broken  in  to  pull  together 
is  more  than  we  can  say.  Our  prevision  does 
not  extend  that  far.  But  this  much  we  know, 
the  load  will  not  be  drawn  off  until  more 
unanimity  prevails  among  the   team.      We 


have  placed  the  matter  before  the  public.  It 
is  represented  as  it  is — not  as  we  should  like 
to  have  it.  If  any  one  can  remove  the  ob- 
structions in  the  driver's  way  he  should  lend 
a  hand.     The  driver  will  do  his  share. 


Illustrated  Journalism. 

Most  of  the  illustrated  papers  of  Europe 
and  America  reach  our  table.  Being  in  the 
same  line  of  business  ourselves,  it  is  only 
natural  that  we  should  occasionally  take  note 
of  their  merits  and  defects.  The  leading 
pictorials  of  the  United  States  certainly  are 
Harper's  Weekly  and  Frank  Leslie's.  Our  dif- 
fidence in  not  mentioning  the  Wasp  in  this 
connection,  we  hope  will  be  appreciated  for 
what  it  is  worth.  The  immense  circulation 
attained  by  the  two  papers  mentioned  would 
seem  to  justify  a  corresponding  degree  of  en- 
terprise; but,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  the  two  are 
now  running  almost  entirely  on  their  repu- 
tation. Harper's  Weekly  is  getting  to  be  a 
mere  reprint — as  far  as  pictures  are  con- 
cerned— of  the  Illustrated  London  News  and 
Ueber  Land  und  Meer.  We  have  seen  as 
many  as  four  pages  of  Harper's  taken  up  with 
reprints  of  foreign  pictures.  We  detect  the 
same  fault  in  Leslie's  and  most  of  the  Ameri- 
can illustrated  papers.  It  is  a  sad  commen- 
tary on  American  enterprise  that  the  two 
leaders  of  illustrated  journalism  should  be 
compelled  to  import  their  pictures,  and  it  is 
nothing  less  than  a  swindle  that  they  foist 
them  on  the  public  as  original. 

The  Wasp  can  take  the  credit  to  itself  that 
its  illustrations  and  the  ideas  they  embody 
are  entirely  original.  We  have  had  many 
offers  of  engravings  that  would  materially 
lighten  the  expense  of  running  the  paper  and 
lessen  the  work  of  our  artists,  but  we  have 
preferred  to  give  our  readers  a  fresh,  origi- 
nal paper,  with  whose  conception  and  execu- 
tion no  one  but  ourselves  had  to  do.  It  is 
essentially  a  Pacific  Coast  production.  While 
we  are  sensible  that  there  is  room  for  im- 
provement, (where  is  there  not  ?),  we  do  not 
think  that  the  Wasp  is  excelled  by  any  illus- 
trated paper  now  published  in  the  United 
States.  This  is  our  candid  belief,  written 
not  so  much  to  glorify  the  Wasp  as  to  put  it 
on  record  that  the  people  of  the  Pacific  Slope 
have  the  intelligence  and  discrimination  to 
foster  an  enterprise  that  is  seldom  successful 
except  in  the  very  oldest  communities.  For 
once  the  old  Biblical  adage  is  proved 
untrue:  "Truly  a  man  is  not  without  honor 
save  in  his  own  country." 


The  Public  Want  To  Know. 
Messrs.  Duncan  and  Le  Warne  are  still  at 
large.  This  is  a  very  damaging  fact  for  the 
police.  It  is  asserted  that  the  two  are  still 
in  the  city;  though,  of  course,  all  such  asser- 
tions must  be  taken  cum  grano  salis.  It  is 
probable  that  neither  of  the  ruffians  have  left 
the  city,  and  it  is  not  impossible  that  some 
officials  know  more  about  their  whereabouts 
than  they  would  be  willing  to  admit.  The 
public  will .  never  rest  until  the  Fell-street 
mystery  is  explained.  We  have  been  pro- 
mised statements  that  would  explain  away 
our  suspicions;   but,  unfortunately  they  are 
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not  forthcoming.  There  is  no  use  in  trying 
to'  dodge  the  matter.  Evasion  may  hold 
good  for  a  time.  The  public  may  be  tempo- 
rarily hoodwinked,  but  somebody  will  yet 
make  a  clean  breast  of  it.  The  sooner  the 
better. 


A  Serious  Epidemic. 

The  bummer,  though  by  no  means  indi- 
genous to  San  Francisco,  attains  a  rank 
growth  under  our  kindly  skies,  and  indeed  it 
may  truly  be  said  that  the  local  genus  is 
almost  peculiar  to  this  city.  A  few  days  ago, 
when  the  Railroad  Company  offered  employ- 
ment to  a  few  hundred  men  at  a  dollar  a  day, 
the  line  between  the  honest  indigent  and  the 
chronic  bummer  was  sharply  drawn.  The 
former  flocked  in  hundreds  to  honestly  earn 
their  bread,  while  the  latter  were  made  con- 
spicuous by  their  absence. 

The  hard  times  which  prevail  have  added 
immensely  to  the  ranks  of  the  indigent,  and 
it  is  often  very  hard  to  determine  whether  the 
asker  of  charity  on  the  public  streets  is 
worthy  of  it,  or  a  confirmed  and  professional 
beat.  Many  "unco  gude"  people  decline  to 
give  pecuniary  relief  to  any  street  suppli- 
cants, lest  they  be  taken  in  by  an  unworthy 
subject,  and  in  many  cases  they  are  right; 
but  many  genuine  objects  of  charity  are  com- 
pelled by  their  privations  to  seek  assistance 
in  this  way. 

A  little  discrimination  will  enable  the 
charitably  disposed  to  discern  between  the 
professional  vagrant  and  the  honest  but  un- 
fortunate. The  professional  has  his  accus- 
tomed haunts,  and  prefaces  his  petition  by  a 
long-winded  story  of  his  woes.  His  words 
are  well-chosen  and  eminently  calculated  to 
excite  commiseration.  He  begins  glibly :  "May 
I  speak  a  word  with  you,  sir?"  The  request 
being  granted,  he  goes  right  to  business. 
Sometimes  it  will  be  that  he  was  injured  by 
a  blast  in  a  mine  by  which  his  system  was  so 
shaken  up  that  further  manual  labor  was  out 
of  the  question.  The  details  are  given  with 
painful  minuteness.  Again  the  bummer  will 
plead  weakness,  the  result  of  a  long  fit  of 
sickness.  He  has  just  been  discharged  from 
the  County  Hospital.  Another  has  a  wife 
and  family  in  Oregon,  whom  he  wishes  to 
reach.  Another  has  an  incontrollable  ambi- 
tion to  visit  Oakland,  and  wants  fifteen  cents 
for  that  purpose.  Still  another — a  numerous 
class — has  not  tasted  alimentary  sustenance 
for  three  days,  and  will  perish  miserably  of 
inanition,  unless  immediate  relief  be  forth- 
coming. But  the  dodges  to  which  the  pro- 
fessional "striker"  resorts  in  order  to  gain 
his  ends  are  so  numerous  that  it  would  oc- 
cupy too  much  of  our  space  to  undertake  to 
detail  them,  and  even  then  the  labor  would 
be  vain  and  unprofitable,  as  his  fertility  of 
resource  is  inexhaustible,  and  he  varies  his 
plan  of  action  constantly.  It  will  be  noticed 
with  most  of  the  genus,  however,  that  the 
story  is  told  is  told  in  a  parrot-like  manner, 
as  if  it  had  had  many  rehearsals,  and  then 
the  ineffable  cheek  of  the  petitioner  may  be 
noted  by  even  a  careless  observer  of  human 
nature.  The  posture,  speech  and  accent  are 
evidently  the  result  of  long  practice. 

People  who  are  really  deserving  will  un- 
dergo extreme  privations  before  they  will  de- 


mean themselves  by  soliciting  charity  on  the 
public  street.  Hence,  their  numbers  are 
small  compared  with  the  grand  army  of  dead 
beats  who  infest  the  streets  at  night.  There 
is  no  arbitrary  rule  by  which  the  deserving 
may  be  recognized — as  the  professionals  are 
ready  actors,  and  assume,  as  nearly  as  pos- 
sible, the  character  and  manner  of  their 
needy,  but  honest,  brethren. 

The  principal  haunts  of  the  tribe  are  in  the 
down-town  restaurants.  Clay  street,  be- 
tween Sansome  and  Montgomery  is  literally 
infested  with  sturdy  beggars,  and  several 
blocks  in  the  immediate  neighborhood  are 
neary  in  the  same  condition.  They  stand  in 
the  doorways  of  the  houses,  and  some  of 
them  systematically  "strike"  every  one  that 
passes.  It  is  no  unusual  thing  for  an  adept 
in  the  business  to  clear  his  four  or  five  dol- 
lars a  night.  The  money  is  usually  squan- 
dered in  some  of  the  low  dives  on  Leidesdorff 
street,  where  wild  orgies  are  indulged  in, 
often  resulting  in  free  fights,  as  the  Police 
Court  records  will  show.  The  bummer  is 
also  becoming  quite  numerous  along  Market 
street,  and  in  many  localities  where  he  was 
hitherto  unknown.  Wherever  found,  the 
same  ear-marks  are  discernible. 

Most  of  these  fellows  are,  or  ought  to  be, 
well-known  to  the  police.  Why  the  evil  is 
not  abated  is  one  of  the  of  the  many  myste- 
ries connected  with  local  police  management. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page."] 

Toby  Rosentahl. 

On  our  first  page  we  present  a  portrait  of 
that  talented  young  San  Francisco  artist, 
Toby  Rosenthal,  whose  paintings  have  ex- 
cited so  much  admiration  among  virtuosos, 
both  in  Europe  and  this  country.  The  furor 
created  by  his  magnificent  conception  of 
"Elaine"  will  be  remembered  by  connois- 
seurs and  the  public  generally. 

The  last  of  his  pictures,  "The  Alarmed 
Seminary,"  has  recently  arriyed  from  Ger- 
many, and  is  now  to  be  seen  at  Snow  and 
May's  Art  Gallery.  The  picture  is  a  very 
large  one,  being  six  feet  long  by  four  high, 
and  contains  some  twenty  figures.  It  repre- 
sents the  terror  of  the  inmates  of  a  boarding 
school,  who  have  been  alarmed  at  a  noise  in 
an  attic  closet.  They  have  all  turned  out  to 
repel  the  invader,  though,  it  is  evident  from 
their  ludicrously  terrified  faces  that  their  de- 
fence would  be  an  eminently  weak  and  un- 
certain one.  The  figures  ai-e  excellently 
drawn,  the  grouping  well-managed,  and  the 
painting  of  light  and  shade  exquisitely  real- 
istic. The  moment  chosen  is  when  the  ser- 
vant girl  has  opened  the  closet  door  and  a 
watering  pot  comes  down  with  a  crash,  while 
a  broom  tumbles  out  among  the  affrighted 
girls.  One  of  the  latter,  a  saucy  little  one 
with  a  red  shawl  thrown  over  her  head,  is  in 
a  position  to  see  that  the  trouble  is  caused 
by  a  predatory  cat,  but  she  conceals  her 
knowledge  from  the  others,  and  adds  to  their 
apprehensions  by  grasping  a  dust-brnsh  with 
a  serio-comic  expression  of  fear  upon  her 
mischievous  countenance.  Every  form  of 
expression  that  the  average  school  girl  could 
assume  under  the  circumstances,  is  given. 
The  stern  "Principal"  and  the  timid  servant 


girl  are  portrayed  with  startling  realism. 
Altogether  the  painting  is  natural  and  unaf- 
fected, and,  though  the  subject  is  a  suf- 
ficiently homely  one,  it  calls  for  great  na- 
tural ability  and  faithful  attention  to  detail. 
"The  Alarmed  Seminary"  was  recently  ex- 
hibited in  Berlin  and  ranked  there  with  the 
best  productions  of  contemporary  figure  pain- 
ters. AVe  are  glad  to  have  the  opportunity 
of  also  bearing  our  testimony  to  the  general 
excellence  of  Mr.  Rosenthal's  latest  produc- 
tion. 


Celestial  Impudence. 
The  letter  sent  to  Hon.  Horace  Davis  by 
the  officials  of  the  Chinese  Merchants'  Ex- 
change, is  a  perfect  miracle  of  cheek — or 
would  be  in  any  other  than  the  guileless  Chi- 
nee. It  contains  a  covert  threat  that  the 
proprietor  of  the  Golden  Gate  Flouring 
Mills  may  make  up  his  mind  to  the  loss  of 
the  Chinese  export  trade  unless  he  recedes 
from  the  position  taken  by  him  on  the  Chi- 
nese question  in  Congress.  We  have  too 
much  faith  in  the  manliness  and  integrity  of 
Mr.  Davis  to  think  for  a  moment  that  he  will 
allow  any  considerations  of  a  private  nature 
to  interfere  with  his  manifest  public  duties 
in  the  premises.  The  Chinese  letter  is  there- 
fore a  wanton  and  gratuitous  insult  to  an 
honorable  gentleman;  for  the  loss  of  trade  is 
the  principal  argument  his  correspondents 
use  to  induce  him  to  modify  his  opinions 
concerning  the  morality  and  expediency  of 
further  Coolie  importations.  We  think  the 
matter  safe  with  our  Congressman,  notwith- 
standing the  insidious  reproaches  of  Messrs. 
Quong  Hong-On  and  Wing  Wo-San. 


The  Water  Question. 
This  does  not  refer  to  the  Blue-ribbon 
movement  or  the  Sacramento  floods — though 
it  would  be  an  excellent  caption  for  a  dis- 
quisition on  either  of  these  topics — but  to 
the  proposition  that  the  city  should  acquire 
its  own  Water  Works,  either  by  purchase 
from  Spring  Valley  or  by  the  creation  of  a  new 
system.  It  is  a  notorious  fact  that  the  pre- 
sent company  is  making  enormous  profits  on 
its  original  investment,  and  the  discussion 
now  going  on  at  Sacramento  is  upon  the  sub- 
ject of  regulating  these  profits  and  confining 
them  within  reasonable  limits.  That  there 
is  law  for  this,  was  settled  by  the  decision  of 
the  U.  S.  Supreme  Court — that  it  is  equity, 
no  reasonable  man  can  doubt.  Spring  Val- 
ley stock  has  been  so  watered  that  the  origi- 
nal issue  is  fairly  swamped  by  the  increase. 
The  company  want  to  make  ten  or 
twelve  per  cent,  on  the  total  issue — the 
city  proposes  to  allow  them  that  profit 
on  the  present  value  of  the  works.  The  de- 
bate drew  a  sharp  distinction  between  the 
friends  of  the  people  and  the  tools  of  the 
Water  Company.  The  Spring  Valley  lobby 
is  strong — the  consciences  of  some  of  our 
legislators  wonderfully  elastic. 


fSee  Illustration.] 

The  Wreck  of  the  King  Philip. 
On  page  448  we  present  a  graphic  picture 
of  the  wreck  of  the  King  Philip.  The  details 
of  the  disaster  are  familiar  to  most  of  our 
readers.  The  artistic  effects  of  the  foaming 
sea  and  murky  atmosphere  were  beautiful, 
and  our  artist  has  caught  them  deftly  in  the 
illustration. 
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J±   NOBLE   J^EAnENOE. 

FROM    SKETCHES    TAKEN    BY    OUR    RESIDENT    ARTIST   AT   UJIJIJI. 


1.     The  Elephant  sallies  forth. 


2.     And  takes  his  morning  beverage. 


3.     The  incautious  native  shoots.      An  ar- 
row escape. 


4.     Pursuit  and  capture  of  the  i.  n. 


5.     Revenge  is  sweet. 


6.  The  Elephant  murmurs  "I  know  a  Bank!" 


7.     And  deposits  something  in  it. 


8.     Between  Scylla  and  Charybdis. 


9.     A  close  squeeze. 


10.     A  new  idea  strikes  the  animal. 


11.     And  he  acts  upon  it.     Every  rose  has 
its  thorns. 


12.    Guilt  punished  and  virtue  triumphant. 
'Who  will  care  for  Mungo  now  ?" 
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We  positively  decline  to  receive  any  more 
jokes  on  Bones. 

The  profane  man  who  said  he  would  stay 
there  "till  hell  froze  over!"  has  had  to  move. 
It's  froze.  •   Beecher  did  it. 

Pat  for  your  paper.  Time  up — says  the 
Lower  Lake  Bulletin.  Certainly,  tie  'em  up 
if  they  don't  come  to  the  scratch. 

The  dollar  of  our  fathers  is  gaining  ground 
daily.  We  hope  it  will  soon  be  strong 
enough  to  pay  us  a  protracted  visit. 

Swift  is  a  good  deal  like  Ben  Butler  with 
his  hatful  of  bricks.  He  is  shying  them 
round  pretty  promiscuously  on  the  Water 
debate. 

Whoever  is  responsible  for  the  insidious 
allegation  that  Dr.  Mary  Walker  wears  a 
goatee  will  find  his  reward  on  the  other  side 
— hell  or  no  hell. 

English  smokers  complain  that  their  Ha- 
vana cigars  come  from  Germany.  We  know 
better  here  than  to  go  to  Germany  for  Hava- 
nas.     We  make  them  ourselves. 

"Grass  is  growing  very  fast."  So  say  our 
country  exchanges.  It  is  about  time  to  quit 
swearing  off  when  even  the  grass  gets  fast. 
You  have  our  sympathy,  gentlemen. 

All  the  theatrical  critics  had  eulogies  of 
Miss  Plaisted  on  the  occasion  of  her  debut. 
We  had  an  elaborate  opinion  written  up,  but 
unfortunately  we  miss  plaisted — for  which 
we  crave  the  fair  debutante's  pardon. 

While  capital  punishment  even  for  murder 
is  falling  into  disuse  in  many  of  the  States, 
it  is  no  uncommon  thing  to  hang  a  man  up 
for  the  drinks  in  the  sunset  land.  No  won- 
der the  Eastern  Press  still  speaks  of  us  as  a 
community  of  savages. 

Rev.  Hemphill  represses  the  charitable  in- 
stincts of  his  congregation  by  squarely  af- 
firming that  the  unfortunates  who  throng  the 
churches  where  the  lunches  are  distributed 
are  idle  vagabonds.  Much  as  we  admire  the 
providence  of  God,  we  still  think  that  there 
is  a  good  deal  of  lightning  wasted. 

The  body  found  on  California  street  near 
our  office,  has  not  yet  been  identified.  .  The 
wound  on  the  head  is  such  as  might  have 
been  produced  by  an  inkstand  or  a  paste-pot. 
The  last  public  act  of  the  deceased  was  the 
whistling  of  "The  Sweet  Bye  and  Bye."  His 
offence  was  so  heinous  that  it  is  unlikely  that 
the  police  will  hunt  up  his  assailant.  Per- 
sonally, therefore,  we  have  no  misgivings. 


The  temperance  movement  is  gaining 
ground.  Is  it  possible  that  the  Wizard  in 
"Lochiel's  Warning"  could  have  had  the 
Mrs.  French  and  Happy  Jack  temperance 
combination  in  his  prophetic  soul  when  he 
said: 

The  ward  rum  is  muffed 
Arid  bluck  is  the  beer  ? 

Considerable  opposition  is  being  developed 
against  McCoppin's  bill  prohibiting  foreign 
language  and  music  teaching  in  the  public 
schools.  We  are  in  favor  of  giving  children 
a  sound,  practical  English  education  a  the 
expense  of  the  State.  Anything  further  than 
this  should  be  done  at  the  expense  of  the  in- 
dividual. 

'Tis  a  hollow  hearted  world,  'tis  true, 

And  solid  frieuds  are  scarce, 
There's  few  to  mourn  us  when  we're  gone 

But  crowds  to  take  our  place. 
Young  man,  be  wise,  pay  heedful  ear. 

This  counsel  might  be  worse, 
A  faithful  friend  is  ever  near 

Put  money  in  thy  purse. 

The  ladies  now  want  the  courts  thrown 
open  to  them.  They  want  to  practise  law. 
The  one  thing  needed  to  make  a  woman  en- 
tirely lovely  is  a  little  elocutionary  exercise 
before  a  crowded  court.  And  yet  they  crook 
the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  tongue  now  al- 
most as  well  as  the  horrid  men.  The  Deluge 
is  at  hand. 

Some  of  the  churches  are  beginning  to  find 
out  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  destitution 
in  the  city,  and  we  must  say  that  they  are 
working  nobly  to  relieve  it.  The  strangest 
thing  about  the  matter  is  that  professing 
Christians  could  not  see  the  distress  before. 
Surely  they  could  not  have  entirely  forgotten 
the. words  of  the  chimerical  evangelist:  "The 
poor  ye  have  with  ye  always."  While  suf- 
fering exists  we  hope  the  means  of  relief  will 
be  forthcoming. 

In  view  of  the  hard  times  Mr.  Henry  Ward 
Beecher  has  thrown  off  one  fourth  of  his  sal- 
ary and  is  now  struggling  along  with  $15,- 
000  a  year.  He  recently  tried  his  powers  of 
persuasion  on  a  hen — probably  with  the  idea 
of  providing  one  of  the  necessaries  of  life  for 
his  destitute  family: 

Said  this  holy  and  amiable  preacher 
To  a  hen,  "You're  a  beautiful  creature!" 
The  hen,  just  for  that, 
Laid  two  eggs  in  his  hat, 
And  thus  did  the  hen  reward  Beecher. 

N.  B. — The  fellow  that  brought  that  item  in 
can  be  seen  at  the  morgue  for  a  few  days. 

The  Chinese  laundries  of  this  city  earn 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  dollars  annually 
that  belong  of  right  to  the  white  women  of 
the  community — if  they  choose  to  work  for 
it.  And  yet  out  of  all  the  agitation  we  fail 
to  detect  any  general  movement  in  this  di- 
rection. The  bulk  of  the  customers  of  heathen 
wash-houses  belong  to  the  laboring  classes. 
If  they  would  withdraw  their  patronage  most 
of  the  Chinese  laundries  would  be  compelled 
to  close  their  doors.  It  is  a  well-known  fact 
that  white  women  can  get  all  the  laundry 
work  they  want  at  good  rates.  But  they 
don't  seem  to  want  any  just  now. 


BALM. 

Dreamily  drifting  downward, 

The  apple  blossoms  come, 
In  the  flush  of  the  golden  evening, 

As  the  little  birds  fly  home; 
Softly,  softly  falling, 

Falling  to  the  ground, 
The  air  is  pink  with  the  blossoms, 

Drifting  like  spirits  around. 

Freshly  the  fragrance  floateth 

Out  on  the  sunset  air, 
Softly  the  light  breeze  wafts  it, 

In  at  the  window  there; 
Where,  softly  softly  sleeping, 

In  a  slumber  long  and  deep, 
Lie  a  mother  and  her  baby, 

And  o'er  them  none  to  weep. 

Freshly  the  breeze  comes,  wafting 

In  at  the  window  there, 
A  shower  of  scented  snow-flakes 

On  to  the  woman's  hair — 
On  to  the  snowy  bosom — 

On  to  the  baby's  cheek — 
Like  a  sign  of  pardon  and  healing 

To  the  erring  and  the  weak. 

Oh,  heart  so  warm  and  weary, 

Walking  the  ways  of  life; 
The  world  shall  not  judge  thee  longer, 

Nor  be  with  thee  at  strife. 
Thou  hast  found  the  balm  of  healing, 

God's  rest  is  upon  thee  now, 
And  his  fragrant  benediction 

In  the  blossoms  on  thy  brow. 


There  is  a  great  deal  of  cheap  claptrap  go- 
ing on  about  the  parks.  The  assertion  that 
they  are  the  "poor  man's  breathing  places" 
is  very  nice;  but  unfortunately  it  is  incorrect. 
The  poor  have  little  opportunity  to  enjoy 
these  breathing  places.  If  some  means  were 
furnished  by  which  Golden  Gate  Park 
might  be  reached  as  quickly  as  Oakland  or 
San  Jose,  the  poor  might  be  able  to  enjoy  it. 
What  is  needed  is  a  good  steam  railroad  from 
the  heart  of  the  city  to  the  Park,  with  quick 
passage  and  five  cent  fare.  Until  such  fa- 
cilities are  furnished,  the  Park  might  just  as 
well  be  located  in  the  Farralone  Islands,  for 
all  the  benefit  it  is  to  the  mass  of  our  citi- 
zens. 

One  of  these  Eastern  tourists — those  with 
the  helmet  hats,  and  kid  gloves  and  eye-glas- 
ses, we  mean — recently  came  upon  a  grave 
man  in  one  of  the  many  gulches  of  Placer 
County.  The  grave  man  was  busily  engaged 
in  moving  a  dilapidated  under-garment  from 
a  pot  of  hot  water  to  a  tub  of  cold,  and  vice 
versa,  as  fast  as  he  could  make  the  necessary 
motions.  The  tourist  eyed  the  operator  cu- 
riously for  some  minutes,  and  then  adjusting 
his  binoculars  demanded  the  motive  for  the 
grave  man's  action.  The  miner  regarded  his 
interrogator  with  ill-concealed  pity  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  replied  sententiously:  "Hot  and 
cold  will  kill  the  devil !"  It  was  a  new  reve- 
lation to  the  Eastern  wanderer,  and,  simply 
remarking  "Aw,"  he  gained  his  hotel,  where 
the  adventure  created  some  merriment  at 
his  expense,  and  finally  reached  the  Wasp  in 
its  present  shape. 


Subscribe  for  the   Wasp,   $4  a  year.    35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


A  Tale  of  Two  Cities. 


BY    T.    J.    VIVIAN. 


THERE  is  a  heaven  above  us,  I 
believe  the  little  dumb  girl  who  was  a 
guest  there,  who  did  not  come  back 
with  her  husband  the  second  night, 
and  the  little  dumb  English  'mees' 
who  was  a  patient  of  Lemercier's  are 
one  and  the  same,  and  that  Mr.  Du- 
plessis  and  the  stranger  I  saw  in  the  Jardin  Mabille, 
on  Sunday,  are  one  and  the  same,  too.  The  ques- 
tion was,  what  had  become  of  her?  You  will,  of 
course,  say  that  I  am  rashly  jumping  at  conclusions, 
but  to  me  it  is  only  another  evidence  that  Provi- 
dence and  not  chance  rules  the  world. 

"With  whom  do  you  remember  this  little  girl 
came?'  I  asked.  "I  am  somewhat  interested  in  this 
matter." 

"She  came  with  one  of  the  ladies  of  Madame 
Ganil's  pension.  "Wait  a  moment,  and  I  will  give  you 
the  address  and  date."  He  left  the  room,  and  re- 
turned in  a  few  minutes  with  a  slip  of  paper  on  which 
was  written; 

"M'lle  Ida  Gilmore, 

Chez  Madame  Ganil, 

3  Boulevard  Sevastopol." 
And  here    I  find  I  must   conclude   this   lengthy 
scrawl;  but  by  the  next  mail  I  will  send  you  the  re- 
sult of  my  visit  to   Madame  Ganil.     Wishing  you, 
etc.,  I  remain,  etc., 

WM.    AND30S. 

VI. 

From  William  Andros,  M.  D.,  to  the  Chief  of  Poliee 
of  San  Francisco. 

29  Rue  Camabtin,  Pabis. 

My  Deab  C : — As   I   promised  in  my  last,   of 

the  30th,  I  am  going  to  trouble  you  with  an  account 
of  my  call  on  Madame  Ganil.  Its  result,  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  has  not  surprised  me.  I  had  my  little  niece 
Lucy  for  an  interpreter,  as  I  am  rather  shaky  in 
what  was  once  almost  a  mother-tongue  to  me.  I 
rang  the  bell  of  the  gloomy-looking  house,  where  a 
great  deal  of  politesse  and  a  very  little  of  anything 
else  is  taught,  and  was  admitted  by  a  grim-looking 
man,  and  shown  into  a  grim-looking  room  adorned 
with  specimens  of  the  pupils'  handiwork  in  the  way 
of  hideous  and  grim-looking  crayon  sketches. 

Madame  Ganil,  a  pieasant-looking  little  woman  of 
any  age  from  thirty  to  fifty,  soon  made  her  appear- 
ance, holding  my  card  in  her  small  bony  hand. 

"Ah,  I  have  the  honor  of  addressing  Dr.  Andros, 
the  famous  American  physician  of  whom  I  have 
heard  so  much?     What  an  angelic  child!' 

This  last  sentence  cleared  away  my  bewilderment. 
She  evidently  thought  Lu  to  be  a  prospective  pupil, 
and  hence  the  pleasant  fiction  of  my  fame.  I  did 
not  at  that  moment  attempt  to  undeceive  her  on 
either  point,  but  with  Lu's  help  managed  to  let  her 
know  that  I  had  come  principally  to  inquire  for  a 
certain  Miss  Ida  Gilmore .  who  had  been  a  pupil 
there. 

"Monsier  is  some  relation  of  the  pauvre  enfant?' 
said  Madame  Ganil,  with  an  odd  look  at  me. 

I  kicked  Lu's  trim  little  bottine  under  the  chair, 
and  answered,  "Yes, I — I  am  her  uncle.' 

"Indeed,"  said  Madame  Ganil,  "I  had  no  idea  she 
had  an  uncle.     She  never  spoke  of  one." 

"For  the  simple  reason  that  she  never  knew  she 
had  one — living,"  said  Dr.  Andros  the  liar,  hold  as 
brass.  "I  have  been  so  long  in  America  that  I  ques- 
tion whether  any  relative  of  mine  except  this 
child " 


"Her  cousin?"  interjected  the  Ganil,  quick  as 
lightning. 

"Her  cousin,"  assented  Dr.  Andros  just  as  quickly 
— was  aware  of  my  being  alive." 

"Dans  ce  cas,"  said  Madame  Ganil,  "I  regret  to 
inform  you  that  your  niece  is  dead." 

Her  loving  uncle  put  his  pocket-handkerchief  to 
his  eyes,  while  little  Lu  looked  sufficiently  startled 
at  the  inexplicable  style  of  the  conversation,  to  aid 
the  deception  wonderfully. 

"Of  course,"  said  Madame  Ganil  the  artful,   "you 
know  that  the  chere  petite  Ida  was  hopelessly  deaf!" 
"Pardon,  Madame,  dumb,  you  mean,"  saidAndroB 
the  sly. 

4  'Dumb,  of  course,  I  mean, ' '  cried  the  Ganil, 
"What  an  old  piece  of  forgetfulness  I  am.  Well, 
her  friends  in  England — she  was  brought  here  by  a 
lady,  a  Madame  Geelmore ■" 

"My  only  sister,"  said  I,  desperately. 

"Ah,"  said  Madame  Ganil,  "she  did  not  resemble 
you.  As  I  remarked,  Madame  Geelmore  did  not 
wish  her  to  go  to  an  asylum,  however  good,  and 
so  brought  her  to  me,  hoping  that  the  gentle  disci- 
pline and  tender  surveillance  for  which  this  establish- 
ment has  a  humble  reputation,  would  do  somewhat 
toward  lightening  the  toil  of  her  studies  in  the  French 
language,  for  which  she  had  a  particular  predilec- 
tion. But  doubtless  Monsieur  has  heard  all  this 
before." 

"Partly,"  said  I;  "but  will  Madame  charm  me  by 
proceeding?" 

Madame  bowed,  and  went  on:  "When  she  had  been 
a  loved  and  loving  inmate  of  this  quiet  establishment 
for  two  years,  and  was  then  seventeen  years  of  age, 
her  father  and  mother  both  died " 

"That  was  last  summer,"  I  interrupted.  (You 
see  I  was  guessing  with  a  vengeance.  This  time 
again,  fortune,  or  Providence  rather,  favored  me.) 

"Yes,  late  in  the  summer,"  said  Madame,  "died, 
as  I  said,  leaving  her  as  we  supposed"  (with  an  apo- 
logetic duck  toward  me)  "entirely  friendless  and  un- 
protected. At  that  time,  August,  the  Vicomte  Mont- 
marte,  a  well-known  and  most  estimable  gentilhomme, 
who  had  met  her  at  the  house  of  Madame  Lefevre, 
mother  of  one  of  my  dearest  pupils,  honored  her  with 
the  offer  of  his  hand  and  title." 

"He  did  not  marry  a  penniless  wife,"  I  said,  still 
following  up  my  desperate  plan.  "Ida  must  have  had 
some  money  of  her  own." 

Madame  gave  me  another  queer  look,  but  hiding  it 
with  a  polite  smile,  almost  instantly  added: 

"Monsieur,  as  one  of  the  family,  must  certainly  he 
aware  that  the  dot  of  Mademoiselle  Geelmore  was  by 
no  means  of  the  largest.  Monsieur  assuredly,  would 
not  impute  motives  of  a  mercenary  character  to  the 
Vicomte  Montmarte?" 

"Most  assuredly  not,"  said  I;  "the  vicomte  has 
my  most  profound  consideration.  Will  Madame  tell 
me:  Is  not  the  vicomte  a  tall,  handsome  man,  with  a 
full  black  beard,  black  eyes,  and  particularly  arched 
eyebrows?" 

Talk  about  the  queer  look  in  Madame  Ganil's  eyes 
at  first!  That  was  nothing  to  the  anxious  and,  it 
seemed  to  me,  frightened  face  she  turned  to  me  to 
ask:  "Have  you  seen  my — the  vicomte  here — in 
Paris?" 

Diamond  cut  diamond,  eh!  "No,  Madame,'*  I  re- 
plied. 

"And  yet  you  have  described  him?" 

"Madame  forgets  that  'so  estimable  and  weK-known 
a  gentilhomme'  as  the  Vicomte  de  Montmarte  is  pos- 
sibly known  outside  of  Paris." 

Madame  put  her  nervous  hand  to  her  heart,  and 
continued  hesitatingly;  "Well,  they  were  married  on 
the  5th,  at  the  church  of  St.  Joseph,  and  went  to 
England  for  their  wedding  trip.  Five  months  ago, 
the  vicomte  called  here  in  deep  morning.  I  divined 
the  frightful  truth.  The  dear,  dear  vicomtesse  was 
dead.  Yes,  she  had  died  in  England,  and  was  buried 
somewhere  out  of  London — Westmoreland,  I  think." 

I  could  no  longer  restrain  myself,  but  started  up 
and  shouted:  "That's  an  infernal  lie!" 

Madame  Ganil  evidently  understood  enough  of 
what  I  said  to  he  aware  that  it  was  something  very 
dreadful.      Lu   shrieked   a  little   shriek,     and    Dr. 


Andros  sat  down  with  the  consciousness  that  he  had 
made  an  ass  of  himself. 

A  little  oil  was  thrown  on  the  troubled  waters  by 
my  asking  for  one  of  the  school  circulars.  Madame 
left  the  room  to  fetch  one,  and  at  the  same  time 
brought  back  the  portrait  of  one  of  the  dearest, 
prettiest  girls  I  ever  saw.  It  was  Ida  Gilmore  taken 
in  her  bridal  dress,  and  any  greater  prize  for  a  man 
to  clasp  in  his  arms  and  call  his  own,  I  could  not 
imagine.  Madame  Ganil  would  not  part  with  it, 
however,  I  promised — lie  again — to  call  with  Lucy 
on  the  next  day,  and  left. 

And  now,  C ,  I  am  going  to  ferret   tftis  thing 

out  and  find  that  villain,  Montmarte,  if  it  takes  my 
whole  life.  I  look  for  your  assistance  when  the  time 
comes,  and  remain,  yours,  etc., 

Wm.  Andkos. 

P.  S. — Lu  teils  me  that  so  suspicious  and  strict 
are  the  schoolmistresses  in  Paris,  that  to  get  any  in- 
formation from  them  or  free  access  to  the  pupils  is  a 
matter  of  difficulty,  usually  great  and  sometimes  ex- 
treme. So  my  suspicions,  due  to  Madame  Gaml's 
queer  conduct,  have  possibly  no  foundation.  Mais, 
nous  verrons. 

W.  A. 
VII. 
From  William  Andros,  M.  Z>.,  to  the  Chief  of  Police, 
San  Francisco. 

52  Avenue  Josephine,  Pabis. 

Mr.  Dear  C : — It  is  as  much  as   I  can   do   to 

write  what  I  have  to,  "decently  and  in  order,"  but  I 
will  sink  my  natural  excitement  and  tell  my  story  as 
quietly  as  possible. 

So  convinced  was  I  when  I  left  Madame  Ganil's 
that  the  man  whom  I  had  met  in  the  Jardin  Mabille 
was  none  other  than  the  Vicomte  Montmarte,  that  I 
felt  myself  perfectly  justified  in  calling  the  aid  of  the 
police.  Fo"  this  purpose  I  visited  the  Eue  Jerusalem, 
and  obtained  the  assistance  of  as  quiet  and  meek- 
looking  a  little  man  as  was  ever  made  a  nonentity  of 
at  home.  To  him  I  simply  confided  the  fact  that  I 
wished  the  address  of  the  Vicomte  Montnmrte. 

"Never  heard  of  him,"  said  the  little  man.  "What 
is  his  description?" 

I  drew  his  portrait  as  fully  as  I  could,  and  the 
little  man  departed.  By  nine  the  next  morning  I 
had  the  address:  "52  Aveiiue  Josephine." 

I  took  a  carriage  and  drove  there  instantly.  No. 
52  is  a  large  boarding-house,  and  certainly  not  the 
place  that  a  vicomte  would  live  in,  and  seeing  a  bill 
of  appartements  meubles,  I  at  once  took  a  couple  of 
rooms  that  were  vacant.  That  very  evening  I  saw 
Montmarte  going  down  the  stairs.  I  followed  him 
until  he  went  into  a  cafe.  One  minute  afterward  I 
entered  too.  I  can  not  weary  you  with  the  account 
of  how  our  intimacy  grew.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  the 
elderly  gentlemen  of  particularly  simple  and  lamb- 
like demeanor,  by  reason  of  this  said  demeanor, 
coupled  with  his  very  apparent  ignorance  of  all 
things  Parisian,  was  most  politely  assisted  out  of  a 
muddle  which  he  had  purposely  got  into  with  the 
garoon,  by  him  of  the  the  black  eyes  and  hair.  The 
acquaintanee  thus  .commenced  was  not  allowed  to 
drop.  To  our  mutual  surprise  vre  found  we  were 
both  staying  at  the  same  house.  We  exchanged 
cards,  mine  having  the  address,  New  York:  his  the 
name  of  Victor  Ganil!  This  name  staggered  me  for 
the  moment,  as  you  may  well  suppose.  So  there 
was  something  in  Madame  Ganil's  reticence  after 
all.  Le  beau  Vicomte  Montmarte  was  the  schoolmis- 
tress' son! 

Circumstances  make  the  man.  I  did  not  know 
before  what  an  actor  I  could  be;  I  read  the  name 
without  betraying  the  slightest  surprise.  Madame 
evidently  did  not  know  of  her  son's  being  in  Paris, 
or  she  certainly  would  have  warned  him  that  some 
one  wanted  him. 

That  evening  I  sent  for  M.  Renard,  the  mild  little 
detective,  and  gave  him  job  No.  2.  On  the  5th  of 
August,  1873,  the  Vicomte  Montmarte  and  a  Made- 
moiselle Ida  Gilmore  were  married  in  the  church  of 
St.  Joseph.  I  wanted  a  copy  of  the  record.  If  not 
at  St.  Joseph,  search  every  Catholic  church  in  Paris. 
Next  afternoon  I  met  Victor  Ganil  at  the  cafe,  and, 
as  if  things  were  hastening  rapidly   to   an   end,    the 
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villain  wore  not  enly  the  strange  pin,    bat  the    suit, 

overcoat  and  all  alike,  of  which  B had    spoken. 

I  invited  him  to  come  to  my  room  in  the  evening  for 
a  game  of  casino.  To  this  he  almost  eagerly  con- 
sented. 

(My  hand  trembles  so  that  I  can  hardly  write.) 

I  left  Ganil  at  four,  with  the  understanding  that 
he  should  meet  me  at  half-past  seven.  I  had  not 
been  sitting  in  my  room  ten  minutes  when  Renard 
brought  me  the  intelligence  that  no  entry,  either 
civil  or  religious,  had  been  made  of  such  a  marriage 
as  I  had  spoken  of  to  him!  I  determined  to  act 
instantly,  and  begged  Renard — who  did  not  betray 
the  slightest  notice  of  my  excitement — to  take  me 
before  the  Chief  Commissioner  of  Police.  To  him 
and  Renard  I  told  the  whole  story  as  clearly  and 
minutely  as  possible,  also  stating  my  plan  of  action 
for  the  evening.  The  two  conversed  apart  for  a 
moment,  and  then  M.  le  Commissionaire,  turning  to 
me  said: 

"Renard  shall  be  at  your  apartments  at  seven,  and 
shall  act  as  the  event  requires." 

Punctually  to  the  minute  the  minute  the  mild  little 
man  made  his  appearance,  and  after  a  short  consul- 
tation took  his  place  in  the  bed-room,  the  transom 
over  the  connecting  door  being  left  open.  Ganil  was 
a  little  late.  I  was  afraid  he  would  notice  my  agita- 
tion, and  so  busied  myself  at  once  with  getting  out 
the  cards.  There  was  a  drawer  in  the  table  on  my 
side,  and  in  it  I  had  placed  the  skull  and  tooth,  only 
wishing  I  had  the  hair,  too.  Ganil  I  managed  to 
seat  with  his  back  to  the  bed-room  door.  After  some 
time  I  succeeded  in  screwing  my  courage  to  the 
sticking-poinfc,  and  began: 

"Do  you  know,  Monsieur  Ganil,"  said  I,  "you  re- 
mind me  uncommonly  of  a  gentleman — a  country- 
man of  yours,  by  the  by — whom  I  once  met  in 
America?' 

"Indeed!"  said  he.  "Tens — was  that  in  New 
York?" 

"No,"  I  answered.  "Little  casino — it  was  in  San 
Francisco." 

Try  as  he  would,  he  could  not  keep  his  mouth 
from  twitching  and  his  face  from  growing  pale. 

"I  was  never  there,"  he  answered,  but  so  hoarsely 
tb«t  I  scarcely  caught  what  he  said. 

"No,  I  did  not  expect  you  had  been,"  I  said,  smil- 
ing a  rather  sickly  smile.  "But,  if  you  have  no  objec- 
tion— fours — I  will  tell  you  a  queer  little  story  about 
your  compatriot.  One  day  in  the  middle  of  last 
October,  a  lady  and  gentleman  named  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Duplessis  (French,  as  you  perceive  by  the  name) — 

your  play — staid  for  a  couple  of  days   at   the    O 

Hotel,  San  Francisco.  She  was  a  pretty  ltttle  child, 
with  brown  hair  and  brown  eyes,  and  he,  as  have 
said,  a  gentleman  who  somewhat  resembled  you. 
You  are  taking  an  eight  with  a  nine,  Monsieur 
Ganil." 

"Pardon,"  said  he;  "so  I  am." 

There  was  something  in  his  eye  that  told  me  I  had 
better  waste  no  time,  but  there  was  something  in  his 
eye  too  that  told  me  I  had  not  much  to  fear;  the  man 
was  a  coward.     I  continued: 

"This  little  Madame  Duplessis  was  left  behind  in 
San  Francisco  by  her  husband,  although  it's  a  very 
strange  thing  that  nobody  afterward  heard  of  or  saw 
any  such  little  lady.  I  should  tell  you — you've 
dropped  a  card,  monami — that  she  was  dumb." 

"Your  horrible  story  discomposes  me — hadn't  we 
better  change  the  subject?"  murmured  he. 

"You  have  rightly  guessed,"  said  I;  "the  utory  is 
a  horrible  one.  Nothing  more  was  heard  of  either 
husband  or  wife,  until  some  four  months  ago,  when 
an  old  Frenchwoman,  who  was  dying,  confessed  to 
the  police  that  Madame  Duplessis  had  been  barbar- 
ously murdered  with  an  axe,  in  her  house,  on  the 
very  night  her  husband  left  the  city.  No  wonder 
you  start,  Monsieur;  it  was  a  cold-blooded,  devilish 
murder.  The  old  woman  described  the  deed  most 
fully,  and  told  how  the  husband  had  struck  the  poor 
girl  as  she  lay  senseless  from  the  first  blow — struck 
her  with  the  axe  so  savagely  that  the  once  pretty  face 
was  almost  hacked  in  two.  The  body  was  dismem- 
bered and  buried  in  quick-lime,  the  old  woman  said; 


but  the  skull  unconsumed,    was   discovered  by   the 
police." 

(I  did  not  know,  C ,  that  I  had  such  inventive 

powers  until  then.) 

Ganil  was  shuffling  the  cards  nervously,  but  with- 
out saying  a  word,  and  I  braced  myself  up  for  the 
final  scene. 

"Since  I  have  been  in  Paris, "  I  continued,  "I  have 
discovered — it  will  not  interest  you  to  know  how — 
that  Monsieur  Duplessis  had  an  assumed  name,  this 
time  one  of  a  higher  grade — that  of  the  Vicomte 
Montmarte.  I  have  discovered,  too,  that  under  this 
title  he  seduced  the  poor  English  girl,  IdaGilmore — I 
can  call  it  nothing  else,  for  the  marriage  by  which  he 
entrapped  her  was  a  false  one — and  then  knowing  her 
to  be  friendless  and  alone,  and  knowing  too,  that  he 
would  enjoy  her  little  fortune  were  she  dead,  and 
tiring  of  the  affection  of  the  poor  little  dumb  crea- 
ture, took  her  to  the  other  end  of  the  world  to  get 
her  out  of  the  way,  and  then  returned  to  Paris  with 
the  trumped  up  lie  that  the  murdered  girl  had  died, 
and  was  buried  in  England." 

We  had  both  laid  our  cards  down,  and  were  look- 
ing fixedly  at  each  other,  Ganil's  face  white  and 
working  convulsively ;  mine,  I  have  no  doubt, 
just  as  pale,  but  set,  for  God  knows  I  felt  hard  and 
stern  enough. 

"There  is  a  proverb  in  English'  Monsieur,"  I  con- 
tinued, "that  says,  'murder  will  out,'  and  there 
never  was  a  truer  one.  I  have  now  simply  to  tell 
you  that  I  have  discovered  that  Mademoiselle  Ida 
Gilmore  was  the  inmate  of  the  pension  of  a  Madame 
Ganil,  and  that  you"  (here  I  put  my  hand  in  the 
drawer  and  grasped  the  skull) — and  that  you,  her 
most  miserable  son,  are  the  sham  vicomte  and  sham 
Duplessis,  that  you  are  Miss  Gilmore' s  mtjbdebee, 
and  that  this  is  the  skull  of  your  victim!" 

I  dashed  the  white  thing  down  in  front  of  him, 
and  leaped  up.  He  eyed  it  for  a  moment  as  if  fascin- 
ated, then,  with  a  shudder  and  a  howl,  he  too  leaped 
to  his  feet,  seized  a  chair  and  swung  it  aloft. 

"Curse  you,  American  devil!"  he  yelled,  "you 
shall  never  live  to  say  you  have  caught  me!" 

At  me  he  leaped,  and  that  so  suddenly  that  I 
should  not  now  be  writing  this,  but  that  in  the  same 
moment  the  chair  was  seized  from  behind,  and  a 
quiet  voice  said,  "Doucement,  doucement,  mon  cher," 
In  that  same  moment  M.  Renard  had  slipped  a  pair 
of  steel  bracelets  on  the  trembling  wrists  of  the 
white-faced  wretch.  In  that  same  moment,  the  door 
was  burst  open,  and  a  distracted,  weeping  little 
woman  rushed  in.  It  was  Madame  Ganil!  She 
comprehended  the  scene  in  a  moment,  and  flinging 
herself  at  her  son's  feet  she  moaned  out,  "Oh,  mon 
JUs!  monjilst  why  did  you  not  tell  me  you  were  here? 
I  then  might  have  saved  you,  might  have  saved  you, 
monfils.'" 

Let  the  doctor's  letter  end  here;  there  is  little 
more  to  say.  Mother  and  son  were  torn  apart,  for 
the  mother's  guilt  ended  with  connivance  at  the  false 
marriage.  The  son  confessed  his  greater  crime — not 
differing  after  all,  except  in  details,  from  the  semi- 
fictitious  description  given  him  by  Dr.  Audros,  The 
tooth  of  the  platinum  filling  had  found  a  mighty 
tongue  to  cry  aloud  for  vengeance;  and  the  slow 
terrible  sword  of  Justice  is  at  last  laid  bare — let  us 
hope,  never  to  find  its  scabbard  till  judgment  to  the 
last  awful  jot  and  tittle  be  executed  on  the  murderer 
of  Ida  Gilmore.— .Reprinted /rom  Overland  Monthly, 

[THE  END.] 


The  Wasp  desires  to  return  thanks  to  its 
many  journalistic  friends  for  the  numerous 
favorable  notices  they  have  recently  given. 
We  have  not  apace  to  republish  them,  even 
if  our  innate  modesty  did  not  forbid,  but  we 
hold  the  authors  in  grateful  remembrance. 
The  powerful  cartoons  which  we  are  now 
publishing  arrest  attention  everywhere,  and 
prove  that  for  genuine  talent  in  illustrated 
journalism  it  is  not  necessary  to  go  to  New 
York  or  London, 
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Solon. — So  long 


M.  M. — Received.  Shall  use  it  as  the  oc- 
casion requires. 

Felix. — We  do  not  know.  Ask  Dr.  Scott. 
We  don't  think  he  will  confess  as  much,  but 
then,  you  see,  we  are  honest  and  ingenuous. 

Cleveland. — The  paper-mill  man  would 
prefer  the  sheets  clean.  If  you  send  any 
more  donations  like  your  last  will  you  kindly 
bear  that  suggestion  in  mind  ? 

Ceossby. — We  shall  always  be  found  ready 
to  insert  well-written  articles  on  live  topics. 
We  have  no  intuitive  knowledge  of  your 
merits  as  a  writer.  Send  a  sample  along  and 
we  will  give  it  our  attention. 

Otho. — We  have  no  desire  to  mix  up  in 
private  affairs.  You  may  find  journals  here 
that  would  willingly  espouse  your  cause  for 
a  consideration.  The  only  trouble  with  you 
is  that  you  didn't  strike  the  right  kind  of  a 
journal. 

Lanqetd. — "Tell  me  where  is  fancy  bred." 
Blest  if  we  know.  Boarding  schools  and  dime 
novels  are  responsible  for  a  good  deal  of  it. 
One  of  the  best  correctives  to  unbridled  fancy 
that  we  know  of  is  steady  exercise  at  the 
wash  tub. 

Disputant. — Most  of  the  replies  to  your 
queries  concerning  original  sin  are  too 
lengthy  for  our  columns,  and  none  are  satis- 
factory. When  we  get  an  answer  that  ex- 
plains what  you  want  explained,  we  will  pub- 
lish it  with  pleasure. 

Booster. — You  think  we  did  you  some  in- 
justice last  week  by  charging  you  with  pla- 
giarism from  a  patent  outside.  You  may 
have  written  the  article  yourself,  but  when 
we  see  a  thing  published  in  sixty-one  country 
papers,  before  the  manuscript  reaches  us,  it  is 
but  natural  to  have  a  little  suspicion  of  its 
originality. 

Hubeb. — We  are  glad  you  open  your  com- 
munication with  an  apology.  However  sorry 
you  may  be,  your  anguish  is  no  more  pro- 
found than  our's  was  when  we  stumbled  on 
your  manuscript.  When  you  get  older,  and 
mayhap  wiser,  you  will  look  back  upon  these 
days  with  a  sigh  of  regret  that  somebody 
didn't  smother  your  first  poetic  aspirations 
with  a  club.  If  the  hard  conventionalities  of 
the  language  could  be  so  far  relaxed  that 
soothing  would  rhyme  gracefully  with  boating 
it  would  be  a  genuine  convenience  to  you, 
but  it  would  be  death  to  the  wretched  pub- 
lic. As  this  condition  of  things  happily  does 
not  exist,  we  don't  think  you  will  become  a 
very  conspicuous  success  as  a  poetaster. 
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The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

The  New  Orleans  Picayune  says  that  Span- 
iards are  asked  to  leave  France  when  they 
get  too  Don  Carlos  in  their  r  abits. 

A  young  blood,  recently  jilted  by  a  Fifth 
Avenue  belle,  says  he  has  had  enough  of  the 
beautiful  "no"  to  last  him  all  winter. 

A  Salt  Lake  newspaper  contains  the  mo- 
dest announcement  that  Brigham  Young's 
widows  "are  beginning  to  marry  again." 

Great  quantities  of  clothes-pins  are  ship- 
ped to  New  Zealand. — Ex.  The  must  feel 
quite  home-sick  when  crossing  the  Line. 

The  widow  Oliver  is  good  in  one  respect. 
She  never  hooks  old  men  and  hides  them 
away  so  that  their  relatives  can't  find   them. 

Girls  who  skate  this  winter  are  compelled, 
by  the  pressure  of  fashion,  to  skate  on  one 
foot  and  hold  the  other  up  like  a  hen  in  wet 
weather. 

The  street  car  drivers  and  conductors  get 
heavier  salaries  than  any  other  set  of  men  in 
town.  They  are  paid  off  in  nickles  and  pen- 
nies. 

Patterson  says  those  who  expect  that  he  is 
going  to  resign,  and  thus  lose  $13  a  day,  are 
mistaken.  That's  the  kind  of  a  rocking 
horse  he  is. 

It  is  estimated  that  there  will  be  a  deficit 
of  a  million  pounds  in  the  English  budget 
this  year.  How  much  ought  their  old  budget 
to  weigh  anyhow  ? 

When  Senators  Conkling  and  Gordon  sit 
down  to  that  peace  dinner  together  in  the 
Senate  restaurant,  a  little  squab'll  be  the 
most  appropriate  dish  in  order. 

An  old  man,  who  lives  near  TJtica,  says 
that  80  years  ago  the  farmers  of  New  York 
State  plowed  in  January.  Ah,  yes;  but  that 
was  under  a  very  different  administration. 

Garibaldi's  request  to  King  Humbert  that 
he  will  "follow  in  his  father's  footsteps"  is 
disagreeably  dubious  when  we  reflect  that 
it's  only  last  week  that  the  father  in  question 
died. 

"Mariah!  Mariah!  please  slet  me  in!"  said 
a  man  to  his  wife,  who  was  looking  out  of 
the  window  watching  him  trying  to  open  the 
door  with  a  toothpick.  "Ish  tread  on  my 
key  and  it'sh  all  flattened  out." 

The  average  German  cares  little  for  the 
music  of  Wagner  and  Von  Weber  and  Spohr, 
and  those  fellows,  without  the  accompani- 
ments. The  accompaniments  usually  con- 
sist of  lager  beer  and  pretzels. 

Singular,  ain't  it,  that  when  a  man  gives 
his  wife  a  dime  to  buy  a  box  of  hairpins,  or 
a  gumring  for  the  baby,  it  looks  about  seven 
times  as  big  as  when  he  planks  it  down  for  a 
little  bitters  for  the  stomach's  sake. 

Eev.  O.  A.  Brown  is  lecturing  down  the 
Mohawk  on  "Misplaced  Men."      When  the 


father  of  a  pretty  girl  goes  to  sleep  by  the 
parlor-fire  at  nine  o'clock  Sunday  evening, 
he  is  about  as  misplaced  as  a  man  can  be. 

Grant  used  to  be  accused  of  helping  on 
his  relatives;  but  here  is  Postmaster  Key, 
now  that  he  is  in  office,  gives  Cedar  Key,  of 
Florida,  a  fast  tri-weekly  mail. — Free  Press. 
Yes,  and  he's  one  of  the  Sea-Cedar  Keys, 
too. 

Did  you  ever  sit  down  before  the  grate  and 
cross  your  legs  and  wonder  how  it  comes 
that  a  dear  little  toddling  youngster,  too 
small  to  lift  a  dictionary,  can  ask  questions 
that  would  send  a  college  professor  to  the 
foot  of  the  class  ? 

The  British  Bible  Society  reports  an  aston- 
ishing demand  for  the  Bible  among  the  Cos- 
sacks. Over  60,000  have  been  distributed 
within  the  last  few  weeks.  The  excellent 
linen  paper  makes  the  best  wadding,  and 
thus  the  gospel  is  spread  among  the   Turks. 

Spikes  thinks  the  acme  of  civilization  is 
reached  when  your  wife  has  prevailed  on  you 
to  hold  the  teething,  squalling  baby  while 
she  hies  herself  off  to  the  next-door  neigh- 
bor's to  discuss  the  question  of  the  amount 
of  pew  rent  paid  by  the  Smiths  just  ouer  the 
way. 

A  gentleman  in  England  committed  suicide 
the  other  day,  and  left  a  paper  stating  that 
he  did  so  because  his  wife  was  a  great  deal 
too  good  for  him.  That's  why  the  jury  re- 
turned a  verdict  recording  their  opinion  that 
the  deceased  "was  of  an  unsound  state  of 
mind." 

While  Tripod  and  his  wife  were  sitting  in 
the  theatre  last  night  he  nudged  her  in  the 
ribs  and  said:  "There  comes  the  reindeer," 
when  she,  with  a  troubled  look  on  her  face, 
glanced  at  her  lavender-colored  silk  dress, 
and  exclaimed,  "And  you  didn't  bring  an 
umbrella." 

The  theory  is  fast  gaining  ground  that  old 
Mr.  Lord  and  his  new  spouse  sought  a  place 
of  concealment  as  soon  as  married  to  decide 
the  all-important  question  which  should  get 
up  first  in  the  morning  to  build  the  fires  and 
do  the  marketing — and  have  not  yet  reached 
a  decision. 

A  man  down  in  Bradford,  Pa.,  cured  him- 
self of  dyspepsia  by  chasing  a  chromo-agent 
over  a  mountain  nine  miles  high.  We  look 
to  see  this  remedy  more  generally  adopted. 
The  only  trouble  with  it  is  that  there  may 
not  be  enough  mountains  to  go  around. — 
Hawkeye. 

Our  Dan  says :  I  went  with  Smithkins  last 
night  to  see  "The  Exiles."  While  the  poor 
famished  outcasts  were  rejoicing  over  their 
first  loaf  of  white  bread,  the  cruel  authorities 
marched  off  with  their  goat.  "Too  bad," 
said  Smithins;  "just  as  they  have  got  a  nice 
loaf  of  bread  they  lose  their  butter." 


A  Texan  Desperado. 

It  happened  right  here  in  San  Antonio. 
One  of  the  parties  was  a  consumptive  from 
Connecticut,  and  the  other  a  commercial 
traveler  from  New  Jersey.  They  were  stop- 
ping at  the  same  hotel,  in  adjoining  rooms. 
The  drummer  was  out  of  money,  but  had  a 
splendid  pistol.     He  said  to  himself: 

"I  wonder  if  that  hungry-looking  Texan 
next  door  don't  want  so  buy  a  pistol  ?"  So 
putting  the  weapon  in  his  pocket,  he  walked 
into  his  neighbor's  room. 

The  invalid  from  Connecticut  had  been 
reading  about  a  noted  Texan  desperado,   for 


whom  there  was  a  large  reward  offered,  and 
he  fancied  the  description  fitted  his  unknown 
neighbor. 

Consequently,  when  the  New  Jersey  drum- 
mer entered  the  room,  shut  the  door,  and 
put  his  hand  in  his  breast  pocket,  the  north- 
ern invalid  began  to  shiver  and  think  of  his 
past  life. 

"What — do — you — want?"  asked  the  in- 
valid. 

The  drummer  drew  a  large  ivory-handled 
revolver  (answering  the  description  of  the 
one  the  celebrated  desperado  used  on  stran- 
gers) and  said: 

"I  want  twenty-five  dollars  for  this  pis- 
tol." 

The  trembling  hand  of  the  invalid  could 
hardly  find  its  way  into  his  pocket. 

"It  is  a  good  pistol — it  never  misses  fire," 
said  the  drummer,  bringing  it  to  a  half-cock. 

"J- J- Jake  yer-yer-money,"  gasped  the  in- 
valid. 

The  drummer  took  the  money,  laid  the 
pistol  on  the  table  and  went  out. 

As  soon  as  the  door  was  shut  the  invalid 
from  Connecticut  breathed  a  huge  sigh  of 
relief,  ani  said  to  himself:  "I'm  glad  the 
Texas  desperado  took  my  money.  What  a 
country  this  is  when  you  are  robbed  in  broad 
daylight  in  a  hotel!  I'll  leave  to-morrow  for 
the  north." 

As  soon  as  the  drummer  got  into  his  room, 
he  remarked: 

"I'm  in  luck.  I'm  glad  that  old  Texas 
ruffian  took  my  pistol.  I  wonder  who  he  is 
going  to  try  it  on.  I'm  going  to  get  out  of 
here  in  the  morning,  now  that  I've  got  money 
to  pay  my  hotel  bill." 

And  next  morning  both  went  off  on  the 
same  train.  In  about  two  weeks  we  will 
scan  the  northern  papers  for  a  story  about 
how  a  noted  Texas  desperado  robbed  an  in- 
valid in  a  San  Antonio  hotel. — San  Antonio 
(Texas)  Herald. 


MAUD  MULLER  BURLESQUED. 

Maud  Muller  -worked  at  raking  hay, 
And  cleared  her  forty  cents  a  day. 

Her  clothes  were  coarse,  but  her  health  was  fine, 
And  so  she  worked  in  the  sweet  sunshine, 

Singing  as  glad  as  bird  in  May 
"Barbary  Allen"  the  livelong  day. 

She  often  glanced  at  the  far  off  town, 
And  wondered  if  eggs  were  up  or  down. 

And  the  sweet  song  died  of  a  strange  disease, 
Leaving  a  phantom  taste  of  cheese, 

And  an  appetite  and  a  nameless  ache 
For  soda  water  and  ginger  cake. 

The  Judge  rode  slowly  into  view — ■ 
Stopped  bis  horse  in  the  shade  and  threw 

His  finecut  out,  while  the  blushing  Maud 
Marveled  much  at  the  kind  he  "chawed." 

"He  was  'dry  as  a  fish,'  "  he  said  with  a  wink, 
"And  kind-o'  thought  that  a  good  square  drink 

"Would  brace  him  up."     So  the  cup  was  filled 
"With  the  crystal  wine  that  the  old  sping  spilled; 

And  she  gave  it  him  with  a  sun  browned  hand, 
"Thanks,"  said  the  Judge  in  accents  bland; 

"A  thousand  thanks!  for  a  sweeter  draught 
From  a  fairer  hand" — but  there  he  laughed. 

And  the  sweet  girl  stood  in  the  sun  that  day, 
And  raked  the  Judge  instead  of  hay. 

— Cincinnati  Commercial. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 


443 


— The  Norristown  Herald  comes  to  us  id  a 
greatly  improved  shape.  It  is  one  of  the 
sprightliest  of  our  Eastern  exchanges. 

— What  between  the  Blue-ribbon  people 
and  the  clerk  of  the  weather  there  is  a  great 
deal  of  cold  water  being  thrown  on  the  State 
ju9t  now. 

— The  Sacramento  Bee  complains  that  it 
was  very  difficult  to  get  workmen  to  repair 
the  broken  levees  there  during  the  flood, 
though  the  alarm  bells  were  rung  and  hund- 
reds stood  loafing  around. 

— The  cry  of  the  Granger  is  now  for  fine 
weather  and  plenty  of  it.  Those  divines 
who  are  supposed  to  be  responsible  for  the 
recent  deluge  should  be  requested  to  use 
their  endeavor  in  the  direction  of  sunshine 
for  a  few  weeks. 

— Death  has  been  very  busy  among  the 
Legislators  this  year.  First  Senator  Porter 
passed  away,  then  Senator  Angney,  and  now 
we  have  to  record  the  demise  of  Assembly- 
man Upton  of  Santa  Clara.  Mr.  Upton  was 
one  of  the  representatives  chosen  at  the  Fall 
election.  His  death  is  much  regretted  by  his 
constituency  and  all  who  knew  him. 

— San  Quentin  is  filling  up  rapidly,  as  the 
following  statement  received  from  Captain 
McAllister  will  show:  On  hand  December 
31st,  1877,  1435;  received  January,  1878,  70; 
convict  witnesses  returned,  1.  Discharged 
under  provision  of  act,  46;  by  death,  1;  taken 
out  by  order  of  Court  as  witnesses,  5;  taken 
out  by  order  of  Court  for  new  trial,  1;  on 
hand  January  31,  1878,  1453;  increase  during 
January,  18. 

— The  daily  papers  have  but  just  learned 
that  Constantinople  is  in  the  hands  of  the 
Russians.  Any  one  can  give  the  news  when 
received — it  takes  a  true  genius  to  anticipate. 
The  conclusion  is  unavoidable  therefore,  that 
the  Wasp  is  a  genius  of  the  first  water — for, 
though  we  never  boasted  of  our  telegraphic 
facilities,  we  published  the  news  of  the  cap- 
ture of  Constantinople  last  week,  as  the  fol- 
lowing will  show: 

Fair  words  nor  foul  the  grim  Bear  heeds, 
Bat  urges  still  his  trampling  steeds; 
And  (as  the  news  has  reached  the  Wasp) 
The  Bear  holds  Stamboul  in  his  grasp — 
Poor  Stamboul! 

— The  Board  of  Fire  Commissioners  has 
adopted  a  resolution  that  all  engineers  of  the 


department  who  are  not  now  so  provided, 
shall  be  examined  and  procure  certificates  of 
competency  from  the  United  States  Super- 
vising and  Local  Inspectors  and  Martin  Bul- 
ger and  the  Superintendent  of  the  Fire  De- 
partment engines.  We  presume  that  most  of 
the  engineers  can  pass  the  examinations  re- 
quired, and  those  who  cannot  can  be  dis- 
pensed with  for  the  good  of  the  service.  A 
number  of  changes  in  the  department  are 
more  than  hinted  at,  and  this  resolution  may 
be  the  lever  used  to  effect  them. 

—Senator  Dan  Voorhees  of  Indiana  is  one 
of  the  ablest  advocatee  of  silver  monetization 
in  the  upper  House.  A  correspondent  des- 
cribes him  as  giving,  at  first  sight,  the  im- 
pression of  a  man  having  a  large  amount  of 
forehead,  a  larger  amount  of  hair,  and  a  long 
frock  coat.  His  hair  is  very  luxuriant,  is 
worn  rather  long,  and  always  combed  straight 
back  away  from  the  forehead.  Added  to  the 
shape  of  the  head,  which  is  larger  than  the 
average,  and  largest  on  the  top,  it  gives  an 
appearance  of  top-heaviness,  which  is  in- 
creased rather  than  diminished  by  the  long 
but  narrow  beard  and  drooping  mouatache. 
The  color  is  a  compromise  between  red  and 
brown. 

— The  members  of  the  Louisiana  Return- 
ing Board  are  in  a  fair  way  to  receive  a  suit- 
able reward  for  the  atrocity  they  committed 
on  the  people  of  the  United  States  after  the 
Presidential  election.  It  has  been  rumored 
that  Governor  Nicholls  will  pardon  them, 
should  the  pending  trial  result  in  conviction. 
We  consider  this  rumor — which,  by  the  way, 
reached  us  through  the  Associated  Press — a 
gratuitous  insult  to  the  character  of  a  hither- 
to honest  man.  If  Wells,  Anderson  &  Co. 
are  convicted  there  will  be  a  mighty  flutter 
among  the  administration  dovecots  at  Wash- 
ington. For  the  sake  of  peace  the  people 
acquiesced  in  the  decision  of  the  Electoral 
Commission;  but  if  it  can  be  proved  that  such 
decision  was  arrived  at  through  the  false  re- 
presentation of  the  Returning  Boards  and 
their  Congressional  coadjutors,  the  nation 
will  emphatically  demand  the  restitution:  of 
the  stolen  offices  to  their  rightful  owners. 

— The  number  of  papers  coming  to  an  un- 
timely— or  mayhap  timely — end  in  San  Fran- 
cisco is  appalling  to  the  average  aspirant  for 
journalistic  honors,  but  this  city  is  by  no 
means  alone  in  that  respect.  It  is  estimated 
by  a  Washington  paper  that  two  hundred 
newspapers  have  died  in  that  city.  Drop  a 
tear — don't  smile.  Several  years — quite  a 
while.  Evermore  onward.  Into  the  Valley 
of  Bust  tramped  the  two  hundred.  Dead 
beats  to  right  of  them — Dead  beats  to  left  of 
them — Dead  beats  on  top  of  them.  Mumbled 
and  Maundered.  Editors,  crazy  mad — spent 
all  the  stamps  they  had — Foolish  Two  Hun- 
dred! Ob  the  wild  charges  they  made! — Oh 
the  Bills  Congress  paidl  Hence  they  didn't 
seem  afraid — They  would  run  on  a  shoal — 
Where  they'd  be  foundered.  Dollars — what 
heaps  they  had.  Some  of  them  "of  our  dad." 
Paper  just  quite  as  bad.  Paid  for  a 
"Gov'ment  ad."  Got  by  pure  cheek  from 
the  nation  they  plundered!  Yet  they  are  all 
extinct.     Lovely  Two  Hundred! 


— A  good  story  is  told  at  the  expense  of 
two  western  members  of  congress,  who,  ha- 
ving secured  orders  for  bouquets  from  the 
Hon.  S.  S.  Cox,  chairman  of  the  committee 
on  books  and  bouquets  in  the  house,  delivered 
the  same,  and  while  waiting  to  have  the 
nose-gays  made  up  meandered  idly  through 
the  conservatories  of  the  botanical  gardens. 
They  came  upon  a  tree  having  red  berries 
thereon,  and,  like  Adam  and  Eve,  were  temp- 
ted to  eat.  They  tasted,  and  found  the  fruit 
pleasant  to  the  mouth,  and  went  on  helping 
themselves  till  one  of  the  men  employed  in 
the  place  gave  them  the  law,  which  prohib- 
ited the  plucking  of  fruit  or  flowers.  The 
gentlemen,  feeling  they  were  privileged,  paid 
no  attention  to  the  remonstrance  until  the 
man,  somewhat  irritated,  said: 

"Well,  gentlemen,  if  you  will  eat  you  had 
better  select  some  other  fruit,  for  this  is  a 
deadly  poison." 

This  was  a  lie  trumped  up  for  the  occasion ; 
but  you  should  have  seen  the  startled  faces 
of  the  legislative  raiders.  The  fled  in  terror 
from  the  place,  without  taking  order  on  their 
going  or  order  on  the  bouquets.  They  were 
heading  for  the  nearest  apothecary  shop, 
when  one  of  them  cried:  "There  goes  Dr. 
Garnett — stop  him!" 

The  popular  physician  was  hailed,  came  to 
a  stand-still,  heard  the  horrible  story,  and, 
tumbling  out  his  colored  driver,  carted  the 
law -makers  to  the  nearest  apothecary's,  and 
then  began  the  medication.  Heroic  doses  of 
an  emetic  were  administered,  and  while  the 
poor  solons  were  in  intense  agony,  throwing 
up  their  boots,  that  canny  Scotsman,  Smith 
of  the  Botanic  Gardens,  was  sent  for.  Then 
the  fact  came  out  that  the  berries  were  harm- 
less as  haws,  whereapon  everybody  haw- 
hawed  but  the  sufferers,  who  hurried  to  their 
hash-houses  to  refill  their  exhausted  stom- 
achs. 

— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups.  Cordials,  Essential  Oils  and 
Fruit  Extracts.  Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street, 
cor.  Battery,  up  stairs.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 


Mr.  A.  Magee, 

The  former  traveling  agent  of  the  Wasp, 
was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  bemit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
moke  orders  of  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 
N.  B. — Parties  who  hold  receipts  signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  us  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 
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GRAM)   OPERA  HOUSE. 

This  theatre  was  closed  during  the  week. 
In  the  interval  a  number  of  changes  havrt 
been  made  in  the  company.  Mr.  Thorm' 
and  a  number  of  others  have  left.  We  thin! : 
the  change  is  a  good  one  and  that  other  al  i 
terations  might  be  made  with  good  effect. 
The  reorganized  company  will  open  the  sea- 
son to-day  (Saturday)  in  a  new  version  o.' 
"Uncle  Tom's  Cabin."  Among  the  other  at- 
tractions promised  are  one  hundred  genuine 
plantation  darkies.  The  cast  has  been  even- 
ly distributed,  and  the  play  bids  fair  to  be  a 
genuine  success. 

CALIFORNIA    THEATRE. 

"The  Old  Corporal"  was  produced  on 
Monday  evening  to  a  small  audience.  Mr. 
Majeroni  is  an  actor  of  no  mean  ability;  but 
he  is  sadly  handicapped,  both  by  his  defec- 
tive English  and  the  exigencies  of  the  play. 
The  play  is  of  the  old  worn-out  melodramic 
school.  In  five  acts  Mr.  Majeroni  has  three 
to  play  in  pantomime.  The  effect  is  exces- 
sively tiresome,  and  we  noticed  more  than 
one  leave  the  house  with  an  ill-concealed  ex- 
pression of  pure  disgust.  The  support  is  fair, 
but  not  very  vigorous.  The  company,  as  well  as 
the  public,  seem  to  weary  of  the  performance. 
Mr.  Hill  has  undertaken  a  big  contract  if  he 
thinks  to  fill  the  house  by  the  production  of 
such  manifest  trash  as  this. 


Small  audiences  were  the  rule  during  the 
week.  The  new  opera  bouffe  company  es- 
sayed that  venerable  piece,  "Lafille  de  Ma- 
dame Angot,"  and  were  just  passable.  Miss 
Lewis  has  all  the  talent,  and  is  not  exactly 
overburdened  with  it  then.  As  "Clairette" 
she  is  lively  and  piquant  but,  excessively  af- 
fected. It  is  hardly  fair  to  judge  the  com- 
pany by  one  play;  they  were  picked  up  in  a 
haphazard  way,  and  are  still  strange  to  each 
other.  From  present  indications  we  do  not 
think  they  will  acquire  much  experience  at 
Baldwin's.  "Weak  business  is  usually  pro- 
duced at  the  expense  of  the  manager — or  his 
creditors. 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

Madame  Rentz's  Female  Minstrels  con- 
tinue to  draw  good  houses.  The  male  per- 
formers are  excellent  in  their  way  and  it  is 
enough  to  say  about  the  females  that  they 
are  shapely.  The  drapery  is  not  piled  on  to 
any  extravagant  extent.  Some  of  the  figu- 
rantes seem  to  be  emulating  the   example   of 


the  Fiji  queen,  who  wore  a  paper  collar — and 
nothing  more.  The  front  rows  of  baldheads 
are  ripe  and  select. 

WOOHWARd's    GARDENS. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

That's  the  kind  of  a  hairpin  Mrs.  Hicks 
was!  The  Rev.  Dr.  Duncan,  an  Episcopal 
clergyman,  officiated  several  years  ago  at  the 
funeral  of  the  first  husband  of  Mrs,  Hicks 
(now  Mrs.  Lord).  Dr.  Duncan  was  then 
rector  of  the  Episcopal  Church  in  Fishkill 
Landing.  After  the  services  she  sent  the  re- 
verend gentleman  $600,  with  directions  to 
pay  the  sexton  $50,  each  of  the  colored  car- 
riers $25,  retain  $100  for  himself,  and  distri- 
bute the  rest  (after  one  or  two  other  persons 
whom  she  had  named  had  been  remembered) 
to  the  poor.  As  there  were  two  sextons  in 
the  place,  the  doctor  wrote  and  asked  her 
which  one  she  meant,  and  she  forwarded 
another  check,  making  $640  in  all,  so  as  to 
include  both. 

— Sothern  invited  a  party  of  gentlemen  to 
dine  with  him.  The  hour  arrived,  and,  with 
one  exception,  so  had  the  guests.    "We  may 

as  well  begin,"  said  Sothern,  " is  sure  to 

come,  and  he  would  rather  we  did  not  wait 
for  him;"  upon  which  the  company  sat  down, 
and  were  just  finishing  soup  when  the  card 
of  the  missing  guest  was  handed  to  Sothern. 
A  sudden  inspiration  of  fun  led  him  to  pro- 
pose that  before  the  gentleman  came  in  they 
should  all  get  under  the  table.  Without  an 
objection  and  trusting  to  Sothern's  wit  for 
some  comical  denouement,  the  unsuspec- 
ting fellows  hurriedly  crept  under  the  table 
and  awaited  results,  totally  ignorant  of  the 
fact  that  their  wicked  host  had  not  followed 
their  example,  but  had  quietly  continued  his 
soup.  The  belated  guest  came  in  full  of  a 
apology  for  his  tardiness.  "Don't  mention 
it,"  said  Sothern;  "it  isn't  of  the  slightest 
consequence;  we  are  only  at  the  soup;  sit 
down  and  be  helped."  The  gentlman  did 
so,  but  with  a  puzzled  look  the  empty  chairs 
about  the  table.  "Oh!"  said  Sothern,  "you 
miss  the  other  gentlemen.  They  are  all  here, 
but  for  some  extraordinary  reason  they  all 
got  under  the  table !  What  they  are  doing 
is  more  than  I  know."  It  is  easier  to  ima- 
gine than  to  describe  the  variety  of  expres- 
sions upon  the  faces  of  the  deluded  victims 
as  one  by  one  they  came  crawling  sheepishly 
out  from  under  table. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has    sold   during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 


18,132  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


FREWQH 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DrracTOB. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,   free    of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  G-USTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

619  CLAY  STREET. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  held  this 
day,  a  Dividend  was  declared,  free  of  Federal  tax,  of 
Eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  aunum  on  all  deposits  for  the 
six  months  ending  December  31,  1877.  Dividend 
payable  on  and  after  the  15th  inst. 

CYKUS  W.  CAEMANY,  Secretary. 

San  Francisco,  Jan.  8,  1878.  janl9-lm 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  with  December  31,  1877, 
a  Dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  Eight 
and  one-tenth  (8  1-10)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term 
Deposits,  and  Six  and  three-fourths  (6.34)  per  cent, 
per  annum  on  Ordinary  deposits,free  of  Federal  tax, 
payable  on  and  after  Tuesday,  15th  January,  1878. 

janl2-tf  LOVELL  WHITE,  Cashier. 


BZBERNIA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICEES: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesident , CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Treasures EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  * 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


CHANGE   OF   TIME. 

"Winter  Arrangemfiiit. 
Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3C\C\  **•  M-   D*ily.   [Sundays  included]  Steamer 
,\J\J  Donahue"  " 


'James  M. 
[from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

^^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  GuerneviUe  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


UNCLE  TOM'S  CABIN 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


THE  OLD  CORPORAL 


iH  S3I  STREET  THEATRE. 


JUME.    REXTZ'S 

FEMALE  MINSTRELS 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,    February   9th 
and    10th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


"W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  jan!2-lm 


im  BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
24  Post  Street, 

Near  Kesrny 
San  Francuco,  CaL 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 

O.  EL".  BEOOKS 

DEALER  IN 

Oil    Lauds    and.    Leases, 

405  California  St. ,  San  Francisco. 
janl2-tf 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


P.    FERNANDEZ, 

HAT    BAZAAR 

60S  and  604  Kearny  Street, 

Corner  Sacramento,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


E^-HATS  MADE  TO  ORDER,  ^s 

feb'2-lm 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,    from  Paris, 

836  Market,  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


B.  S.  BXJU^TS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  E.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth  Street,   between   J  and  K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


C.  D.  0.    SUIXIVAN.  JAS.  B.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


JOHN"  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
NewspapsFf  Beak  db  Jtab  Ptimtem 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 
nov!7-tf 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  tbe 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


GOME 


—AND— 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  CENTO-URINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CUBE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 


IMPORTANT  ! 


DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
veuator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  $3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  bis  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M.;  evenings,  6  to  8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential,  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late  Re- 
sident   Surgeon     Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
janl2-3inos 
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DR.SPINNEY&GO'S 

Dispensary, 

tl  Mmmy  Bt*,  Mam  Fmmim®-, 


DB.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVHiLE  IN- 
FIRMARY, would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  '  'procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED ! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If  he  can 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  will  tell 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG- MEN! 

Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  toe  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  also  Dr.  Speee's. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!    Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

"Wholesale    and    Retail    Confectioners, 

10J  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  onr  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates,  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal.  Orders  from  the  interior  promptly  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  augll-3mos 


1KIB    IS 


SIDE    OP 


AQU 

augll-3mos 


SUBSCKLBE  FOE  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -  -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

E^All  Postmasters  are   Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 
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THE    PACIFIC    1*11*; 

A  WEEKLY  JOURNAL  OF  CURRENT  SPORTING  EVENTS 


BRIGHT,  NEWSY,  DIGNIFIED  AND  INTERESTING. 


By  Mail  $4  per  Annum,  in  advance. 


Single  Copies,  ten  cents. 
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m.    F\    AFfcSTOLD 


THE    OPTICIAN, 

CAN  8CIT  ALL   SIGHTS. 

NO.    427    KEARNY    STREET, 
Bet.  Pine  and  California,  SAN  FRANCISCO 

tyAll  kinds  of  repairing  done  at  the  shortest  notice. 
feb2-ltn 

W.    SCHEHR. 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Strset. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 

DQAWE    <Sc    GO. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell   Oysters, 

Stall  Xo.  92,  California  Market, 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

_  Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.  All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 
jnly21-3mos 


Itteiiai  Bmmy, 

HOWARD  STREET, 

Between  8th  and  9th  Streets. 

M.  NUNAN,  Prop. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


J3.  HICKS  «St  OO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5~tf 


C.  P.  Sheffield.    N.  Vf.  Spaulding.    J.  Paitebson. 


PAOIFIO 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


Saw®  of  ©v©sy  BescrlpMea 

On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
igTRepairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice.  ^B 
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pUB.L'SHEo" 
every  Saturday; 


«>  r  v  i  o  e  : 


BOJGAUFORXIA      ST. 

.-    NW    COR     OFKEAHNY    ST 


:SanRrancisco,Februaiyi6t-h  187  8|^ 


RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL.^ 

BY  THE'PUBLISHERS    OF  THE!   WASP. 


THERE      WAS     A    REAPER    ,      AND     HIS     NAME     WAS     DEATH    •" 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

AT 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN   ADVANCE) 

vPostage  Free) 

One  Tear        -  -  -  $4.00 

Six  Months  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Tear      -  $5.00 

Six  Months       -  -         -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Cotjntby.  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
"WEEKLY  "WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Coebespondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  G02 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 

SATURDAY,  FEBRUARY  16,  1878. 

Some  time  ago  we  advertised  a  certain  A. 
Magee  in  this  column  for  defrauding  the 
Wasp  out  of  certain  moneys  collected  -while 
acting  as  traveling  agent  for  this  paper. 
Since  then  Magee  has  called,  and  has  tried 
to  explain  his  delinquency.  His  story  is  lame 
and  to  our  own  knowledge  untruthful.  We 
are  not  the  first  journal  that  Magee  has 
swindled — but,  if  there  is  any  virtue  in  prin- 
ter's ink,  we  think  we  shall  be  the  last. 


The  Argonaut  of  last  week  has  a  scathing 
arraignment  of  the  modern  American  Press. 
Its  frankness  is  refreshing  as  it  details  the 
influences  that  control  a  number  of  our  local 
journals.  We  always  had  a  suspicion  that 
newspapers  were  published  entirely  for  glory, 
but  Mr.  Pixley  very  rudely  undeceives  us  in 
the  article  to  which  we  refer.  Why  dispel  the 
cherished  belief  ?  Even  if  it  be  chimerical, 
it  is  none  the  less  soothing.  This  is  surely 
the  era  of  iconoclasm.  People  no  longer  be- 
lieve in  William  Tell;  George  Washington's 
little  hatchet  is  looked  upon  as  a  very  vapory 
myth;  even  hell  itself  is  spoken  of  with  de- 
risive doubting;  and  now  comes  Mr.  Pixley 
to  shatter  that  idol  of  our  affections,  the  pure 
disinterestedness  of  the  simple-minded  edi- 
tor.    "To  your  tents,  O  Israel!" 


An  Unsafe  Adviser. 

A  distinguished  preacher,  whose  words  are 
listened  to  by  one  of  the  most  ultra-fashion- 
able congregations  in  the  city,  has  recently 
expressed  an  opinion  which  for  narrow,  un- 
godly, blind  and  uncharitable  venom  is  sel- 
dom exceeded  even  by  those  who  have  re- 
duced abuse  and  denunciation  to  a  science. 
It  was  to  the  effect  that  the  wretches  who 
crowd  the  free  lunch  tables  supplied  and 
waited  on  by  some  of  the  most  respectable 
ladies  in  San  Francisco,  are  lazy,  idle,  im- 
provident bummers  whose  misfortune  is  the 
result  of  their  own  acts.  The  reverend  gen- 
tleman's charge  is  sweeping  and  comprehen- 
sive. He  argued  his  own  congregation  out 
of  their  charitable  impulse  to  feed  the  hungry, 
by  saying  that  the  hungry  are  so  through 
their  own  fault  and  that,  such  being  the  case, 
it  would  be  the  height  of  folly  to  do  any- 
thing toward  their  relief. 

Nothing  is  easier  than  to  charge  the  poor 
with  being  the  architects  of  their  own  mis- 
fortunes. It  costs  nothing,  there  is  little 
risk,  and  it  gives  a  man  a  pharisaical  oppor- 
tunity for  self  glorification,  But,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  while  the  improvident  and  crimi- 
nal are  not  entirely  unknown  among  the 
ranks  of  the  indigent,  the  great  majority  of 
the  applicants  for  relief  are  as  innocent  of 
either  laziness,  crime  or  improvidence  as 
their  reverend  maligner  is  of  christian  chari- 
ty. When  the  reverend  paunch  is  well-lined, 
the  reverend  clothes  glossy  and  intact,  the 
reverend  side  whiskers  carefully  nourished 
with  precious  ointments  and  the  reverend 
tout  ensemble  satisfactory  to  the  reverend 
mind,  it  is  easy  for  the  reverend  hands  to  go 
up  and  the  reverend  eyes  to  revolve  in  their 
reverend  sockets  while  the  reverend  tongue 
wags  to  the  words:  "I  thank  thee  Lord  that 
I  am  not  like  one  of  these  misguided 
(vretches,  whose  disreputable  appearance  and 
everlasting  whining  for  broken  scraps  is  even 
as  a  stench  in  my  reverend  nostrils.  Grant, 
O,  Lord,  I  beseech  thee,  that  the  race  may 
be  exterminated,  even  so  as  by  fire  and  sword; 
for  thy  righteous  servant  is  shocked  and  em- 
barrassed by  the  sight  of  so  much  unclean- 
ness."  It  is  easy,  we  say,  for  this  well-nour- 
ished parson  to  say  these  things — far  easier, 
far  cheaper  than  to  put  forth  a  hand  for  the 
relief  of  the  distressed.  Nero  fiddled  while 
Pome  burned,  and  so  this  crapulent  divine 
who  so  far  forgets  himself,  his  calling  and 
his  duty,  as  to  undertake  to  restrain  those  of 
his  congregation  who  are  moved  by  charitable 
impulse  and  the  grave  exigencies  of  the  situ- 
ation to  provide  relief  for  distressed  humani- 

ty. 

We  are  glad  to  know  that  there  are  few 
such  clerical  abortions  as  this  one  now  ex- 
tant. The  churches  and  their  congregations 
have  stepped  nobly  into  the  breach.  Never 
in  the  history  of  San  Francisco  was  practical 
benevolence  more  needed — never  did  the 
charitable  respond  more  promptly.  The 
congregations  who  have  established  and  still 
maintain  the  free  midday  lunches,  can  see 
for  themselves  the  depth  of  the  misery  they 
are  daily  relieving.  The  hollow  eyes,  the 
wasted  cheeks,  the  ravenous  appetites  of  the 
guests  tell  their  own  tale.    The  noble  women 


who  are  relieving  this  distress  will  not  be  de- 
terred from  their  laudable  undertaking  by 
the  ravings  of  a  surfeited,  sour,  dyspeptic 
parson,  who  has  neither  the  charity  to  assist 
the  needy  nor  the  sense  to  hold  his  venomous 
tongue.  This  is  not  a  good  time  for  mere 
theology — it  is  the  season  for  practical  bene- 
volence. All  honor  to  the  churches,  socie- 
ties and  individuals  who  are  laboring  to  keep 
the  wolf  from  the  poor  man's  door.  Sperate, 
mtieri;  cavele,  felices,  says  the  philosopher: 
"Let  the  wretched  hope  and  the  happy 
be  upon  their  guard." 


Good  Words. 

It  is  not  often  that  we  reproduce  Press  no- 
tices of  the  Wasp.  Our  space  is  generally 
occupied  with  much  more  interesting  matter. 
However,  we  cannot  refrain  from  giving  the 
two  following  complimentary  paragraphs, 
coming  as  they  do,  entirely  unsolicited  and 
from  two  of  the  oldest  and  most  respectable 
journals  in  San  Francisco.  The  first  is  from 
the  Alta  California: 

To-day's  Wasp  contains  a  cartoon  on  the  Chinese 
question.  A  sis-horse  team  drawing  a  load  of  Chi- 
nese, labeled  "For  Export,"  is  obstructed  by  two 
large  boulders — "Burlinganie  Treaty"  and  "Puri- 
tanical Notions."  The  leading  horses  are  "Common 
Sense"  and  "Chinese  Missionary."  The  "Califor- 
nia Press"  and  "Eastern  Press"  follow  in  harness, 
and  "Capital"  and  "Workingmen"  are  hitched  to 
the  tongue.  The  team  is  very  unruly.  The  artist 
shows  a  keen  appreciation  of  the  salient  points  of  a 
question. 

The  Morning  Call  of  last  Sunday  had  the 
following  complimentary  paragraph  on  the 
editorial  page: 

The  Chinese  Situation  Fictorially. 

The  Wasp  of  this  week  has  an  excellent  cartoon  on 
the  Chinese  situation.  Wasp  is  driving  a  six-horse 
team,  which  is  trying  to  haul  the  entire  Chinese  po- 
pulation out  of  the  country.  Two  of  the  horses  are 
labelled,  respectively,  "California  Press"  and  "East- 
ern Press."  The  former  is  pulling  steadily,  with  all 
his  might,  to  draw  the  vehicle  along,  while  the  other 
is  fractious,  balky,  and  refuses  to  pull.  So  of  the 
others — "Missionary"  and  "Capital"  are  kicking, 
while  "Industry"  and  "Workingmen"  pull  theirbest. 
The  Burlingame  Treaty,  represented  as  a  rock,  blocks 
the  near  fore  wheel,  and  Puritanical  Notions  the  near 
hind  wheel.  The  load  is  heavy  enough  to  sink  the 
wheels  into  the  mud,  and  Uncle  Sam,  leaning  over 
a  fence,  remarks,  "Say,  Mr.  Wasp,  you  will  never 
get  that  wagon  out  of  the  mud  unless  your  teams  pull 
together.  Can't  you  see  those  rocks  ?" 
It  is  a  source  of  no  small  gratification  to  us 
to  be  endorsed  by  two  such  influential  jour- 
nals. The  Wasp  is  creating  a  sensation  in 
newspaper  circles. 


The  Territorial  Pioneers. 
In  October  last  we  were  shown  a  Certifi- 
cate of  Membership  of  the  Territorial  Pio- 
neers, which  we  then  unsvjaringly  criticized 
as  being  poor  in  conception  and  wretched  in 
execution.  We  were  sorry  to  see  the  Asso- 
ciation so  imposed  upon.  The  Association 
now  requests  us  to  say  that  a  superb  Certifi- 
cate of  Membership  is  being  made  for  it  by 
Messrs.  Britton  and  Eey,  which  will  be  fully 
equal  to  any  similar  work  done  in  California. 
We  are  further  requested  to  state  that  all 
who  arrived  in  California  before  its  admis- 
sion as  a  State  into  the  Union,  are   cordially 
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invited  to  become  members  of  this  Associa- 
tion of  Territorial  Pioneers.  Its  "First  An- 
nual," recently  published,  containing  171 
pages  of  history  of  its  organization,  constitu- 
tion and  by-laws,  names  of  members,  annual 
celebration  of  Admission  Day,  historical  con- 
tributions, addresses,  etc.,  is  gratuitously 
presented  to  all  members  not  in  arrears. 


I  See  Illustration.] 
AN   INFERNAL  RHAPSODY. 

Another  business  busted,  so  'tis  said, 

By  Canon  Ferrar  and  by  Brother  Beecher. 

This  time  it's  rough,  in  fact  'tis  Hell, 

The  doctrine's  taught  by  every  leading  preacher. 

The  Evil  One  has  had  to  shut  his  doors, 
He  couldn't  stand  the  pressure  any  longer; 

He  rehypothecates  like  any  other  man. 
He  may  reopen  Hell  when  he  is  stronger. 

At  any  rate,  the  Devil  is  to  pay; 

For  now  no  matter  who  'tis  kicks  the  bucket, 
Sinner  or  saint,  the  doom  is  ju6t  the  same. 

The  Btraight  will  fare  no  better  than  the  crooked. 

Some  wicked  men  were  often  heard  to  say 
They'd  keep  at  something  "until  Hell  froze  over.' 

'Twere  vain  to  use  such  strong  expressions  more, 
For  Hell  is  froze — the  Devil  is  in  clover. 

And  "Hell's  to  let,"  the  guests  are  all  dispersed, 
They  soar  aloft  to  Peter  every  minute; 

And  Satan  finds  his  occupation  gone. 

Tell  none  to  go  to  Hell — there's  nothing  in  it. 

St.  Peter,  guardian  of  the  heav'nly  gates, 

Is  much  astonished  at  the  folks  that  pass  him; 

And  if  he  stops  just  one  from  going  in, 

That  one  will  halt,  and  square  himself  to  sass  hini. 

Assassins,  thieves,  and*  all  the  brood  of  crime 

Observe  the  blissful  chance  and  quickly  seize  it, 
And  tell  old  Peter,  if  he  says  a  word: 
"O  you're  too  fresh,  old  man,  you'd  better  cheeze  it!" 

So  orthodoxy's  bursted  up  at  last — 

The  fire  of  Hell  quenched  by  the  winds  that  fanned  it, 
No  more  old  Nick,  no  lake,  no  sulph'rous  blast; 

"We're  sorry  for  all  this,  but  we  can  stand  it. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration.] 

St.  Valentine. 

Our  double-page  illustration  this  week  rep- 
resents St.  Valentine  distributing  his  favors 
among  his  votaries.  The  custom  of  sending 
valentines  on  the  14th  of  February  is  of 
ancient  origin.  Sixteen  hundred  years  ago, 
Valentine  was  clubbed  to  death  and  his  body 
beheaded  in  the  reign  of  theEmperorClaudius. 
Though  a  celibate  himself,  he  took  great  in- 
terest in  the  love  affairs  of  the  young  men 
and  maidens  of  that  day,  and  shortly  after 
his  death,  the  custom  of  calling  lovers 
"valentines"  came  into  vogue.  From  this 
custom,  the  missives  interchanged  between 
lovers  came  to  be  called  valentines.  The 
valentines  sent  by  lovers  in  the  ages  of  chiv- 
alry were  miracles  of  complimentary  imagery 
and  courteous  diction.  They  were  elaborate- 
ly adorned  with  every  device  that  might  be 
supposed  to  gratify  the  taste  or  pride  of  the 
person  addressed.  From  these  ornate  mis- 
sives came  the  valentines,  both  sentimental 
and  burlesque,  which  vex  the  soul  of  the  un- 
fortunate letter  carrier  on  the  14th  of  Feb- 
ruary. 

Our  artist's  conception  of  St.  Valentine's 
Day  is  sufficiently  humorous  to  provoke  a 


smile  from  the  lips  of  an  ascetic.  Valentine 
appears  in  the  centre  of  the  picture  with  a 
heavy  mail  bag,  from  which  he  is  sending 
missives  right  and  left.  He  is  holding  the 
Wasp's  valentine  in  his  hand,  and  those 
which  he  has  delivered  explain  themselves. 
We  hope  all  our  readers  have  been  fortunate 
in  securing  cheerful  tokens  of  love  and  friend- 
ship. Our  valentines  so  far  have  bordered 
closely  on  the  burlesque. 


are  not  told  what  his  profession  was.  Be- 
sides there  are  numbers  of  his  compatriots  in 
the  same  unpleasant  fix  as  Yon  Gown,  and 
why  may  they  not  be  cooks,  or  laundrymen, 
or  cigar  makers,  or,  in  fact,  any  trade  what- 
ever ?  We  see  no  reason  why.  It  often  re- 
quires an  expert  to  discern  leprosy,  and  how 
many  of  our  people  are  experts  ?  The  won- 
der is  that,  with  the  constant  and  intimate 
association  between  whites  and  Asiatics,  the 
dreadful  disease  is  not  more  rife. 


Hon.  J.  "W.  Bones. 
Senator  Bones,  whose  portrait  we  present 
above,  is  the  successor  of  Nathan  Porter,  the 
late  Senator  for  Alameda  County.  Mr.  Bones 
was  elected  on  the  Workingmen's  ticket  by 
an  overwhelming  majority  over  the  candi- 
dates of  both  the  old  parties.  He  is  a  man 
about  sixty  years  old,  acarpenterbytrade.and 
reputed  to  be  worth  about  $30,000.  Mr. 
Bones  has  now  been  in  the  Senate  some 
weeks  and  has  taken  an  active  part  in  its  de- 
liberations. He  is  known  among  his  neigl  - 
bors  as  a  consistent  christian,  a  strong  tem- 
perance man  and  a  worthy  citizen.  He  was 
a  leading  spirit  in  the  Local  Option  move- 
ment some  years  ago,  and  distinguished  him- 
self by  several  stirring  speeches  in  the  cause. 
We  think  Mr.  Bones  will  make  a  good  Legis- 
lative record  before  the  end  of  the  session. 


A  Cheerful  Reflection. 
An  interesting  leprosy  subject  was  ex- 
amined on  Tuesday  evening  by  the  San  Fran- 
cisco Medical  Society.  The  patient,  who  re- 
joices in  the  name  of  Yon  Gown,  has  had  the  le- 
prosy four  years,  during  two  of  which  he  has 
been  a  resident  of  California.  He  is  now  a 
pitiable  object  with  no  hope  of  cure.  Le- 
prosy is  very  common  in  the  land  of  Mr. 
Yon  Gown's  nativity,  and  his  countrymen 
show  a  praiseworthy  zeal  in  its  importation 
to  California.  It  is  not  a  very  comforting  re- 
flection, but  it  is  unavoidable,  that  this  same 
Yon  Gown  in  the  innocence  of  his  heart,  has 
manipulated  many  a  pan  of  biscuits  destined 
for  the  Caucas:an  stomach,  or  irrigated  the 
snowy  shirt  front  of  many  a  millionaire  dur- 
ing his  two  years'  residence  in  California. 
He  may  have  dandled  the  children  of  divers 
proud  American  mothers  on  his  knee,  or 
tasted  the  family  soup  with  his  leprous  ton- 
gue. He  may  have  done  all  and  probably 
has  done  some  of  these  cheerful  things — we 


[See  illustration  on  FirBt  Page.] 
"There  Was  a  Reaper  and  His  Name 
Was  Death." 
The  excellent  cartoon  which  we  present  on 
the  first  page  of  this  week's  Wasp  illustrates 
in  a  striking  manner  the  ravages  of  the  king 
of  terrors  among  the  great  ones  of  the  earth. 
He  has  already  felled  Pope  Pius  IX.,  Victor 
Emanuel,  Theirs,  and  a  host  of  others,  and 
is  now  sharpening  his.  scythe  for  another 
coup.  He  is  working  in  a  rich  field.  Bis- 
marck, MacMahon,  Grant,  Alexander,  Wil- 
liam, the  Sultan,  Francis  Joseph,  Queen 
Victoria,  Hayes,  Emperor  Norton  I.,  and 
other  dignitaries  can  be  recognized  among 
the  growing  grain,  ere  many  years  to  fall  be- 
fore the  omnipotent  hand  of  Time.  Time 
levels  all  things,  and,  though  we  hope  the 
days  of  all  may  be  long  in  the  land,  we  no- 
tice many  of  the  princes  and  great  ones  of 
the  earth  already  bowing  to  the  inevitable 
stroke. 


Euchred. 


There  was  a  gentle  knock  at  the  door  of 
heaven.  Peter  demanded  the  name  of  the 
intruder. 

"My  name  is  Pius." 

"What  Pius?" 

"Pope  Pius  PX.  Open  the  door  and  let 
me  in." 

There  was  a  fumbling  of  keys  in  a  vain  at- 
tempt to  unlock  the  door. 

At  last,  after  one  more  unsuccessful  effort, 
Peter  burst  forth,  "Victor  Emanuel  got  in  a 
few  days  ago  and  changed  the  combination 
of  the  lock.  You'll  have  to  wait  until  I  can 
hunt  him  up. 


The  officers  have  made  some  desultory 
raids  on  Chinese  lodging  houses,  and  have 
captured  several  of  the  heathen  for  violation 
of  the  cubic  air  ordinance,  which  prohibits 
any  person  from  sleeping  in  a  place  where 
he  will  have  less  than  five  hundred  cubic  feet 
of  air.  There  is  a  grim  sarcasm  in  all  this. 
Do  the  inmates  of  the  crowded  City  Prison 
have  five  hundred  cubic  feerof  air  ?  Or  those 
of  the  County  Jail  ?  We  will  venture  to  say 
that  there  are  not  five  hundred  cubic  feet  of 
pure  air  in  the  whole  City  Prison.  We  do 
not  wish  to  cavil  or  to  be  hypercritical.  Those 
in  charge  of  the  City  Prison  cannot  make  it 
any  larger,  and  it  is  undoubtedly  kept  as 
clean  as  possible.  But  the  city  can  and 
ought  to  have  a  lock-up  a  little  superior  to 
the  Black  Hole  of  Calcutta. 


Subscribe  for  the   Wasp,   $4  a  year.    35 
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^   HOJRSE    OF   ANOTHER    COLOR. 


I. 

Old  Buster  sent  his  stableman 

With  coin  to  buy  a  horse. 
"A  jet  black  one"  old  Buster  cried 

"While  Jack  remarked:  "Of  course.' 


II. 

And  soon  he  found  a  liveryman 

Who  had  a  noble  steed; 
But  Jack  refused  to  buy  him,  saying: 

"A  black  one's  what  I  need." 


III. 

The  liveryman  mused  with,  himself; 

"If  color's  all  I  lack — 
That  buyer  will  be  round  again — 

I  paint  the  critter  black!" 


Then  right  away  he  went  to  work. 

(The  beast  made  no  complaint,) 
And  soon  he  was  transformed 

By  a  heavy  coat  of  paint. 


V. 

Jack  soon  returned.     The  dealer  asked: 
"Now  how  will  this  horse  suit  ?" 

"That  nag,"  says  Jack,  "  'tis  just  the  thing!" 
"Well,  purchase  him" — "I'll  do  it." 


VI. 
So  on  his  fiery  coal  black  steed 

Jack  gaily  rode  away; 
The  color  held  as  good  as  new, 

For  'twas  a  lovely  day. 


VII. 

But  soon  the  rain  name  pouring  down, 

Alas,  Alas  for  Jack! 
The  weather  was  against  the  trade, 

And  washed  off  all  the  black! 


VIII. 

"You've  got  a  horse,"  his  master  said, 

"But  this  one  is  a  pinto."* 
"  'Tis  black"  said  Jack.     "  'Tis  white." 
"You  lie!     It"— 

Each  other  they  pitched  into. 


IX. 

Old  Buster  took  him  by  the  ear, 
And  gave  him  heel  and  toe; 

But  Jack  was  game  and  asked  him 
Why  he  should  be  treated  so. 


X. 

And  in  his  turn  he  waded  in, 
Quite  bravely  for  his  size. 

And  put  a  genuine  kind  of  black 
Around  old  Buster's  eyes. 


=>0 


XI. 


So  Jack  took  off  the  steed,  to  make 

The  dealer  take  it  back, 
And  search  the  other  stables 

For  another  kind  of  black. 
*  Pinto  is  the  Calif  ornian  name  for  a  spotted  horse. 


XII. 
The  horse  is  quite  demoralized, 

He  thinks  the  thing  too  crooked; 
And  every  time  he  sees  black  paint, 

He's  bound  to  kick  the  bucket! 
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The  Chinese  question:  "What  fo'  you  no 
pay  for  washee  f" 

A  man  named  Bhurnskorff  died  somewhere 
in  the  East  some  time  ago.  He  couldn't  sur- 
vive his  name. 

William  P.  Bargion  is  held  in  $1,000  bail 
to  answer  for  robbery,  This  is  making  the 
best  of  a  bad  Bargion. 

The  Daily  Exchange  thinks  that  the  Wasp 
has  done  more  in  the  Anti-Coolie  cause  by 
its  spirited  cartoons  than  all  the  Agitators. 
Being  infinitely  modest,  the  Wasp  blushes  at 
such  unqualified  praise,  but  we  think  a  good 
deal  of  ourselves,  nevertheless. 

A  poet  has   arisen  in  Globe  district,  Ari- 
zona.   Here  is  a  sample  of  his  inspired  muse : 
There's  some  mineral  sorted  and  in  the  sack, 
Among  it  you'll  find  considerable  black-jack, 
Sulphur,  antimony,  arsenic  and  tremolite, 
And  a  portion  of  lead  sulphautimonite. 

The  people  are  alarmed,  and  at  last  reports 
were  about  to  form  a  committee  of  safety. 

A  bukglab  coolly  walked  out  of  the  Munici- 
pal Criminal  Court  the  other  day,  in  search 
of  life,  liberty,  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness. 
The  ever- watchful  officers  were  there  in  force, 
which  was  probably  why  the  criminal  made 
himself  so  scarce.  It  seems  to  be  easier  to 
get  of  the  hands  of  the  police  than  to  get 
into  them.  The  way  of  the  transgressor  is 
easy. 

Some  of  our  exchanges  are  advocating  the 
introduction  of  the  Moffat  bell-punch  in  Cali- 
fornia. If  it  be  true,  as  it  often  is,  that  to- 
pers throw  their  fat  in  the  fire,  it  is  not  un- 
reasonable to  suppose  that  they  would  throw 
mo'  fat  if  this  innovation  is  put  in  practice. 
Any  one  who  can't  wriggle  the  sense  out  of 
that  pun  is  fit  for  "treason,  stratagems  and 
spoils.  Let  no  such  man  be  trusted" — for  a 
horn. 

Mr.  Anderson  has  introduced  a  bill  in  the 
Legislature,  fixing  the  legal  rate  of  interest 
at  seven  per  cent.  He  might  just  as  well  fix 
it  at  three.  The  legal  rate  of  interest  now  is 
ten  per  cent,  per  annum,  but  no  one  takes 
any  notice  of  it.  Specific  contracts  are  made 
at  from  12  to  24  per  cent,  per  annum.  If  a 
law  could  be  made  fixing  the  maximum  rate 
of  interest  in  specific  contracts,  it  might  tend 
to  make  cheap  money,  but  we  fear  it  would 
be  disregarded. 

A  correspondent  wants  us  to  publish  the 
name  of  the  man  who  wrote  "The  Sweet  Bye 
and  Bye."  Under  the  flimsy  color  of  an  in- 
nocent query  we  divine  our  correspondent's 
murderous  intent,  and  we  decline  to  tell  him 


who  is  responsible  for  his  broken  rest,  lest 
we  be  amenable  to  justice  as  accessories  be- 
fore the  fact.  Though  the  author  of  "The 
Sweet  Bye  and  Bye"  is  certainly  doomed, 
we  don't  care  to  accelerate  his  assasination 
\>y  telling  everybody  who  he  is. 

Gin  Look  attempted  to  spirit  away  a  fellow 
heathen's  goods  and  chattels  on  Monday,  but 
his  well-laid  plans  were  foiled  and  the  stern 
arm  of  the  law  now  encircles  him  to  the  tune 
of  $2,000  bail  for  burglary.  When  asked 
why  he  had  sinned,  Mr.  Look  said  he  had  no 
idea  of  robbery,  but  thought  he  would  Look 
Gin  to  his  friend's  room.  This  was  held  to 
be  a  vile  pun  unworthy  of  a  disciple  of  Con- 
fucius, and  he  was  held  to  answer.  The  pun 
iB  the  greater  crime  of  the  two. 

An  odorous  ecclesiastical  breeze  has  been 
started  by  the  free  lunch  enterprise.  Mr. 
Hemphill,  who  would  have  people  starve  for 
the  glory  of  God,  says  that  Mr.  Ijams,  who 
would  feed  the  hungry,  is  a  no  such  thing; 
and  Mr.  Ijams  retorts  by  asseverating  that 
Mr.  Hemphill's  God  is  his  (Mr.  Ijams')  devil. 
It  is  as  hard  as  it  is  awkward  to  believe  both 
reverend  gentlemen,  but  we  shall  do  the  best 
we  can.  We  have  often  heard  it  said  that 
one  man's  meat  is  another  man's  poison. 

A  correspondent  at  Carson  City,  Nev., 
takes  us  to  task  for  calling  the  near  leader  of 
our  balky  team  the  off  horse.  Well,  no  one 
can  deny  that  he  was  more  than  a  little  off. 
It  is  offal  to  think  that  the  near  shall  be  off 
and  the  off  near — that  the  closest  is  the  offer. 
We  have  off'n  thought  how  much  off-all  of  us 
would  be  if  we  were  off  orses  of  Washoe  teams. 
We  do  not  mean  to  off-end  our  correspon- 
dent, but  to  point  out  to  him  how  many  offs 
there  are  in  this  world  to  offset  his   off-'oss 

If  this  should  meet  the  eye  of  Thomas 
Wallace,  who  lately  walked  away  from  the 
Municipal  Criminal  Court,  he  will  please 
take  notice  that  his  presence  at  the  office  of 
the  Chief  of  Police  is  earnestly  desired,  and 
that  all  will  be  forgiven  and  forgotten.  N. 
B. — We  made  this  ad.  up  ourselves,  as  we 
want  to  assist  the  officers  in  every  reasonable 
way.  If  Messrs.  Duncan  and  Le  Warne  will 
please  consider  this  notice  as  addressed  to 
themselves,  they  will  oblige  us  very  much, 
save  Capt.  Lees  a  good  deal  of  trouble,  and 
Chief  Kirkpatrick  a  considerable  amount  of 
solicitude.  We  hope  these  criminals  will 
comply  with  so  reasonable  a  request.  If 
they  do,  we  shall  demand  pay  for  this  adver- 
tisement. 


on  both  sides  simultaneously,  cuts  and  folds 
the  sheets  and  delivers  them  counted  in  piles 
of  one  hundred,  ready  for  the  carriers  to 
take  without  further  ado.  Of  course  the 
work  will  be  done  much  more  quickly  than 
at  present,  and  the  Call  can  wait  some  hours 
longer  in  the  morning,  thus  being  able  to  se- 
cure the  very  latest  news  from  the  East,  even 
to  the  comments  of  lending  Eastern  journals 
on  the  topics  of  the  day — the  difference  in 
time  between  here  and  New  York,  some  three 
hours,  will  allow  of  this.  The  proprietors 
will  henceforth  stereotype  their  forms  and 
use  a  better  quality  of  paper — all  of  which 
improvements  will,  of  course,  be  for  the  be- 
nefit of  the  readers  of  the  Call.  We  take 
pleasure  in  noting  this  new  example  of  news- 
paper enterprise,  and  trust  that  it  may  prove 
profitable  to  the  proprietors. 


Newspaper  Enterprise. 
Since  the  time  that  the  first  cylinder  press 
was  put  in  operation,  or  the  year  1814,  im- 
mense improvements  have  been  effected 
in  the  form ,  style  and  celerity  of  the  printing 
machine.  San  Francisco  has  not  been  much 
behind  other  cities  in  obtaining  the  latest  of 
these  inventions;  and,  as  a  case  in  point,  we 
would  mention  the  extraordinary  press  which 
has  recently  arrived  in  San  Francisco  for  the 
Morning  Call.  This  marvelous  press  is  a 
ponderous  piece  of  machinery,  weighing  al- 
together upwards  of  thirty  tons.  It  takes 
the  paper  from  a  roll  automatically,  prints  it 
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Alexander  came  down  like  a  wolf  on  the  fold; 
And  his  Cossacks  were  wiry  and  fierce  to  heboid; 
And   his   legions   were   many — too   much   for   John 

Bull- 
When  he    swooped  down  from   Kussia   to  plunder 

Stamboul. 

Like  the  talk  of  a  woman,  John  Bull  ranted  loud, 
Like  the  whipt  cur  that  barks,  soon   his   spirit  was 

cowed, 
Like  the  player  that  bluffs  when  another  holds  full, 
Mr.  Bull's  hand  was  called — and  the  Bear  took  Stam- 
boul. 


And  the  Bear  stands  astride  of  his  hard-conquered 
foe; 

And  the  vultures  soon  gather — The  "Sick  Man"  is 
low; 

And  the  spoil  is  divided  according  to  rule; 

But  the  British  get  nothing — the  Bear  holds  Stam- 
boul, 

Thus  the  way  to  the  East  is  as  clear  to  the  Bear 
As   the  Sun  at  high   noon — but  the  Wasp  does  not 

care — 
For  to  sucoor  a  friend  one  must  be  prompt  and  brave, 
And  when  Bull  interfered  there  was  nothing  to  save, 
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411?" 
"That's  me,  sir." . 
"Let  me  see  your  arm." 

"It's  all  right,  sir." 

"All  right,  is  it?  In  my  humble  opinion,  it's 
about  as  wrong  as  wrong  can  be." 

411  looked  down  at  the  bruised  flesh  and  broken 
bones  he  had  aflirmed  to  be  "all  right,"  with  a  half- 
contemptuous  smile,  and  then,  resigning  himself  to 
the  inevitable,  laid  quietly  watching  the  white  hands 
of  the  young  doctor  as  he  prepared  splints,  bandages, 
etc.,  and  commenced  the  work  of  setting  the  bone, 
now  rendered  doubly  difficult  by  the  swelling  of  the 
bruised  flesh. 

The  light  of  the  setting  sun  stole  into  the  room, 
illuminating  with  a  sudden  glory  the  bare  walls  and 
comfortless  surroundings,  and  throwing  into  strong 
relief  the  two  figures  which  gave  life  to  the  picture. 
The  doctor's  frank,  good-humored  face,  slight  easy 
figure,  and  air  of  careless  good-breeding,  could  not 
have  been  out  of  place  under  any  circumstances; 
but  the  other  seemed  strangely  in  unison  with,  and 
yet  in  contradiction  to,  his  surroundings.  His  mus- 
cular frame  might  have  served  as  a  model  for  strength 
and  beauty— a  Hercules  in  a  prison-dress!  His 
hands,  roughened  and  hardened  by  toil,  had  been  as 
slender  and  well-shaped  as  the  doctor's  own.  His 
face,  bronzed  by  exposure  to  all  weathers,  was  still 
high-bred  and  refined— aquiline  features;  clear, 
brave  eyes;  and  above  all,  the  close-cropped  hair 
of  a  convict.  He  had  that  air  of  reserve,  totally 
distinct  from  rudeness,  which  only  well-bred  people 
possess,  and  which  impresses  even  the  most  vulgar 
and  obtuse. 

Though  the  sensitive  mouth  betrayed  his  delicate 
nervous  oganization,  nothing  could  be  more  stoical 
than  the  compusure  with  which  he  bore  the  torture 
he  was  suffering. 

"Why  on  earth,  man,  don't  you  say  something,  or 
cry  out?"  exclaimed  the  doctor,  half  impatiently. 

Noticing  the  gathering  whiteness  round  his  patient's 
lips,  the  doctor  hastily  poured  something  in  a  glass, 
and  bidding  him  drink  it,  went  quickly  on  with  his 
work.  After  a  few  minutes'  silence,  he  glanced  up 
suddenly. 

"What's  that?"— pointing  to  a  small  blue  figure 
on  the  brawny  wrist. 

"That?"  O!  my  crest.  I  did  it  when  I  was  a 
boy,"  said  the  man,  indifferently. 

"Your  crest?" 

"Did  I  say  that?" — and  a  flush  crept  over  his  face. 
"I  must  have  been  dreaming;  people  do  dream  some- 
times, don't  they?" 

The  doctor  did  not  answer,  but  looked  keenly  at 
him,  as  he  turned  away  his  head  with  a  short  embar- 
rassed laugh. 

"What  is  your  name?" 

"No.  411." 

"I  dont  mean  that;  I  mean  your  name,"  persisted 

the  doctor. 

"Jim  Brown." 
.  Dr.  Harris  laughed.     "Jim  Brown!    Why  don't 
you  say,  Bill  Scroggins?     One  name  would  suit  you 
about  as  well  as  the  other." 

411  frowned  slightly,  "Why  should  I  tell  you  my 
name?" 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  know,"  was  the  frank  answer; 
unless  because  I  want  you  to.  That  crest  on  your 
arm  is  very  like  my  own.  I  thought  perhaps  we  were 
related." 

"And  if  we  were?    You  wouldn't  own  me." 

"Why  not?  I'm  not  a  bad  fellow  in  my  way, 
neither  do  I  think  you  are.  Why  shouldn't  I  own 
you?" 


The  man  raised  himself  on  his  arm,  and  looked 
searchingly  in  the  doctor's  face. 

"A  convict?"  he  said  slowly. 

"Well,"  said  the  doctor,  dryly,  "I  don't  see  much 
society  except  convicts,  at  present,  and  I  can't  say 
but  what  I  like  them  as  well  as  I  do  those  who  think 
themselves  a  good  deal  better.  I've  found  out  it  isn't 
always  the  worst  that  are  caught,  by  any  means.  I'm 
a  'radical,'  you  must  know,"  he  added,  quaintly, 
"and  very  much  disapproved  of  by  the  family." 

411  looked  out  into  the  gathering  darkness  for 
some  minutes,  and  then  said  quietly: 

"Well,  sir;  if  you  care  to  hear  a  convict's  story, 
sit  down  awhile.  I've  never  told  it  to  any  one,  and 
I  don't  know  why  I  should  tell  it  to  you;  but  the 
mood's  on  me,  and  I  might  as  well  talk  as  think, 
maybe;  and  then  you've  guessed  my  secret  partly — 
at  least,  you  know  I'm  not  Jim  Brown" — and  a  smile 
flashed  across  his  face.  "How  old  do  you  think  I 
am?"  he  continued. 

Dr.  Harris  looked  at  the  powerful  frame  of  the 
man — at  the  strong,  hard  lines  in  his  face. 

"Between  forty  and  fifty,  I  should  say." 

"Thirty-six,  yesterday.  I  was  twenty-four  the 
day  I  was  sentenced;  a  pleasant  wny  of  celebrating 
one's  birthday,  wasn't  it?  There  was  a  lot  of  stuff 
in  the  papers  about  my  'youth,'  and  my  being  so 
'hardened.'  Did  they  think  I  was  going  to  beg  for 
mercy? — not  I.  I've  been  out  here  twelve  years 
now,  and  I've  escaped  twice  and  been  caught  again; 
but  I'll  try  it  once  more  some  time." 

"You  ought  not  to  tell  me  that,"  said  the  doctor, 
smiling. 

"Why  not?  They  watch  me  all  the  time,  anyway. 
Just  give  me  some  water,  will  you?  Thanks.  Well, 
I  ought  to  commence  with  my  name,  I  suppose.  It 
Is  Edward  Tracy.  I  was  the  second  son  of  a  North- 
umberland squire,  who  had  just  enough  money  to 
keep  up  the  place  for  my  brother,  and  no  more.  A 
fine  old  place  it  was,  and  the  only  thoroughly  happy 
days  I  can  look  back  to  were  spent  there.  That  was 
when  I  was  a  boy — home  for  the  holidays,  eager 
about  cricket  and  foot-ball,  and  to  whom  a  gun  and 
the  range  of  the  rabbit-warren  were  perfect  happi- 
ness. After  awhile,  it  was  unpleasant  enough.  My 
brother — a  lazy,  good-looking  fellow,  who  knew  how 
to  ride  and  shoot,  and  only  that — was  the  idol  of  my 
mother  and  sisters.  All  deferred  to  him  except  little 
Mary,  my  pet,  who  used  to  follow  me  round  like  a 
kitten.  Poor  little  girl!  I  wonder  if  she  ever  thinks 
of  me  now.  Younger  sons  in  a  poor  family  have  a 
hard  time  of  it.  I  only  wonder  more  don't  go  to 
the  bad  than  do.  Brought  up  as  gentlemen,  they  are 
then  thrown  on  their  own  resources,  to  live  by  their 
wits,  either  in  some  beggarly  profession,  or  as 
hangers-on  where  there  any  rich  relations.  They 
must  put  up  with  being  snubbed  and  thrown  over, 
whenever  they  come  in  the  way — made  use  of  and 
then  cast  aside;  at  least,  such  was  my  experience. 
I  was  proud  and  passionate,  and  so  felt  these  things 
more  than  others,  I  dare  say.  I  wanted  to  go  into 
the  army,  but  my  father  said  he  couldn't  afford  it — 
I  'would  always  be  getting  into  debt,'  etc. — and  so  I 
was  apprenticed  to  a  London  barrister — a  great, 
pompous  man,  whom  I  cordially  detested  before  a 
month  was  out.  He  had  a  way  of  aggravating  me 
whenever  we  came  in  contact  that  used  to  make  me 
long  for  an  excuse  to  pitch  him  down  stairs.  I  be- 
lieve in  presentiments.  I  knew  that  man  would  in- 
jure me  seme  day.  I  saw  more  trickery  and  under- 
hand dealing  while  in  that  office  than  I  had  ever  seen 
in  my  life  before.  Mr.  Pierson  was  a  man  of  tact, 
not  talent.  He  had  gained  several  good  cases,  which 
made  his  reputation,  and  he  had  a  way  of  making 
people  believe  that  if  black  was  not  just  white,  it  was 
certainly  gray,  which  proved  very  useful  to  him. 

"I  was  about  twenty-two  when  I  went  into  Kent 
for  a  few  weeks,  partly  on  business  for  Mr.  Pierson, 
and  partly  to  visit  an  uncle  of  mine.  Am  I  tiring 
you,  Bir,  with  thia  long  story?" 

"Not  at  all,  Tracy;  go  on." 

411  started  at  the  unfamiliar  name,  which  the 
doctor  slightly  emphasized.  His  breath  came  quickly, 
and  his  voice  was  husky  when  he  spoke  again: 

"Would  you  think,  now,  that   a  man  could  hear 


his  own  name  so  seldom,  that  when  it  was  spoken  as 
you  spoke  mine,  it  could  make  the  past  come  back 
like  a  great  wave,  almost  blotting  out  the  present?  I 
haven't  heard  my  name  for  more  than  ten  years," 
he  went  on,  musingly.  "I  don't  wonder  it  sounds 
strange  to  me.  It  was  in  the  summer  when  I  went 
to  Kent;  the  time  for  'falling  in  love'  as  it  is  called, 
and,  of  course,  I  did  it.  I  don't  wonder  at  myself, 
even  now,  when  I  remember  all  that  has  passed.  We 
were  throwto  very  much  together.  Lucy  was  an 
orphan,  living  with  a  rich  maiden  aunt,  whose  place 
adjoined  my  uncle's.  I  had  always  a  fondness  for 
playing  the  part  of  protector;  and  she  was  a  clinging, 
dependent  little  thing,  with  long  golden  curls  and  a 
delicate  pink-and-white  daisy  face.  I  had  never 
cared  for  any  girl  before,  and  from  the  first  I  loved 
her  madly.  It's  the  old,  old  story,'  and  I  needn't 
make  a  fool  of  myself  again  by  telling  it  to  you.  Be- 
fore I  went  back  to  town,  we  had  exchanged  rings, 
and  she  had  promised  to  love  me  through  eternity. 
A  lengthy  eternity  it  proved! 

"Our  engagement  was  to  remain  a  secret  until  I 
should  become  a  great  lawyer,  and  then  I  was  to 
claim  her.  This  was  Lucy's  idea.  I  wanted  to 
speak  to  her  aunt,  but  she  begged  me  not,  giving  a 
dozen  different  reasons  for  my  silence.  I  believe, 
even  then,  she  thought  it  best  not  to  bind  herself  too 
closely;  but,  of  course,  I  never  suspected  this,  for, 
with  all  my  faults,  I  had  always  been  perfectly  honest 
and  truthful.  In  the  winter,  Mr  Pierson  told  me 
that  the  business  I  had  been  attending  to  had  now  to 
be  completed,  and  that  he  was  going  down  himself. 
I  was,  of  course,  very  anxious  to  go,  but  he  did  not 
give  me  the  chance.  Lucy  met  him  at  a  couple  of 
dinners,  and,  from  what  she  said,  I  knew  he  bad 
been  very  attentive  to  her.  He  was  a  good-looking 
man,  about  forty,  and  could  make  himself  very  agree- 
able when  he  chose  to  do  so.  I  wrote  to  Lucy  im- 
mediately, telling  her  what  I  thought  of  him.  She 
replied,  accusing  me  of  being  jealous,  and  saying  she 
was  sure  I  was  prejudiced  against  Mr.  Pierson,  who 
had  spoken  very  highly  of  me,  and  to  whom  I  found 
she  had  confided  the  whole  story  of  our  engagement. 
I  was  very  angry,  and  wrote  rather  harshly  to  her,  I 
fancy,  for  I  remember  she  told  me  I  'did  not  love 
her  as  I  once  did.'  That  was  our  first  quarrel,  and 
was  soon  made  up,  and  for  a  few  weeks  we  cor- 
responded as  usual.  Mr.  Pierson  returned  to 
London,  but  went  back  again  to  Kent  in  a  week  or 
two.  He  said  he  was  collecting  evidence  for  an  im- 
portant case. 

"Soon  I  noticed  that  Lucy's  letters  grew  shorter 
and  shorter,  and  finally  one  came  saying  that  she 
'had  been  thinking  over  our  foolish  engagement,  and 
as  there  was  no  prospect  of  my  being  able  to  sup- 
port her,  she  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  for  the 
sake  of  us  both  it  had  better  be  broken.' 

"I  know  every  word  of  that  cool,  heartless  letter 
now.  One  remembers  such  things.  Very  soon 
after,  I  heard  of  her  engagement  to  Mr.  Pierson.  I 
was  a  gentleman,  and  he  was  a  snob;  but  he  had 
money,  and  I  hadn't." 

" 'What's  a  gentleman  born?  Is  it  shillin's  an' 
pence?'  "  quoted  the  doctor,  softly. 

"Eh!— what's  that?" 

"Only  a  quotation  from  The  Yorkshire  Farmer; 
go  on." 

"Well,  of  course  I  was  furious,  but  what  good  did 
that  do  me?  I  thought  if  I  only  had  money,  I  would 
find  some  means  of  revenge;  but  money  was  just 
what  I  hadn't  got.  About  that  time,  I  met  a  man 
calling  himself  St.  John.  He  was  clever  and  well 
educated,  and  seemed  to  read  all  my  wild,  restless 
longings  at  a  glance.  He  led  me  on  from  bad  to 
worsa,  till  it  ended  in  forgery:  then  he  turned  king's 
evidence,  and  I  was  locked  up.  I  was  always  very 
strong,  and  finding  one  of  the  bars  loose,  I  wrenched 
it  out,  and  dropped  from  my  window  one  dark  night 
and  escaped.  On  my  way  to  the  sea,  I  met  this  man 
— St.  John.  I  might  have  got  off  if  I  could  have  let 
him  alone,  but  I  couldn't.  I  stopped  him;  he  taunted 
me  with  my  disgrace ;  told  me  that  Mr.  Pierson  had 
known  of  the  plan  laid  to  ruin  me.  'The  young  lady 
throwing  you  over  was  a  prime  trump  in  our  hand,' 
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he  added,  with  a  leer.  I  warned  him  to  be  silent; 
but  he,  as  if  blind  to  his  danger,  exasperated  me  in 
every  way  possible.  I  grappled  with  him,  and  re- 
membering a  trick  I  had  learned  at  school,  soon 
threw  him.  My  hands  were  on  his  throat.  A  half- 
minnte  more,  and  the  earth  would  have  been  rid  of 
one  sordid  wretch;  but  his  cries  had  been  heard  by 
some  men  in  a  neighboring  field,  and  I  was  over- 
powered. This  man — a  ruined  gamester,  once  a 
gentleman — had  changed  me  from  an  honest,  honor- 
able lad  to  a  felon,  and  then,  disregarding  the  'honor' 
which  is  said  to  exist  even  'among  thieves,'  threw  me 
over  to  save  himself.  I  would  be  content  to  give  five 
years  of  my  life — nay,  more,  I  would  be  content  to 
add  five  years  to  my  life — could  it  purchase  that  one 
half-miuute  of  which  I  was  robbed. 

"My  family  disowned  me,  and  made  no  attempt 
even  to  procure  counsel  for  me.  All  forsook  me  ex- 
cept little  Mary,  from  whom  I  got  a  tear-stained  let- 
ter inclosing  a  five-pound  note,  her  quarterly  allow- 
ance, and  telling  me  that  she  would  never  forget  me. 
My  father  had  forbidden  any  of  them  to  write  to  me, 
or  even  mention  my  name:  but  Mary  had  disobeyed 
him.  'It  can't  be  wrong  to  write  to  you,  dear,'  she 
said,  'for  you  are  my  own  brother,  always." 

"There  was  a  flaw  in  the  evidence,  which  my  coun- 
sel took  advantage  of,  but  Mr.  Pierson  worked 
against  him  privately,  collecting  evidence  for  the 
crown,  and  I  was  convicted.  Heaven  grant  there 
may  not  be  many  poor  wretches  who  leave  old  Eng- 
land with  the  feelings  with  which  I  left  it.  If  I  had 
had  the  opportunity,  I  would  have  put  an  end  to  my 
miserable  existence.  I  was  taken  in  a  cab,  strongly 
guarded,  from  the  jail  to  the  wharf.  We  passed  one 
o/  the  parks  on  our  way.  I  had  been  in  prison  some 
time,  and  the  fresh  green  grass,  the  trees,  the  flow- 
ers, had  never  looked  so  beautiful  hs  now,  when  I 
knew  I  was  looking  on  them  for  the  last  time.  I 
thought  of  the  hedge-rows  white  with  blossoms,  in 
Northumberland;  the  larks  singing  overhead;  Mary 
perhaps  in  our  favorite  nook  in  the  orchard,  weep- 
ing bitter  tears  as  a  last  good-by  to  'her  handsome 
Teddy,'  as  she  fondly  called  me.  No  wonder  my 
heart  swelled  when  I  thought  of  those  who  in  the 
sight  of  God  were  guilty  of  my  crime. 

"As  we  went  down  the  dock,  a  child  passed  us 
with  a  bunch  of  cowslips.  Just  two  years  before,  I 
had  gathered  them  for  Lucy  in  the  green  Kentish 
lanes!  The  child  looked  up  wistfully,  as  I  passed; 
presently  shfe  ran  after  us,  and  put  her  cowslips  in 
my  hand.  That  was  the  drop  too  much  in  the  cup 
already  full:  to  save  my  life  I  could  not  have  kept 
back  the  tears  which  rolled  over  my  cheeks.  I  was 
handcuffed,  but  one  of  my  guards  thrust  a  handker- 
chief into  my  hand,  with  a  few  words  gruffly  said. 
That  touch  of  sympathy,  and  the  child's  gift,  saved 
me  from  utter  despair.  My  life  here  has  been  the 
same,  day  after  day,  except  the  few  nights  I  spent  in 
the  bush,  the  two  times  I  got  off.  They  mostly  let 
me  alone  now.  I  keep  by  myself,  and  I've  never 
told  a  word  of  this  before.  I  had  almost  forgotten  I 
wasn't  'Jim  Brown,'  until  to-day.  Did  you  hear  how 
I  hurt  my  arm?" 

"One  of  the  men  told  me  you  were  helping  to  raise 
a  heavy  stone,  and  that  you  let  the  lever  slip  in  some 
way,  and  so  got  your  arm  crushed." 

"That's  true  as  far  as  far  as  it  goes;  a  gang  of  us 
were  working  on  the  road  when  a  carriage  passed. 
I  looked  up  as  I  stepped  out  of  the  way,  and  who  do 
you.  think  I  saw? — Lucy  and  her  husband!  She  was 
looking  just,  the  Bame  as  ever,  only  prouder.  I  was 
bo  near  I  could  have  touched  her  dress.  She  looked 
calmly  at  me — I  was  only  a  convict,  covered  with 
the  dust  from  her. carriage  wheels.  If  she  had  recog- 
nized me,  the  color  would  have  faded  a  little  from 
her  pink  cheeks,  I  think.  I  wonder  if  she  remembers 
the  letter  I  wrote  her,  before  I  was  transported?  I 
told  her  some  home  truths  then.  She  knows  who  to 
blame  for  my  wasted — worse  than  wasted — life. 

"Twelve  years  didn't  seem  much  to  me.  I  looked 
after  the  carriage  like  one  Btunned.  The  lever 
^slipped  from  my  hand — you  saw  my  arm.  I  didn't 
think  of  it,  until  I  found  I  couldn't  lift  it.  Mr. 
Pierson  has  got  some  high  appointment  here,  some 
one  said.     Of  course  his  wife  will  "be  feted   and  flat- 


tered. I  wonder  how  she  would  like  to  be  reminded 
of  that  summer  in  Kent.  How  would  she  look  if  I 
should  stop  her  carriage,  and  remind  her  of  the  time 
she  swore  to  love  me  forever,  or  how  often  her  bright 
head  has  rested  on  my  shoulder.  I  can  feel  the 
thrill  of  her  soft  lips  yet  on  my  cheek.  There,  that's 
all.  Do  you  believe  in  justice?  I  don't.  The  cause 
of  evil  should  be  attacked;  noto,  it  is  only  the  victim. 
That  woman  is  more  guilty  to-day  than  I.  67ie  drove 
me  mad — and  yet  Bhe  rides  by  in  her  carriage,  res- 
pected and  admired;  while  I,  in  my  prison  dress,  can 
never  be  anything  but  what  I  am — 411." — Reprinted 
from  Overland  Monthly. 

[the  end.  J 
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Merthyr. — Too  many  by  half. 

Momus. — The  age  of  chivalry  is  past. 

Mentor. — There  is  no  space  this  week. 
Perhaps  room  can  be  made  in  our  next  issue. 

Selvedge. — There  is  no  doubt  of  your  sin- 
cerity— it  is  your  talent  that  is  called  in  ques- 
tion. 

Mav. — Your  photograph  has  not  come  to 
hand — the  gist  of  your  article  has  already 
been  published  in  our  columns.  We  do  not 
question  your  originality,  but  merely  mention 
the  matter  as  a  literary  coincidence. 

Ferdinand. — We  have  read  your  article 
We  cannot  make  the  Wasp  an  engine  for  per 
sonal  mud-throwing.  Our  subscribers  de 
mand  a  respectable  paper,  and  we  are  doing 
our  best  to  supply  it.  Your  manuscript  is 
subject  to  your  order. 

Chief. — On  the  receipt  of  your  communica- 
tion, it  was  distributed  page  by  page  among 
the  several  members  of  our  staff.  We  have 
received  no  report  from  any  of  the  victims, 
so  far;  but  it  is  hoped  that,  "with  cool,  airy 
rooms  and  kind  attention,  etc,"  the  majority 
will  survive.  If  your  conscience  does  not 
upbraid  you  now,  you  have  a  remarkably 
tough  one — if  any. 

H.  H. — Our  business  manager  can  prob- 
ably accommodate  you  with  space  and  terms 
for  your  advertisement.  We  admire  the  bold 
stroke  of  policy  you  made  in  trying  to  get  a 
puff  in  our  reading  columns  gratis;  but  that 
admiration,  profound  and  genuine  as  it  is, 
does  not  excite  us  to  a  corresponding  liber- 
ality in  complying  with  your  request  for  the 
insertion  of  a  very  palpable  adfree  of  charge. 
The  world  is  becoming  more  and  more  venal 
every  day.  Even  we  are  occasionally  influ- 
enced by  mercenary  considerations. 

Felix. — 'Tis  hard,  we  know  'tis  hard.  But 
what  shall  we  do  ?  The  man  that  contracts 
for  the  contents  of  our  waste  basket  is  surly, 
not  to  say  profane,  if  the  weight  is  not  up  to 
the  standard  agreed  upon.  In  a.  merely  ma- 
terial point  of  view  your  manuscript  was  very 
weighty.  The  contents,  considered  as  men- 
tal food,  were  too  heavy  for  our  digestion, 


suggested  moral  dyspesia,  and  threatened 
pecuniary  bankruptcy  to  the  misguided  jour- 
nal that  would  be  hardy  enough  to  print 
them.  Hence  for  the  good  of  the  craft,  we 
have  taken  care  of  the  Mss. 

Ash  &  Bobbins,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  and  a  host 
of  others. — Your  applications  for  advertising 
space  in  the  Wasp  have  been  received.  As 
we  are  in  pretty  fair  health,  we  don't  care 
about  receiving  or  advocating  any  remedies 
for  the  cure  of  consumption.  The  "Balm  of 
Gilead"  that  we  want  and  insist  on,  is  cash 
in  advance,  and  at  about  three  times  the  rate 
that  you  propose.  Having  cut  our  eye-teeth 
we  do  not  bite  at  Eastern  ads  to  any 
very  extravagant  extent.  You  are  simply 
wasting  paper  and,  no  doubt,  very  valuable 
time  in  sending  the  Wasp  your  advertisments 
without  the  formality  of  enclosing  the  ne- 
cessary legal  tenders. 


I  COMMUNICATED. 


The  Freeman's  Prayer. 
Almighty  Creator,  who  made  heaven  and 
earth,  and  created  man  in  your  own  image  as 
the  Ruler  of  the  Earth.  You  have  done 
more  for  man  than  this;  while  animals  feed 
on  grass  and  water,  you  taught  your  servant 
Noah  how  to  make  wine,  even  when  he  used 
it  to  excess  you  did  not  chastise  him.  Your 
only  son,  Jesus,  at  the  wedding  at  Cana,  af- 
ter the  wine  was  all  drank,  he  made  wine 
from  water,  so  that-the  pleasure  of  the  guests 
should  not  be  marred;  the  great  reformer, 
Luther,  said:  "Who  does  not  love  wine, 
woman  and  song,  remains  a  fool  his  whole 
life  long."  And  the  great  men  have  drank 
of  the  wine  you  have  given  your  children  on 
earth.  Now  we  beseech  thee,  O  Lord,  look 
at  these  women  who  are  not  thankful  for 
your  gifts;  they  want  to  level  your  children 
with  beasts,  and  force  them  to  drink  water 
like.the  ox.  While  these  women  keep  up 
style  in  overdress  and  other  extravagances 
not  necessary  to  our  welfare,  forcing  their 
husbands  into  bankruptcy,  leaving  them  in 
despair  of  all  the  loveliness  of  your  world; 
quite  often  forcing  them  to  suicide.  O  Lord, 
look  at  these  ladies — -they  have  not  even  the 
color  in  their  faces.  You  can  also  perceive 
that  they  have  not  the  form  you  bestowed 
upon  them;  no,  they  wear  humps  on  their 
backs  like  camels;  see  their  headgeir  of  false 
hair,  and  when  they  open  their  mouths  no- 
tice their  false  teeth.  These  ladies  want 
husbands  who  will  silently  submit  to  all  of 
this  without  making  use  of  the  power  you 
bestowed  upon  man,  that  woman  should  obey 
him;  and  they  do  not  wish  to  bear  any  of  the 
burdens  of  married  life;  they  are  too  lazy  to 
raise  children,  and  you,  O  Lord,  who  know 
all  things,  you  know  what  they  commit; 
knowing  that  their  race  will  soon  die  out, 
which  will  be  a  blessing  to  all  mankind. 
These  ladies  who  are  so  full  of  meanness  and 
mischief,  take  courage  and  are  trying  to  over- 
throw your  regulations.  O  Lord  have  pity 
on  them  and  bring  them  back  to  you;  take 
the  folly  out  of  their  heads  and  give  them 
brains  instead,  so  that  they  can  perceive  their 
own  foolishness.     For  thy  sake,  Amen! 
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The  Very  Freshest  Aiuerlciin  Hnmor 

No  Congressman  from  Illinois  has  ever 
been  so  full,  but  what  there's  one  from  In- 
diana who's  Ben  Fuller. 

Patterson  says  "I  can  lie  here  (his  bed) 
and  draw  my  $13  a  day."  Yes,  and  in  the 
Senate,  he  can  lie  there  and  draw  exactly  the 
same  amount. 

The  New  York  Herald  has  the  hardihood 
to  stats  that  Gen.  Schenek  "smiles  like  the 
front  door  of  an  iron  foundry."  Means  a 
hard  smile,  of  course. 

Jack  Kehoe,  the  Molly  Maguire,  "spends 
hours  in  the  Pottsville  jail  in  cracking  his 
finger  joints."  He  was  probably  a  cracks- 
man before  lie  went  there. 

A  Boston  paper,  obviously  edited  by  a  man 
accustomed  to  drink  heavily,  begins  an  edi- 
torial paragraph  with:  "The  year  1881, 
which  will  dawn  upon  us  before  we  are  aware 
of  it,  etc." 

The  Chicago  papers  are  discussing  the 
question,  "Did  Socrates  go  to  hell?"  Prob- 
ably not,  if  Eternal  Justice  took  into  account 
what  he  went  through  with  Xantippe. — New 
York  Star. 

The  sins  of  the  South  may  be  many,  and 
of  a  scarlet  hue,  but  let  it  be  written  to  her 
credit,  in  letters  of  gold,  that  the  women 
have  never  so  far  lost  their  dignity  and  pro- 
priety as  to  enter  a  suffrage  convention. 

The  Methodist  ministers  of  Chicago  are 
going  to  discuss  among  themselves  the  ques- 
tion, "How  Shall  we  Teach  the  Doctrine  of 
Future  Punishment?"  Induce  the  young 
men  of  the  city  to  practice  on  the  flute. 

"Does  the  razor  go  easy?"  asked  a  barber 
of  a  victim  who  was  writhing  under  a  clumsy 
instrument,  whose  cbief  recommendation  was 
a  strong  handle.  "Well,"  replied  the  poor 
fellow,  "that  depends  upon  what  you  call  the 
operation.  If  you  are  skinning  me,  it  goes 
tolerably  easy;  but  if  you're  shaving,  it  goes 
rather  hard." 

Talmadge's  head  is  level  on  the  subject  of 
railroad  accidents.  He  don't  believe  in  any 
Providence  about  the  matter,  and  said  when 
talking  about  the  late  disaster  at  Tariffville : 
"When  God  wants  to  take  people  out  of  the 
world  in  large  numbers  He  can  do  it  without 
putting  them  in  railroad  trains  on  rotten 
bridges." 

A  timed  girl  came  in  and  laid  a  poem   on 
our  desk,  which  opened  as  follows: 
How  dear  to  my  heart  is  trie  goat  of  my  childhood, 

When  fond  recollection  presents  him  to  me; 
The  beautiful  beast  which  whene'er  he  was  riled  would 

Make  everything  fly  from  the  presence  of  he. 
My  mischievous  Nan  was  the  frowiest  butter 

That  ever  did  but  a  stone  fence  till  it  fell; 
He'd  see  it  a  coming — a  scream  he  would  utter, 

Then  brace  his  four  legs  and  go  at  it  pell-mell. 
Oh,  how  he  would  b\iek  it !     An  iron-bound  bucket. 

He  once  tried  to  buck  it,  and  died  in  the  well. 

We  read  it  over  three  times,  for  it  seemed 
familiar.  Then  we  asked  her  point-blank  if 
she  wrote  it  herself.  She  fixed  an  eye  on  us 
while  the  other  went  out  the  window   (poor 


girl)  and  she  said  in  a  faltering  voice  that  she 
did.  So  we  accepted  one  verse,  at  so  much. 
It  is  a  very  pathetic  little  picture  of  rural  fe- 
licity, but  it  certainly  reminds  us  of  some- 
thing we  have  seen  before  somewhere. 


A  Curious  Woman. 

"John,"  said  Mrs.  Sanscript  to  her  hus- 
band one  evening  last  week,  "I've  been  read- 
in  the  paper." 

"That's  nothin',"  grunted  John.  "I've 
seen  people  before  who  read  newspapers." 

"Yes;  but  there  are  several  things  in  the 
paper  I  can't  understand." 

"Then  don't  read  'em." 

"What  do  they  mean  about  the  strike, 
John  ?     What  is  a  strike  anyhow  ?" 

"A  strike  is  where  they  have  struck,"  and 
Sanscript  knocked  the  ashes  from  his   cigar. 

"I  don't  grasp  your  meaning  exactly,"  said 
Mrs.  S.,  with  a  puzzled  look.  "Now  these 
strikers  have  stopped  all  the  railroad  trains 
in  the  country.     Why  did  they  do  it  ?" 

"To  prevent  'em  from  running." 

"Yes,  but  why  didn't  they  want  trains  to 
run  ?" 

"Because  they  wanted  more  money  for 
running  them." 

"Do  they  pay  more  for  stopping  trains 
than  for  running  them  ?" 

"No  you  stupid  woman." 

"Then  why  in  the  world  did  they  stop  'em 
— why  didn't  they  run  more  of  'em  or  run 
'em  faster?  Seems  to  me  that  would  pay 
better." 

"Mary  Ann,  you  will  never  surround  the 
problem." 

"Maybe  not,  John.  Some  things  are  got- 
ten up  purposely  to  bother  women.  Now, 
here's  a  column  headed  'base  ball.'  What  is 
base  ball,  John  ?" 

"Don't  you  know  what  base  ball  is  ?  Hap- 
py woman!  you  have  not  lived  in  vain." 

"Here  it  says  that  'the  Hartfords  could 
not  collar  Cummings's  curves.'  What  under 
the  sun  are  'Cummings's  curves'  ?" 

"It's  the  way  he  delivers  the  ball." 

"Is  the  ball  chained  ?" 

"No,  you  booby." 

"Then  how  does  he  deliver  it  ?" 

•'I  mean  pitches  it  ?" 

"Oh!  Now  here  it  says,  Jones  muffed  a 
ball  after  a  hard  run.  What  was  the  ball 
doing  after  a  hard  run  ?" 

"Hadn't  you  better  confine  your  research 
to  the  obituary  and  marriage  columns,  Mary, 
with  an  occasional  advertisement  thrown  in 
to  vary  the  monotony  ?" 

"Yes;  but,  John,  I  want  to  know!  There's 
Mrs.  Kackett,  over  the  way,  who  goes  to  all 
the  base  ball  games,  and  comes  home  to  talk 
me  blind  about  'fly  fouls,'  'brace  hits,'  'sky- 
scrapers,' and  all  those  things.  Por  heaven's 
sake,  John,  what  is  a  'sky-scraper'?" 

"Compose,  yourself,  old  woman.  You 
are  treading  on  dangerous  ground;  your  feet 
are  on  slippery  rocks,  while  raging  billows 
roll  beneath." 

"Mercy  on  me!    What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"I  mean,  dear  madam,  that  whenever  a 
woman  begins  to  pry  about  among  the 
strikes,  fair  balls,  base  hits,  daisy-cutters, 
home  runs,  and  kindred  subjects,  she's  in 
danger  of  being  lost." 


"Well,  I  confess,  I'm  completely  lost  to 
know  what  this  newspaper  means  when  it 
says,  'Addy  stole  a  base,'  while  the  specta- 
tors applauded.  Have  we  come  to  such  a 
pass  that  society  will  applaud  a  theft?  Whe 
wasn't  Addy  arrested  ?  Now  here's  Manning 
put  out  by  start,  assisted  Carey,  and  I  can't 
see  that  he  did  anything  wrong  either. 
Jemima  Christopher!  Here  it  says  that 
'Pike  flew  out.'  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it. 
I  never  saw  a  man  fly  yet,  and  I  won't  be- 
lieve it  can  be  done  till  I  see  it  with  my  own 
eyes.  John,  what  makes  these  newspaper 
men  lie  so  horridly  ?" 

John  was  asleep,  and  Mrs.  Sanscript 
turned  gloomily,  not  to  say  skeptically,  to 
the  letter  list  for  information.  Newspapers 
were  not  made  for  women. 

N.  B. — This  is  a  venerable  yarn,  but  it's 
not  very  bad. 


A  Dinner  of  Horse  Flesh. 

"I  went  on  Saturday,"  writes  a  Paris  cor- 
respondent, "to  a  horse-flesh  dinner  given 
by  a  M.  Ducroix,  Veterinary-in-Chief  to  the 
Etat  Major  of  Paris.  It  was  prepared  by  an 
ordinary  cook,  the  host  wishing  his  guests  to 
know  that  the  food  placed  before  them  owed 
none  of  its  palatable  virtues  to  extraordinary 
culinary  science.  Everything  except  the 
sweets  at  desert  were  of  Chevaline  extraction. 
I  thought  the  soup  better  than  bouillion 
made  from  beef.  The  bouilli  was  very  tooth- 
some; 'Cheval  a  la  mode'  was  also  excellent, 
but  the  crowning  dish  was  roast  filet,  which 
was  very  tender  and  succulent.  There  was 
no  flavor  or  odor  that  in  the  remotest  way  re- 
minded one  of  the  stable. 

"The  weak  point  of  the  feast  was  the  salad, 
which  was  dressed  with  oil  taken  from  horse 
feet.  M.  Ducroix  is  an  enthusiast,  and 
dreams  of  nothing  less  than  cheapening  meat, 
and  rendering  the  lives  of  horses  tolerable 
by  getting  people  to  become  hippophagists. 
If  the  ultimate  fate  of  the  horse  was  to  be 
sent  to  the  butcher's  shamble  instead  of  to 
the  slaughtering  house,  cabmen,  he  opines, 
would  be  more  merciful  to  the  beasts  they 
drive,  and  the  poor  would  be  able  to  fall 
back  from  dear  beef  and  mutton  upon 
cheaper  and  more  nutritive  meat.  Since 
hippophagy  has  been  introduced  here 
more  than  12,000  horses  annually  have  fallen 
into  the  stew-pans  and  soup-pots  of  the 
French  capital.  It  appears,  indeed,  that  the 
supply  is  scarcely  equal  to  the  demand. 

"On  sitting  down  I  felt,  I  confess,  some- 
what nervous.  It  occurred  to  me  that  sun- 
dry chevaline  diseases  were  propagated  by 
inoculation.  M.  Ducroix,  who  suspected 
my  misgivings,  informed  me  that  the  inspec- 
tion of  horse-flesh  for  the  flesh  market  is 
more  close  than  that  of  beef.  The  living 
animal  has  to  pass  a  veterinary  surgeon,  and 
when  it  is  reduced  to  the  condition  of 
butcher's  meat  it  is  again  subjected  to  a  mi- 
croscopic examination.  Some  members  of 
the  Society  for  the  Protection  of  Animals 
have  invited  M.  Ducroix  to  London  to  make 
arrangements  with  them  for  a  horse-flesh 
banquet  at  the  Crystal  Palace,  prepared  by  a 
French  cook." 
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S.  Hemberger,  proprietor  of  the  "Coopers' 
Home,"  has  called  to  deny  a  report  which 
was  published  about  him  in  an  obscure  week- 
ly paper. 


The  Pope  was  well  fixed  when  he  died. 
His  wealth  altogether  is  said  to  amount  to 
about  $31,000,000,  which  is  mostly  in  the 
hands  of  the  Rothschilds  in  Paris;  $400,000 
was  found  in  the  Pope's  desk  with  instructions 
to  deliver  it  into  the  hands  of  his   successor. 

The  Second  Annual  Masquerade  of  the 
San  Francisco  Turn  Verein  will  take  place  at 
Turner  Hall.  Turk  street,  on  Tuesday,  Feb- 
ruary 19.  The  arrangements  for  the  affair 
are  on  the  most  colossal  scale,  and  a  most  en- 
joyable time  is  anticipated.  Everything  is 
being  done  to  ensure  the  complete  success  of 
the  entertainment,  and  those  who  miss  it  will 
have  missed  a  good  thing. 


There  has  been  an  extraordinary  number 
of  suicides  during  the  week.  It  has  been  no- 
ticed in  London  that  dark,  foggy  weather  in- 
creases the  suicide  docket  abnormally,  and  it 
is  not  unlikely  that  the  rain,  which  poured 
down  almost  incessantly  for  the  past  ten 
days,  had  something  to  do  with  depressing 
the  spirits  of  those  who  finally  cut  the  Gor- 
dian  knot  because  they  could  not,  or  fancied 
they  could  not,  untie  it. 


The  coffee  of  commerce  comes  chiefly  from 
Brazil,  Venenzuela,  Hayti  and  British  and 
Dutch  East  Indies,  the  West  Indies  and 
Mexico.  The  plant  is  a  tree  from  eight  to 
twelve  feet  high,  sometimes  attaining  a 
height  of  twenty  and  thirty  feet.  When  cul- 
tivated, its  upward  growth  is  checked  by  top- 
ping, for  convenience  in  gathering  the  fruit. 
The  plants  are  grown  from  seed  in  nurseries, 
and  when  a  year  old  are  set  out.  They  are 
full  bearing  the  third  year  and  continue  so 
for  twenty  years  or  longer,  if  properly  at- 
tended to.     The  plant  is  an  evergreen. 


The  office  of  the  Street  Superintendent 
may  be  may  be  made  either  a  sinecure  or  a 
very  onerous  business.  From  the  present 
filthy  appearance  of  the  streets,  it  does  not 
appear  that  the  Street  Superintendent  is 
troubling  himself  to  any  inordinate  extent. 
Fathoms  of  mud,  piles  of  garbage,  stagnant 
water  and  many  other  beautiful  and  healthy 


phenomena  are  to  be  found  on  every  hand. 
When  fine  weather  returns,  and  the  powerful 
beams  of  the  sun  are  brought  to  bear  upon 
these  excrescences,  mere  talk  will  not  save 
the  city  from  epidemics.  We  decidedly  ob- 
ject to  being  immolated,  as  were  the  Philis- 
tines, with  the  jaw  bone  of  an  ass.  Less 
talk  and  more  work.  Where  is  the  Board  of 
Health  ?     If  it  be  not  dead,  it  sleepeth. 


Incident  of  the  Commune  of  Paris:  As  se- 
veral Versaillese  were  being  led  away  to  be 
shot,  one  man  in  the  crowd  that  accompanied 
them  to  see  the  shooting  made  himself  con- 
spicuous by  taunting  and  reviling  the  priso- 
ners. "There,  confound  you,"  said  one  of 
the  prisoners  at  last,  "don't  you  try  to  get 
out  of  it  by  edging  off  into  the  crowd  and 
pretending  you  are  one  of  them.  Come  back 
here;  the  game  is  up;  let  us  all  die  together;" 
and  the  crowd  was  so  persuaded  that  the 
Communard's  vehemence  was  only  assumed 
to  cloak  his  escape  that  he  was  marched  into 
file  with  the  prisoners  and  duly  shot. 


An  anecdote  is  told  of  Driesbach,  the  once 
famous  lion  tamer,  who  died  on  his  farm  in 
Ohio  a  few  days  ago,  aged  seventy,  a  poor 
but  contented  man.  At  an  exhibition  given 
in  New  York,  twenty  years  ago,  he  was  taken 
out  of  a  cage  covered  with  blood,  and  ap- 
parently dreadfully  injured,  after  a  severe 
fight  with  a  tiger.  The  audience  shrieked, 
and  much  horror  was  expressed.  For  a  fort- 
night afterward  Driesbach  appeared  with  his 
arm  in  a  sling  and  his  face  covered  with  bits 
of  plaster.  Then  it  leaked  out  that  his 
wounds  were  imaginary;  the  gore  had  come 
from  a  sponge  filled  with  rose-pink,  and  the 
whole  performance  was  nothing  but  a  clever 
piece  of  advertising. 

Lately  a  gentleman  won  at  Monte  Carlo — 
a  gambling  place  an  hour  by  rail  from  Nice 
— $4,500,  and  only  awaited  the  return  of  his 
linen  from  the  wash  to  start  homeward.  But 
the  laun.lress  being  tardy,  he  turned  once 
more  into  the  casino,  and  lost  his  $4,500  and 
$6,000  besides.  For  those  who  can  keep  out 
of  the  "hell"  Monte  Carlo  is  a  winter  heaven. 
The  grounds  of  the  casino  rise  in  a  succession 
of  terraces  from  the  bluest  of  seas,  and  the 
hedges  are  a  mass  of  floral  beauty.  There  is 
a  magnificent  reading-room,  supplied  with 
papers  and  periodicals  in  every  tongue,  a 
fine  orchestra  of  100  performers  plays  twice 
a  day,  and  the  living,  accommodations  and 
cooking  are  admirable.  The  Prince  of  Mon- 
aco draws  $250,000  a  year  from  this  estab- 
lishment. 


The  general  spread  of  financial  knowledge 
is  sometimes  embarrassing.  The  other  even- 
ing a  gentleman  was  stopped  at  the  corner  of 
SansOme  and  California  streets  with  the 
query : 

"Sir  may  I  speak  a  word  with  you?" 

The  gentleman  stopped  and  cheerfully 
granted  the  request. 

The  night  was  sufficiently  dark,  and  the 
gentleman  did  not  notice  that  he  was  ad- 
dressed by  one  of  the  most  notorious  bum- 
mers in  town.     The  bummer  continued: 

"I  have  given  a  good  deal  of  attention  to 


the  financial  problem,  (so  he  had — on  a  fif- 
teen cent  basis),  and  I  am  now  inextricably 
mixed.  First  I  understood  that  the  law  of 
1873  demonetizing  silver  had  been  repealed, 
and  now  I  hear  that  considerable  opposition 
is  being  made  to  the  passage  of  the  Bland 
Bill.  What  I  want  to  know,  is  this:  Has 
silver  been  remonetized  or  demonetized?" 

"Well,"  said  the  listener,  "to  the  best  of 
my  knowledge  and  belief,  no  decided  action 
has  been  taken." 

"I  was  almost  certain  it  had  been  demone- 
tized," urged  the  bum. 

"Why?" 

"Because,  sir,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  haven't 
seen  the  color  of  a  quarter  for  ten  days,  it  is 
three  days  since  food  passed  my  lips,  and  I 
haven't  slept  in  a  bed  for  a  week.  Could  you 
let  me  have  the  price  of  a  meal  sir,"  he  plea- 
ded. 

Taken  completely  by  surprise,  the  gentle- 
man showed  him  a  silver  coin  of  the  realm, 
and  the  tramp  passed  rejoicing  into  Leides- 
dorff  street.  The  Silver  was  taken  at  par  for 
a  bottle  of  beer  and  a  fifteen  cent  meal  at  the 
What  Cheer  House. 


— Kecipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups.  Cordials,  Essential  Oils  and 
Fruit  Extracts.  Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street, 
cor.  Battery,  up  stairs.  * 


— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 


— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered ;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 


— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Beal  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


Mr.  A.  Magee, 
The  former  traveling  agent  of  the  Wasp, 
was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  remit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
more  orders  or  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 
N.  B. — Parties  who  hold  receipts  signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  us  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 
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GEAUD    OPERA   HOUSE. 

That  ever  popular  play,  "Uncle  Tom's  Ca- 
bin" was  performed  for  the  first  time  at  the 
matinee  on  Saturday  last  and  has  continued 
to  first  class  business  through  the  week. 
The  piece  is  put  upon  the  stage  with  all  the 
taste,  completeness,  and  fidelity  to  detail  for 
which  the  Grand  Opera  House  has  justly  be- 
come distinguished.  Everyone  knows  the 
pathetic  story,  its  gravity  and  its  humor. 
"Uncle  Tom's  Cabin"  is  almost  as  much 
sought  after  now  as  when  Mrs.  Stowe  first 
gave  it  to  the  public,  though  happily  the  con- 
ditions that  gave  rise  to  it  have  passed  away 
for  ever.  The  new  version  which  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy gives  is  an  excellent  dramatization,  and 
the  stage  setting  leaves  nothing  to  be  de- 
sired. Mr.  Billings'  "Uncle  Tom"  is  an  ex- 
cellent piece  of  acting.  As  "St.  Clair"  Mr. 
Whitecair  was  easy  and  natural.  Harry 
Courtaine  made  an  effective  "Legree."  The 
role  of  "Topsy"  is  out  of  Miss  Pixley's  line, 
but  she  played  it  carefully.  Miss  Mestaver 
and  Miss  Elsie  Moore  gave  us  some  very 
good  acting  in  the  parts  of  "Ophelia"  and 
the  cruel  "Marie"  respectively.  Probably 
the  most  genuine  hit  is  made  by  little  Zoe 
Tuttle  as  the  spirituelle  "Eva."  The  little 
lady  was  as  pretty  and  pathetic  as  one  might 
conceive  the  mythical  "Eva"  to  have  been, 
and  her  reading  was  certain  and  intelligent 
throughout.  The  plantation  hands,  of  whom 
there  must  have  been  nearly  a  hundred  gen- 
uine darkies,  were  a  splendid  feature  of  the 
entertainment,  and  agreeably  relieved  the 
graver  business  of  the  play  by  their  singing, 
dancing  and  other  antics.  The  "Jubilee 
Singers"  and  some  well-known  minstrels  as- 
sisted. "Uncle  Tom's  Cabin"  is  likely  to 
have  a  long  run. 

CALIFORNIA   THEATEE. 

On  Monday  evening  Signor  Majeroni  ap- 
peared in  "Faith  and  Friendship,  or  the 
Two  Sergeants."  It  is  modeled  somewhat 
after  the  play  of  "Damon  and  Pythias"  and 
offers  the  same  opportunities  for  emotional 
display.  Majeroni  as  "Sergeant  'William" 
probably  did  his  best,  but  his  acting  was 
very  unsatisfactory  to  the  audience.  "We 
should  advise  him  to  cultivate  English  before 
he  attempts  to  play  before  an  English-speak- 
ing audience.  A  foreign  accent  is  inadmis- 
sable  in  any  butaModjeskaoraFechter,  and 
even  there  it  is  a  serious  detriment.  The 
support  was  fair.     Mr.  Hill  is   sadly   handi- 


capped by  this  unprofitable  engagement,  but 
it  may  be  a  wholesome  experience. 
Baldwin's. 
The  Opera  Bouffe  Company  produced 
"Girofle-Girofla"  on  Monday  evening.  It 
was  a  stupendous  farce  that  took  away  even 
the  power  of  smiling.  Mis3  Lewis  made  he- 
roic efforts  to  carry  the  piece  through,  but,  as 
it  had  evidently  been  rehearsed  but  once  or 
twice,  ,  the  whole  fabric  broke  down  like  a 
house  of  cards.  It  would  be  absurd  to  un- 
dertake a  criticism  of  such  a  performance. 

BUSH    STREET    THEATRE. 

The  Female  Minstrels  give  a  good  bill  at  this 
theatre.  The  first  part  is  passable — the  male 
performers  sustaining  the  brunt  of  the  bat- 
tle. "Ixion"  is  the  burlesque.  It  is  fairly 
rendered,  has  some  taking  musical  selections 
and  an  abundance  of  leg. 

woodward's  gardens. 
"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

Owens  is  playing  "The  Cricket  on  the 
Hearth"  in  Brooklyn. 

Strakosch  has  cleared  upwards  of  §30,000 
on  the  Kellogg-Cary  combination. 

"The  Exiles,"  which  will  soon  be  produced 
in  this  city,  is  drawing  immense  houses  in 
Boston. 

Gutzel's  "Uriel  Aeosta"  was  performed  on 
Sunday  evening  by  the  German  Company  at 
the  California.    It  was  a  pronounced  success. 

Clay  M.  Greene's  "Chinese  Question"  is 
being  played  in  conjunction  with  "Struck 
Oil"  by  the  Williamsons  in  New  York,  this 
week. 

Spurgeon,  the  theatrical  preacher,  has 
gone  to  the  south  of  France  to  study  out  the 
doctrine  of  hell.  We  should  suggest  that  he 
go  a  few  degrees  farther  south. 

Young  Lichtenberg,  the  promising  young 
violinist,  is  about  to  return  to  San  Francisco 
from  New  York.  He  has  created  a  great  sen- 
sation in  Eastern  musical  circles. 

There  is  an  excellent  opportunity  offered 
our  local  dramatists  to  produce  a  good  play 
on  the  Chinese  question.  If  well  managed, 
such  a  drama  could  hardly  fail  to  draw. 

A  benefit  for  the  relief  of  the  poor  is 
mooted.  Several  professionals  are  ready  to 
give  their  services,  but  there  seems  to  be 
some  difficulty  in  getting  a  house.  We  hope 
the  matter  can  soon  be  arranged. 

Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has    sold   during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 


18,132  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


FBENOB 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FEANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dibectob. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,   free    of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  GDSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  "Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  with  December  31,  1877, 
a  Dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  Eight 
and  one-tenth  (8  1-10)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term 
Deposits,  and  Six  and  three-fourths  (6%)  per  cent. 
per  annum  on  Ordinary  deposits.free  of  Federal  tax, 
payable  on  and  after  Tuesday,  15th  January,  1878. 

janl2-tf  LOVELL  WHITE,  Cashier. 


THE    HTBERNIA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

N.  E.  COR.  MONTGOMERY  AND  POST 

San  Francisco,  January  25,  1878. — At  a  re- 
gular meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  Socie- 
ty, held  this  day,  a  dividend  at  the  rate  of  7%  per 
cent,  per  annum  was  declared  on  all  Deposits  for  the 
six  months  ending  on  the  21st  instant,  payable  from 
and  after  this  date,  and  free  from  Federal  Tax. 

EDWARD  MARTIN,  Secretary. 


H3EBERMI4 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

Presidknt M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesident , CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES  • 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tbeasubeb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


CHANGE   OF   TIME. 

"Winter  Arrangement. 
Commencing    SWDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3/"\/"V  P.  M.  Daily,  [Sundays  included]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  ww  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

^^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guemeville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission   Street,   betv/ct  u  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


UNCLE  TOM'S  CABIN 


CALlFORM.i  THEATRE. 


THE  OLD  CORPORAL 


BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


MME.    REiVTZ'S 

FEMALE  MINSTRELS 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,  February  16th 
and    17th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLECE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school purposesjmore 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
24  Pott  Street, 

Near  Kenrny 
Jan Fratuueo.  CaL 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 

O.  H.  BEOOKS 

DEALER  IN 

Oil    Lands    and    Leases, 

405  California  St.,  San  Francisco. 
jan!2-tf 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


P.    FERNANDEZ, 

HAT    BAZAAR 

602  and  004  Kearny  Street, 

Corner  Sacramento,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


S^-HATS  MADE  TO  ORDEB.„£3 

feb'2-lm 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually   cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


B.  s.  Bunisrs, 

Agent  for 

The  Illustrated  Waip 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


C  D.  0.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  injj 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
W§  wspapert  Book  &  Mh  Pvimtem 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-Bheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 
nov!7-tf 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


COME 


—AND- 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afilicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  CENITO-URINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CUKE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 


IMPORTANT  ! 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  $3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.  D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patronB  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.M.;  evenings,  6  to 8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential,  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late  Re- 
sident   Surgeon    Orthopedic    Hospital),    No,    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
janl2-3mos 
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DR.  SPINNEY  &  GO'S 


DB.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVTLLE  IN- 
FIRMARY, would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  "procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED ! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If  he  can 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so ;  if  not,  he  will  tell 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG  MEN! 

Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  trx*  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr-  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours- 
from  10  to  11  a. 


-10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundays 
m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 


Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  also  Dr.  Speer's. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!    Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

O-  C  A.WTT1T  <3te  CO?, 

"Wholesale    and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates,  Prices  Low  and  termB 
liberal.  Orders  from  the  interior  promptly  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  augll-3mos 


IBIS    IS    ®II    SIDE    OF 


SCOLLAY'S 

AQUARIUM. 

augll-3mos 


STJBSCKD3E  FOE  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 

TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -       .  -         -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

E^AH   Postmasters   are   Agents.      Liberal    Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


THE   PACIFIC    LIFE 

A  WEEKLY  JOURNAL  OF  CURRENT  SPORTING  EVENTS 
BRIGHT,  NEWSY,  DIGNIFIED  AND  INTERESTING. 


By  Mail  $4  per  Annum,  in  advance. 


Single  Copies,  ten  cents. 
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E.   F\  AFtwoiurx 


THE     OPTICIAN, 

CAN    SCTT    ALL    SIOHT8. 

NO.    427    KEARNY   STREET, 

Bet.  Pim-  and  California,  SAN  FRANCISCO 

C^All  kinds  of  repairing  done  at  the  shortest  notice. 
feb'2-lm 


W.    SCHEHR. 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.   Cleaning, 
Bepniring  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3nios 


DOAMTE   <3te   OO. 

Importers  and  "Wholesale  Dealers  in 

SSiell  Ousters, 

Stall  No.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

july21-3mos 


1D3RUU  BflWHJ, 

HOWARD  STREET, 

Between  8th  and  9th  Streets. 

M.  :NTJ3STAJSr,  Prop. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 
o 

Henry  Ahrens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


§fc^ 


ctry  Afi/o  cousvr/tr  orders  ^>/?OM/>Tir  /jrrsfl/rSD  to  • 


D.  KICKS  «3fe  OO., 

BOOK  BINDEKS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FEAN CISCO. 
jan5-tf 


C.  P.  Sheffield.    N.  W.  SpAm-DiNG.    J.  Pattebson. 


PACIFIC 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
E^*Kepairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice.. 


A/OETHIG  S?  TURK. 

pffoPK/erOfts  . 
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P(jB,LISHe;d= 
every  saturday 


fSS.'OPPICE!; 

Bda.CALIFORNiA     ST. 

—^  N.W.  COR    OF  KEARNY   ST~- 


5anKrancisco,rebruary,Z3r.d  1878 


— =  RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAl.^ 

BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE   WASP. 


WAT  IV/J./.  B£  rH£   /?SSi/J.r  0*  T///&  S?Sl/A/    ? 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 

TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 

Thirty-five  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVAJRIABLY    TN   ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ...         -      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -         -         $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  FAETS  OF  EUEOPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      ....        $5.00 
Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -      .    -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTEATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents.— When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  602 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,  "  602  Calif ornia  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  FEBRUARY  2*3,  1878. 


Sevebai,  of  our  subscribers  who  keep 
houses  of  public  entertainment  complain  that 
the  Wasp  is  systematically  stolen  from  their 
premises  almost  as  soon  as  it  appears.  The 
best  way  to  guard  against  such  thefts  is  to 
file  the  paper  in  one  of  our  patent  covers. 
If  anybody  undertakes  to  steal  the  file  he 
■will  be  very  apt  to  be  detected.  The  covers 
are  furnished  at  fifty  cents  each — the  bare 
cost  of  manufacture.  They  will  be  supplied 
to  all  subscribers  at  the  Wasp. office,  602  Ca- 
lifornia street,  on  receipt  of  price. 


The  one  thing  wanted  at  each  corner  of 
Bush  and  Kearny  streets  is  an  automatic  trip 
hammer  that  shall  be  able  to  discriminate 
between  the  professional  lounger — or  masher, 
as  he  is  not  infrequently  termed — and  the 
honest  wayfarer  who  merely  stops  to  hail  a 
car  or  to  talk  to  a  friend.  The  machine 
should  be  so  regulated  that  it  will  crush  the 
masher  into  the  consistency  of  buckwheat 
batter,  and  gently  admonish  the  innocent 
loiterer  to  move  on.  If  the  inventive  genius 
of  San  Francisco  is  not  equal  to  this  task, 
then  we  propose  to  give  out  the  contract 
East.  There  is  a  world  of  possibility  in  this 
suggestion,  and  we  charge  nothing  for  it. 
Besides  receiving  the  fervent  thanks  of  a 
long-suffering  community,  the  inventor  will 
be  presented  with  a  year's  subscription  to 
the  Wasp. 


|  See  Illustration.] 

A  Prayer  Abundantly  Answered. 
Some  time  ago,  certain  divines  in  the  city 
were  importuned  to  use  their  influence  with 
the  Lord  that  rain  might  be  produced  in 
quantities  to  suit  the  exigencies  of  the  times. 
The  head  of  the  Catholic  hierarchy  on  this 
side  of  the  continent  promulgated  a  prayer 
to  be  used  in  all  the  churches  under  his  con- 
trol; and  other  ministers  of  the  gospel  lent 
their  aid  to  the  same  end.  The  preachers 
prayed  for  rain.  The  rain  came.  So  far, 
the  prayers  have  the  advantage.  But  there 
seems  to  have  been  almost  too  much  of  this 
watery  visitation.  Our  artist  has  given  a  fail- 
idea  of  the  situation  on  page  480.  The  pic- 
ture illustrates  the  condition  of  Sacramento, 
perhaps  a  little  extravagantly,  but  none  the 
less  opportune.  The  whole  State  has  been 
deluged  with  rain,  and  it  is  now  so  thoroughly 
soaked  that  further  liquid  dispensations 
would  be  superfluous.  There  seems  how- 
ever, to  be  a  disposition  on  the  part  of  the 
functionary  who  presides  over  these  things — 
commonly  called  the  clerk  of  the  weather — 
to  continue  the  rain  until  it  suits  his  own 
sweet  pleasure  to  stop.  In  this  our  extremi- 
ty, we  appeal  to  the  holy  men  whose  prayers 
have  wrought  all  this  inundation.  As  the 
prayer  of  the  righteous  availeth  much,  we  beg 
of  our  local  divines  to  stay  this  torrent.  We 
have  had  about  enough.  Too  much  of  one 
thing  is  good  for  nothing.  Therefore  we 
hope  that  the  necessary  intercessions  will  be 
made  on  behalf  of  the  half-drowned  people 
of  California.  What  we  need  now  is  fine, 
warm,  growing  weather.  We  rest  our  case 
with  the  ministers.     Ora  pro  nobis. 


and  divided  equally  among  the  inhabitants 
without  respect  to  race,  color  or  previous 
condition  of  servitude,  we  firmly  believe 
that  in  five  years  hence,  the  distribu- 
tion of  property  would  be  about  as  it  is  now, 
and  the  accumulations  would  be  found  in 
pretty  much  the  same  hands. 


Supposing   A  Case. 

One  of  those  arithmetical  geniuses  who 
are  forever  diving  into  abstruse  and  difficult 
calculations,  estimates  that  if  San  Francisco 
were  turned  into  money,  and  the  proceeds 
divided  among  the  inhabitants,  each  man, 
woman  and  child  would  be  worth  fifteen 
hundred  dollars.  This  is  the  communistic 
theory,  pure  and  simple.  A  division  of  pro- 
perty without  regard  to  the  talent  and  labor 
employed  in  accumulating  it.  But  if  the  di- 
vision were  effected,  if  everybody  had  an 
equal  start  in  life,  does  the  wildest  commu- 
nist that  ever  raged  think  that  the  status 
could  be  preserved?  Would  not  the  pru- 
dent, the  thrifty,  the  covetous,  the  avari- 
cious and  the  scheming,  to  say  nothing  of 
the  thieving,  absorb  the  dollars  of  the  im- 
provident, the  foolish  and  the  slow-witted  ? 
The  same  forces  continually  operate.  Tbey 
are  as  certain  in  their  effects  as  any  of  na- 
ture's laws. 

It  is  a  melancholy  fact  that  some  people 
have  the  trick  of  overriding  and  circumven- 
ting their  fellows.  The  equality  and  brother- 
hood of  man  looks  well  on  paper,  and  sounds 
well  on  the  stump;  but  it  is  about  the  gross- 
est fiction  that  was  ever  uttered.  No  two 
men  are  equal,  no  more  than  any  two  leaves 
of  a  tree  are  entirely  similar.  It  is  a  decep- 
tive sophistry  uttered  by  demagogues  for  ef- 
fect. As  we  remarked  before,  were  all  the 
property  of  San  Francisco  turned  into   coin 


Codfish. 


A  prominent  and  much  enduring  member 
of  the  blue-ribbon  brigade  was  expostulating 
with  a  bibulous  old  sinner  the  other  evening. 
"Dear  friend,"  she  said,  "you  have  heard  all 
the  arguments  against  the  use  of  liquor. 
Can  I  not  prevail  on  you  to  sign  the  pledge  ?" 

"I'm  sorry  ma'am,  indeed  I  am;  but  I'm 
afraid  my  appetite  would  overcome  my  good 
resolutions.  I  have  no  more  stability  in  me 
than  the  San  Francisco  Mail!" 

"That's  bad  indeed,"  replied  the  temper- 
ance apostless,  "but  I  know  an  antidote  for 
these  liquor  cravings,  Eat  an  orange  every 
morning  when  you  arise,  and  all  the  taste  or 
desire  for  the  matutinal  cocktail  will  be  lost. 
Try  it  my  dear  brother,  try  it." 

"An  orange,  ma'am,  did  you  say?" 

"Yes,  dear,  an  orange." 

"I've  tried  'em,  ma'am,  I've  tried  'em. 
Tastes  differ.  Oranges  disagree  with  me. 
But  to  produce  a  good  healthy  tone  in  the 
system  gimme  salt  codfish  every  time.  You 
can't  drown  codfish,  I  don't  care  how  much 
beer  you  swill.     Excuse  me  a  moment." 

And  the  unrepentant  slowly  meandered  to 
a  five  cent  saloon  across  the  way,  leaving  the 
horrified  spinster  rooted  to  the  spot.  "Cod- 
fish," she  murmured,  "codfish."  "How 
shall  we  ever  overcome  this  fearful  plague  of 
intemperance,  while  people  eat  codfish  ?" 


Why   Not? 


A  business  card  which  lately  fell  in  our  way 
has  this  seductive  sentence  displayed:  "Fine 
forging  a  specialty."  And  why  should  not 
forgers  advertise  their  business  as  well  as 
other  folks?  Other  evil-doers  publish  their 
names  and  addresses,  besides  the  precise 
style  of  their  misbehaviour.  The  stock- 
broker who  swindles  thousands  does  not  he- 
sitate to  announce  his  business  so  that  all 
who  run  may  read;  neither  does  the  lawyer 
who  cheats  his  clients,  nor  the  doctor  who 
kills  his  customers.  No  savings  bank  ever 
yet  failed  because  of  its  diffidence  in  this  re- 
spect. Frauds  of  all  kinds  sedulously  culti- 
vate the  art  of  advertising.  Forging  is  one 
of  the  fine  arts,  and  its  professors  might  na- 
turally feel  a  desire  to  become  more  widely 
and  favorably  known.  The  cunning  artificer, 
now  called  by  that  opprobrious  epithet,  burg- 
lar, might  experience  an  increase  of  practice 
by  a  little  judicious  puffing;  and  the  dexter- 
ous pick-pocket  or  the  modest  sneak  thief 
who  does  good  by  stealth  might  find  his  ad- 
vantage in  publicity.  But  each  of  these  gen- 
try knows  his  own  business  best  and  disin- 
terested advice  such  as  we  proffer  is  plainly 
superfluous.  It  is  hut  right  to  say,  however, 
that  the  card  to  which  we  referred  related  to 
an  honest  artist  in  iron,  and  and  not  to  an 
adroit  manipulator  of  pen  and  ink. 
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Things  In  General. 

It  is  evident  that  the  wily  ex-ruanager  of 
the  Pioneer  Bank  has  not  yet  entirely  ex- 
hausted his  resources.  His  latest  exploit  was 
a  marvel  of  cool  impudence.  He  evidently 
has  not  the  fear  of  the  Police  before  his  eyes, 
and  it  is  more  than  certain  that  he  is  assisted 
to  maintain  his  elegant  seclusion  by  not  a  few 
of  our  "prominent  citizens."  We  hope  some 
of  the  latter  will  become  yet  more  prominent. 
A  few  indictments  and  trials  for  felony  would 
bring  them  well  before  the  public.  Itisnow 
definitely  ascertained  that  Duncan's  forgery 
of  Safe  Deposit  Stock  was  known  before  his 
flight,  but  no  attempt  was  made  to  bring  him 
to  justice.  Such  a  knowledge,  if  proven, 
amounts,  in  our  opinion,  to  a  compounding 
of  felony.  If  this  phase  of  the  matter  were 
inquired  into,  other  and  startling  develop- 
ments might  be  be  expected.  The  suspicion 
is  general  that  Duncan  and  Le  Warne  were 
not  the  only  guilty  parties.  The  failure  to 
capture  anybody  connected  with  the  nefarious 
doings  of  the  Pioneer  Bank  is  very  damaging 
to  the  reputation  of  our  Police.  Two  thieves 
are  known  to  have  been  in  the  city  for  months, 
and  the  officers  of  the  law  cannot  arrest  them. 
That  is  the  plain  unvarnished  fact.  Power- 
ful influences  must  be  at  work  somewhere. 

The  insanity  dodge  is  being  resorted  to 
a»ain  by  murderers.  After  the  trial  of  Laura 
D.  Fair,  it  fell  somewhat  into  disuse.  The 
latest  exemplification  we  have  is  the  acquittal 
of  Nice,  on  account  of  his  fits.  Nice,  how- 
ever, has  been  sent  to  Stockton,  a  formality 
that  was  not  observed  in  Laura's  case.  Epi- 
leptic fits  often  occur  in  people  of  excellent 
good  sense.  We  have  seen  many  epileptics 
whose  minds  were  no  more  affected  by  the 
fits  than  they  would  be  by  a  toothache,  per- 
haps less. 

Sacramento  has  hitherto  escaped  serious 
damage  by  water,  but  it  is  evident  that  if  she 
is  to  secure  immunity  in  the  future  a  compre- 
hensive system  of  levees  must  be  built.  The 
project  to  cut  a  canal  from  the  Feather  river 
to  Suisun  Bay  is  probably  one  of  the  most 
sensible  yet  proposed.  Levees,  after  all,  are 
but  a  temporary  relief.  The  beds  of  most  of 
our  rivers  are  constantly  rising,  and  after  some 
years  will  be  as  high  as  the  surrounding 
country.  Dredging  must  then  be  resorted 
to  for  relief.  The  rainfall,  so  far  has  been 
phenomenal.  It  seemed  to  come  all  at  once, 
and,  in  consequence,  the  water  courses  are 
abnormally  high.  However,  the  harvest  will 
make  ample  amends  for  whatever  damage 
has  been  done. 

The  news  of  the  election  of  the  new  Pope 
came  rather  unexpectedly;  but  it  found  our 
enterprising  journalists  prepared.  Some  of 
our  contemporaries  had  sketches  of  Cardinal 
Pecci's  ljfe  telegraphed  from  Rome.  It  is 
but  right  to  say,  however,  that  the  informa- 
tion could  have  been  obtained  at  any  well- 
regulated  library  in  San  Francisco. 

A  number  of  weekly  journals  have  expired 
within  the  past  six  months,  and  others  show 
the  sure  evidences  of  decay.  San  Francisco 
has  always  been  remarkable  for  the  number 
of  newspapers  which  she  supports;  but  of 
late  the  pressure  has  been  too  severe.  The 
market  has  been  glutted  with  publications — 


some  good,  some  bad,  and  others  indifferent 
— but  few  necessary.  The  weaklings  have 
succumbed  one  after  another;  the  indifferent 
are  tottering,  the  first  class  papers  are  gen- 
erally in  a  healthy  financial  condition.  It 
would  bo  better  for  the  community  if  only  the 
really  meritorious  journals  were  supported. 
The  fitful  existence  of  some  of  our  recent  con- 
temporaries worked  considerable  loss  to  sub- 
scribers who  had  paid  for  their  papers  in  ad- 
vance. Several  complaints  of  this  nature 
have  reached  us  from  the  country,  though 
why  we  should  be  asked  to  listen  to  them  is 
not  apparent,  except  the  well-known  disposi- 
tion some  people  evince  to  pour  all  their 
troubles  into  the  sympathetic  and  capacious 
editorial  ear. 

There  seems  to  be  a  strange  hitch  in  the 
election  news  from  San  Jose.  Up  to  this  date, 
(Thursday),  nothing  appeal's  to  be  definitely 
known  of  the  result.  The  election  of  the 
Workingmen's  candidate  to  the  Assembly, 
and  the  People's  nominee  to  the  Senate  seems 
to  be  generally  conceded, but  in  both  cases, 
it  is  likely  that  the  official  figures  will  be 
necessary  to  determine  the  result. 

Several  old  political  hacks  are  seeking 
shelter  in  the  Workingmen's  party.  We  have 
noticed  them  at  the  labor  meetings  here; 
they  have  appeared  in  large  numbers  in 
Santa  Clara,  and  tbe3r  are  not  entirely  want- 
in  Oakland.  They  are  making  themselves  so 
officious  that  the  workingmen  are  beginning 
to  notice  them.  They  do  not  appear  to  be 
particularly  afraid  of  the  last  ceremonials  of 
the  party — hemp — but  are  worming  them- 
selves into  its  councils  as  fast  as  they  can. 


The  New  German  Hospital. 

The  Hospital  of  the  German  General  Be- 
nevolent Socity,  the  corner  stone  of  which 
was  laid  on  the  29th  of  last  July,  has  been 
completed  aud  is  ready  for  occupation.  The 
building  has  been  erected  in  a  very  substan- 
tial manner  on  the  block  bounded  by  Ridley, 
Fourteenth,  Noe  and  Castro  streets.  The 
site  is  eminently  healthy,  and  extensive  orna- 
mental grounds  enhance  the  attractions  of 
the  institution  as  well  as  increase  its  salubri- 
ousness.  The  lot  is  a  square  of  five  hundred 
and  fifty  feet  and  cost  the  society  $75,000. 
The  building  is  so  constructed  that  every 
room  has  the  benefit  of  sun  and  air,  the 
wards  are  commodious  and  the  halls  roomy. 
The  furniture  is  handsome  and  appropriate 
to  the  design  of  the  building;  all  the  latest 
modern  improvements,  including  electric 
clocks,  telegraphic  communiction  between 
each  room  and  the  manager's  office,  steam 
heaters,  etc.,  have  been  provided.  The 
kitchen  is  constructed  on  the  same  plan  as 
that  of  the  Palace  Hotel,  and  the  laundry 
has  facilities  for  washing  the  garments  of  five 
hundred  persons.  Altogether  the  Hospital 
is  a  credit  to  the  Building  Committee,  the 
Architect  and  the  Society. 

Patients  will  be  received  on  the  first  of 
March.  Three  of  the  best  physicians  in  San 
Francisco,  viz:  Doctors  Regensburger,  Pro- 
sek  and  Rosenstern  will  visit  the  institution 
daily;  and  a  resident  surgeon  will  be  elected 
this  week.  Patients  not  belonging  to  the 
Society  will  be  received  and  treated  for  from 
$2  to  $5  per  day  each. 


The  Society  has  always  been  remarkably 
liberal  in  relieving  charity  patients,  as  we 
are  informed  that  they  have  cost  more  than 
$107,000  in  ten  years.  This  liberality, 
coupled  with  the  misfortune  sustained  by  the 
loss  of  the  old  building  on  Brannan  street, 
and  the  immense  expenditures  entailed  by 
the  new  Hospital,  has  occasioned  a  debt  of 
$80,000.  A  fair  for  the  benefit  of  the  Ger- 
man General  Benevolent  Society  will  be  held 
on  the  26th  inst.,  at  Horticultural  Hall,  and 
we  hope  to  see  it  liberally  patronized.  The 
society  deserves  well  of  the  community  and 
should  be  sustained  in  its  good  work. 


[See   Double-page   Illustration."! 

San  Francisco  in  Danger. 

Our  double-page  cartoon  in  the  current  is- 
sue of  the  Wasp  illustrates  the  sanitary  con- 
dition of  San  Francisco  in  a  manner  at  once 
graphic  and  suggestive.  For  several  months 
the  streets  and  sewers  of  the  city  have  been 
in  a  shocking  condition.  The  rain  has  done 
something  toward  cleansing  the  streets  of 
the  garbage  with  which  they  were  littered, 
but  it  has  also  injured  many  of  the  sewers  so 
that  in  several  localities  there  is  now  practi- 
cally no  drainage  whatever.  San  Francisco 
could  at  no  time  be  called  a  clean  city,  but 
its  condition  is  worse  to-day  than  probably 
ever  before.  There  seems  to  be  no  compre- 
hensive system  pursued  in  removing  filth  and 
garbage;  such  efforts  as  those  in  authority, 
are  making  are  desultory  and  consequently 
unavailing. 

Our  artist  represents  Disease  in  the  form 
of  a  huge  serpent  arising  from  the  foulness 
of  "Rotten  Sewers,"  "Filthy  Streets,"  "Chi- 
natown" and  "The  Mission  Dismal  Swamps." 
He  has  already  encircled  San  Francisco  in 
one  of  his  deadly  coils,  and  is  menacing  her 
with  his  forked  tongue.  There  seems  to  be 
no  prospect  of  relief,  as  her  natural  protec- 
tor "The  Board  of  Health"  is  walking  care- 
lessly off,  and  San  Francisao  is  left  to  fight 
the  monster  of  disease  alone.  The  Wasp 
does  not  wish  to  be  an  alarmist.  AVe  present 
this  cartoon  simply  in  the  hope  that  some- 
thing will  be  done  to  remedy  the  situation. 
When  warm  weather  comes  it  will  find  the 
city  in  a  fearfully  dangerous  condition,  unless 
steps  be  at  once  taken  to  remedy  the  evils 
complained  of.  We  trust  those  in  authority 
will  take  the  hint  in  good  season.  Common 
sense  and  the  instinct  of  self  preservation 
alike  demand  immediate  action. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page."] 
The  Silver  Rain. 
Our  first  page  is  occupied  this  week  by  a 
cartoon  representing  Uncle  Sam  under  a 
smart  shower  of  silver  sent  upon  him  by  Con- 
gress. He  seems  to  be  in  a  state  of  uncer- 
tanty  as  to  the  result,  though  his  expression 
shows  that  he  is  not  without  his  apprehen- 
sions. 


We  appreciate  the  good  intentions  of  Mr. 
H.  Lanouette  of  Vallejo,  and  regret  that  we 
cannot  use  the  sketches  he  sent  us  recently. 
Tli6y  are  scarcely  up  to  our  standard  in  draw- 
ing, and  we  had  already  anticipated  the 
ideas,  to  a  great  extent. 
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THIS    CHAIR    ©E*    STATE 


As  it  now  Appears  under  Microscopical  Investigations  by  a  New  Orleans   District   Court. 


This  position  is  the  result  of  "a  bargain."  But  if  the  props  should  take  it  into  their  heads  to  move, 
what  would  be  the  result  to  the  gentleman  whom  they  are  supporting  ?  Washington  is  draped  in 
mourning  in  consideration  of  these  events. 
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Duncan  eluded  the  officers  very  Merrilly. 

The  Stock  Question:  "Is  it  going  to  rain 
forever  ?" 

Talking  of  babies,  the  author  of  Ten  Thou- 
sand a  year — but  we  wander  from  the  sub- 
ject. 

The  legend  over  the  City  Prison  should 
read:  "He  who  enters  here  abandons  soap." 
Dante  is  dead,  and  we  don't  care  how  we 
trifle  with  him. 

The  bill  to  promote  ark  building  at  Sacra- 
mento has  not  received  much  support.  The 
Legislators  cannot  find  pairs  of  animals  after 
their  kind. 

Happy  Jack  has  been  started  in  a  restau- 
rant by  the  "Women's  Praying  band.  Jack 
always  had  a  certain  hankering  after  the 
loaves  and  fishes — particularly  the   sardines. 

Chief  Kirkpatrick  did  not  go  to  Sacramento 
to  have  Duncan  and  Le  Warne  outlawed  by 
the  Legislature,  as  was  at  first  reported. 
Messrs.  D.  &  Le  W.  attended  to  that  busi- 
ness themselves. 

The  mining  debris  question  comes  up  peri- 
odically before  the  Legislature.  The  remedy 
suggested  is  to  stop  mining.  After  that  we 
presume  plowing  will  be  prohibited — for  it 
is  at  least  as  injurious. 

There  are  seventy  millions  of  starving  Ce- 
lestials in  the  northern  provinces  of  China. 
It  is  said  that  the  survivors,  if  any,  will  en- 
deavor to  emigrate  to  California.  This  is  in- 
deed cheering  intelligence. 

The  public  is  very  incredulous  about  that 
last  little  escape  of  Duncan.  "Whatever  of 
truth  there  may  be  in  the  statements  of  the 
officers  some  people  still  think  that  the  whole 
was  a  clever  ruse  to  show  the  extraordinary 
zeal  of  the  authorities.  The  mystery  con- 
cerning the  success  of  the  Deacon  to  elude 
capture  is  still  substantially  in  the  same  un- 
satisfactory condition. 

A  correspondent  informs  us  that  the  sum 
of  $1,250,000  is  paid  annually  to  the  various 
Chinese  laundries  in  San  Francisco.  "We  be- 
lieve the  estimate  to  be  substantially  correct. 
All  of  this  money  might  be  saved  to  the  Cau- 
casian population  if  the  women  who  claim  to 
be  unable  to  find  their  proper  niche  in  so- 
ciety would  open  laundries.  One  million 
and  a  quarter  is  certainly  worth  working  for, 
and  would  alleviate  much  of  the  present  dis- 
tress. We  should  like  to  see  some  motion 
in  this  direction.  Probably  the  labor  clubs 
will  soon  start  co-operative  laundries,  as 
your  correspondent  seems  to  think. 


THE  NEW  CHURCH  DOCTRINE. 

BY    WILL    CARLETON. 

There's  come  a  sing'lar  doctrine,  Sue, 

Into  our  church  to-day; 
These  cur'us  words  are  what  the  new 

Young  preacher  had  to  say: 
That  literal  everlastin'  fire 

"Was  mostly  in  our  eye; 
That  sinners  dead,  if  they  desire, 

Can  get  another  try; 
He  doubted  if  a  warmer  clime 

Than  this  world  could  be  proved; 
The  little  snip — I  fear  some  time 

He'll  get  his  doubts  removed. 

I've  watched  my  duty,  straight  an*  true, 

An'  tried  to  do  it  well; 
Part  of  the  time  kept  heaven  in  view, 

An'  part  steered  clear  of  hell; 
An'  now  half  of  this  work  is  niuight, 

If  I  must  list  to  him, 
An'  this  'ere  devil  I  have  fought 

"Was  only  just  a  whim; 
Vain  are  the  dangers  I  have  braved, 

The  sacrifice  they  cost; 
For  what  fun  is  it  to  be  saved, 

If  no  one  else  is  lost  ? 

Just  think! — Suppose,  when  once  I  view 

The  heaven  I've  toiled  to  win, 
A  lot  of  unsafe  sinners,  too, 

Comes  walkin'  grandly  in! 
An'  acts  to  home,  came  as  if  ihey 

Had  read  their  titles  clear, 
An'  looks  at  me,  as  if  to  say, 

""We're  glad  to  see  you  here!" 
As  if  to  say,  "While  you  have  b'en 

So  fast  to  toe  the  mark, 
We  waited  till  it  rained  an'  then 

Got  tickets  for  the  ark!" 

Yet  there  would  be  some  in  that  crowd 

I'd  rather  like  to  see; 
My  boy  Jack — it  must  be  allowed, 

There  was  no  worse  than  he! 
I've  always  felt  somewhat  to  blame, 

In  several  different  way  4 
That  he  lay  down  on  thorns  o'  shame, 

To  end  his  boyhood's  days; 
An'  I'd  be  willing  to  endure, 

If  that  the  Lord  thought  best, 
A  minute's  quite  hot  temperature 

To  clasp  him  to  my  breast. 

Old  Captain  Barnes  was  evil's  son — 

With  heterodoxy  crammed; 
I  used  to  think  he'd  be  the  one 

If  any  one  was  damned; 
Still  when  I  saw  a  lot  o'  poor, 

That  he  had  clothed  and  fed, 
Cry  desolately  round  the  door 

As  soon  as  he  was  dead, 
Then  came  a  thought  I  couldn't  control, 

That  in  some  neutral  land, 
I'd  like  to  meet  that  scorched-up  soul, 

An'  shake  it  by  the  hand. 

Poor  Jennie  Willis  with  a  cry 

Of  hopeless,  sad  distress, 
Sank  sudden  down,  one  night,  to  die, 

All  in  her  ballroom  dress; 
She  had  a  precious  little  while 

To  pack  up  an'  away; 
She  even  left  her  sweet,  good  smile — 

'Twas  on  her  face  next  day; 
Her  soul  went  off  unclothed  by  even 

One  stitch  of  saving  grace; 
How  could  she  hope  to  go  to  heaven, 

An'  start  from  such  a  place? 

But  once,  when  I  lay  sick  an'  weak, 

She  came,  an'  begged  to  stay; 
She  kissed  my  faded,  wrinkled  cheek — 

She  soothed  my  pain  away;. 


She  brought  me  sweet  bouquets  of  flowers 

As  fresh  as  her  young  heart — 
Through  many  long  an'  tedious  hours 

She  played  a  christian  part; 
An'  ere  I  long  will  stand  aroun' 

The  singin'  saints  among, 
I'll  try  to  take  some  water  down, 

To  cool  poor  Jennie's  tongue. 

But  tears  can  never  quench  my  creed, 

Nor  smooth  God's  righteous  frown, 
Though  all  the  preachers  learn  to  read 

Their  Bibles  upside  down, 
I  hold  mine  right  side  up  with  care 

To  shield  my  eyes  from  sin. 
An'  coax  the  Lord,  with  daily  prayer, 

To  call  poor  wanderers  in; 
But  if  the  sinners  won't  draw  nigh, 

An'  take  salvation's  plan, 
I'll  have  to  stand  an'  see  'em  try 

To  dodge  hell  if  they  can. 


A  Spasm  of  Life. 
Irrigation  is  now  assuming  a  double  im- 
portance. The  southern  part  of  the  State  in- 
sists on  having  a  comprehensive  system  of  ir- 
rigation, while  the  blue-ribbon  legion  no  less 
insist  on  irrigating  the  stomachs  of  the 
masses  with  cold  water. 

Tell  me  how  the  water  ripples 

Down  the  guzzler's  fiery  throat, 
For  a  man  is  vain  that  tipples, 
Nor  yet  Longfellow  do  we  quote. 

Life  is  real.     Life  is  solace, 

And  the  glass  cannot  create 
That  sweet  peace  that  always  follows 

Those  who  wisely  irrigate. 

Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing. 

Why  the  grim  world  should  we  fear  ? 
Still  economy  pursuing, 

Irrigate  with  five  cent  beer! 


A  Pastor's  Lament. 

Hold  hard,  I  say,  now  please  do  let  me  gasp. 
Don't  stifle  me,  you  awful,  horrid  Wasp! 
What's  that  you  say:   "Hell  closed  up  for  repairs, 
No  use  for  parsons,  churches,  hymns  or  prayers?" 
You  grimly  smile,  and  say  we  need  not  fret, 
Since  Lucifer  his  place  is  going  to  let; 
Satan  is  scared  'cause  Beecher  has  converted 
The  erring  souls.     His  place  is  now  deserted. 
So  Hell  is  closed  and  may  not  open  for  years, 
Unless  it  strikes  it  rich  'mongst  Bulls  and  Bears. 
Now  let  the  Wasp  please  pity  gospel  teachers, 
Whose  bread  depends  on  being  Hell  fire  preachers. 
Say  'twas  a  joke,  that  Hell  is  surely  there, 
We  parsons  live  by  filling  folks  with  fear. 
Kuin  stares  us  in  the  face,  may  we  avoid  disaster, 
Is  the  earnest  prayer  of  a  broken-hearted  pastor. 

D.  P.  D. 


A  Criticism. 
Auburn,  Cal.,  Feb.  18,  1878.— Dear  Wasp: 
O.  P.  F.  in  his  Home  Newspaper  may  well  say 
of  the  Legislative  Committee  on  Education: 
A  programme  was  discussed  and  agreed  on, 
What  that  was  about 
And  how  carried  out 
Will  be  seen  if  the  reader  will  read  on. 

But  we  think  he  hardly  preserves  the  dignity 
and  purity  of  style  appropriate  to  an  "Edu- 
cational journal"  when  he  calls  Prof.  Wilkin- 
son of  the  Asylum,  a  peg — in  the  right  hole. 
(See  Rambling  notes  in  last  number.) 

J.  R. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp, 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


a  year.     35 
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ARMSTRONG. 


A  Lesson  Well  Learned. 


BY    JOHN   G.    DOWNEY. 


IN  the  early  days  of  California— the  olden 
days  of  gold,  or  the  golden  days  of  old,  as  you 
please — in  a  certain  miner's  camp  on  the  Yuba 
River,  there  lived  a  queer  genius  named  Armstrong. 
He  was  an  honest  miner,  not  differing  materially 
from  his  fellows,  excepting  that  he  had  a  curious 
habit  of  talking  to  himself.  For  the  simple  reason 
that  he  departed  from  common  custom  in  this  one 
particular,  he  was,  of  course,  voted  crazy  by  the 
other  miners.  To  call  all  persons  "crazy"  who  do 
not  follow  the  customs  of  the  majority,  is  a  constant 
habit  with  men.  But,  day  after  day,  Armstrong 
worked  away  with  his  pick  and  shovel,  caring  noth- 
ing for  the  remarks  of  his  neighbors,  and  seeming  to 
wish  for  no  other  partner  in  his  toils  or  his  rest,  save 
the  invisible  personage  whom  he  always  addressed 
in  the  second  person  singular,  and  with  whom  he 
was  almost  constantly  in  close  and  earnest  conversa- 
tion. The  common  drift  of  his  talk,  while  at  work, 
would  be  about  as  follows: 

#  "Rather  tough  work,  Armstrong — rich  dirt,  though 
— grub  a  dollar  a  a  pound — no  time  to  waste — pitch 
in,  sir — hanged  if  I  don't  wish  I  was  in  the  States. 
This  mining's  mighty  hard  work.  Nonsense,  Arm- 
strong; what  a  fool  you  are  to  be  talking  in  that  way, 
with  three  ounces  a  day  right  under  your  feet,  and 
nothing  to  do  but  just  to  dig  it  out." 

His  conversation  would  be  duly  punctuated  with 
strokes  of  the  pick  and  lifts  of  the  loaded  shovel. 
And  so  the  days  would  pass  along,  and  Armstrong 
worked,  and  slept,  and  talked  with  his  invisible  part- 
ner. "Well,  it  happened,  in  due  course  of  time,  that 
the  class  of  human  vampires,  commonly  called  gam- 
blers, madetheir  apperance  at  the  camp  where  Arm- 
strong worked.  As  he  was  not  above  following  the 
example  of  his  fellows,  he  paid  the  new-comers  a 
visit.  It  is  the  same  old  story.  After  watching  the 
game  awhile,  he  concluded  it  was  the  simplest  thing 
in  the  world.  So  he  tried  his  luck  and  won —  a  hun- 
dred dollars!  Now,  any  new  experience  would 
always  set  Armstrong  to  thinking  and  talking  to  him- 
self worse  than  ever.  It  was  so  this  time.  "Now, 
Armstrong,"  he  said,  as  he  hesitated  about  going  to 
his  work  next  morning,  "that  is  the  easiest  hundred 
dollars  you  ever  made  in  your  life.  "What's  the  use 
of  your  going  into  a  hole  in  the  ground  to  dig  for 
three  ounces  a  day?  The  fact  is,  Armstrong,  you 
are  sharp.  You  were  not  made  for  this  kind  of 
work.  Suppose  you  just  throw  away  your  pick  and 
shovel,  leave  the  mines,  buy  a  suit  of  store  clothes, 
and  dress  up  like  a  born  gentleman,  and  go  at  some 
business  that  suits  your  talent." 

Armstrong  was  not  long  in  putting  these  thoughts 
and  sayings  into  action.  He  left  the  diggings  and 
invested  in  fine  clothes.  He  looked  like  another 
man,  but  he  was  still  the  same  Armstrong,  neverthe- 
less. He  was  not  long  in  rinding  an  opportunity  to 
try  a  new  profession.  Walking  forth  in  his  fresh 
outfit,  he  had  just  concluded  a  long  talk  with  himself 
about  his  bright  prospects,  when  he  halted  in  front 
of  a  large  tent  with  a  sign  on  it,  "Miners'  Rest." 
Armstrong  went  in.  It  did  not  seem  to  him  that  he 
remained  very  long,  but  it  was  long  enough  to  work 
a  wonderful  revolution  in  his  feelings.  When  he 
came  out,  he  was  a  changed  man — that  is  to  say,  he 
was  a  "changeless"  man.  He  was  thunder -.truck, 
amazed,  bewildered.  He  had  lost  his  money,  lost 
his  new  prospects,  lost  his  self-conceit — lost  every- 
thing, but  his  new  clothes  and  his  old  habit  of  talk- 
ing to  himself.  It  is  useless  to  say  that  he  was  mad. 
Armstrong  was  very  mad,  But  there  was  no  one  to 
be  mad  at  but  Armstrong  himself,  so  self  number 
two  was  in  for  a  rough  lecture: 


"Now,  Armstrong,  you  are  a  nice  specimen — you 
fool — you  bilk — you  dead-beat — you  inf — "  Well,  I 
need  not  repeat  all  the  hard  things  he  said.  Like 
King  Richard,  he  "found  within  himself  no  pity  for 
himself." 

But  mere  words  were  not  sufficient.  It  was  a 
time  for  action.  But  Armstrong  never  once  thought 
of  shooting,  drowning,  hanging,  or  any  other  form 
of  suicide.  He  was  altogether  too  original  as  well  as 
too  sensible  for  that.  Yet  he  was  resolved  upon 
something  real  and  practical  in  the  way  of  reforma- 
tory punishment.  He  felt  tho  need  of  a  self-imposed 
decree  of  bankruptcy,  that  should  render  the  present 
failure  as  complete  as  possible,  and  prevent  a  similar 
course  of  foolishness  in  the  future. 

So  the  broken  firm  of  "Armstrong  &  Self"  went 
forth  in  meditation,  long  and  deep.  Some  of  his 
thoughts  were  almost  toa  deep  for  utterance.  But 
finally  he  stood  by  the  dusty  road  along  which  the 
great  freighting  wagons  were  hauling  supplies  to  the 
mining  camps  up  the  Sacramento.  One  of  these 
wagons,  drawn  by  six  yoke  of  oxen,  was  just  passing. 
Snap,  snap,  snap,  in  slow,  irregular  succession,  came 
the  keen,  stinging  reports  of  tne  long  Missouri  ox- 
whip.  "G'lang!  g'lang!  wo-haw!"  shouted  the  tall, 
dust-begrimed  driver,  as  he  swung  his  whip  and  cast 
a  sidelong  glance  at  the  broken  firm,  wondering 
"What  in  thunder  all  them  store-clothes  was  a  doing 
thar."  Now,  when  Armstrong  saw  the  long  column 
of  white  dust  rising  behind  that  wagon,  he  was  taken 
with  an  idea.  So  he  shouted  to  the  driver  to  know 
if  he  might  be  allowed  to  walk  in  the  road  behind  the 
wagon. 

"Get  in  and  ride,"  said  the  driver. 

"No,"  said  Armstrong;  "I  wish  to  walk." 

"Then  walk,  you  crazy  fool,"  was  the  accomoda- 
ting response,  as  the  driver  swung  his  whip. 

Then  came  the  tug  of  war.  Greek  never  met  Greek 
more  fiercely  than  did  the  two  contending  spirits  com- 
posing the  firm  of  Armstrong  &  Self,  at  that  particu- 
lar moment.  "Now,  Armstrong, "  said  the  imperi- 
ous head  of  the  firm,  "you  get  right  into  the  middle 
of  that  road,  sir,  and  walk  in  that  dust,  behind  that 
wagon,  all  the  way  to  the  Packers'  Roost,  on  the 
Yuba  River."  "What,  with  these  clothes  on?" 
"Yes,  with  those  clothes  on."  "Why,  it  is  fifteen 
miles,  and  dusty  all  the  way."  "No  matter,  sir; 
take  the  road.  You  squander  your  money  at  three- 
card  monte.     I'll  teach  you  a  lesson." 

"G'lang!  g'lang!"  drawled  the  driver,  as  he  looked 
over  his  shoulder  with  a  curious  mingling  of  pity, 
contempt,  and  wonder  on  his  dusty  face.  More  and 
more  spitefully  snapped  the  swinging  whip  as  the 
slow-paced  oxen  toiled  mile  after  mile  under  the  heat 
of  a  September  sun.  And  there,  in  the  road,  trudged 
Armstrong  behind  the  wagon — slowly,  wearily, 
thoughtfully,  but  not  silently.  He  was  a  man  who 
always  spoke  his  thoughts. 

"This  serves  you  right,  Armstrong.  Any  man 
who  will  fool  his  money  away  at  three-card  monte 
deserves  to  walk  in  the  dust."  "It  will  spoil  these 
clothes."  "Well,  dont  you  deserve  it?"  "The  dust 
fills  my  eyes."  'Yes,  any  man  who  gambles  all  his 
'dust'  away  at  three-card  monte  deserves  to  have  dust 
in  his  eyes — and  alkali  dust,  at  that."  "The  dust 
chokes  me."  "All  right;  any  man  who  will  buck  at 
monte  deserves  to  be  choked.  K^ep  the  road,  sir — 
the  middle  of  the  road — close  up  to  the  wagon.  Do 
you  think  you  will  ever  buck  at  monte  again,  Arm- 
strong?" 

And  so  the  poor  culprit,  self-arrested,  self-con- 
demned, coughed,  and  sneezed,  and  choked,  and 
walked,  and  talked,  mile  after  mile,  hour  after  hour; 
while  the  great  wagon  groaned  and  creaked,  the 
driver  bawled  and  swung  his  whip,  the  patient  oxen 
gave  their  srouldtrs  to  t  ie  yoke,  and  the  golden  sun 
of  September  sank  wearily  towards  the  west.  The 
shadows  of  evening  were  beginning  to  fall  when  the 
wagon  halted  at  the  place  called  Packers'  Roost,  on 
the  Yuba. 

"Here  we  rest,"  sighed  Armstrong  just  above  his 
breath,  as  he  looked  at  the  stream.  "No,  you  don't," 
answered  the  head  of  the  firm.  "You  buck  your 
money  away  at  monte,  and  talk  about  resting!  Now, 
Armstrong,  go  right  down  the  bank,    sir,    into   that 


river."  As  the  command  was  peremptory,  and  a 
spirit  of  obedience  was  thought  the  safest,  Armstrong 
obeyed  without  parley;  and  down  he  went,  over  head 
and  ears,  store-clothes  and  all,  into  the  cold  moun- 
tain stream.  It  was  a  long  time  that  he  remained  in 
the  water,  and  under  the  water.  He  would  come  to 
the  surface  every  little  while  to  talk,  you  understand. 
It  was  impossible  for  Armstrong  to  forbear  talking. 
"0,  yes,"  he  would  say,  as  he  came  up  and  snuffed 
the  water  from  his  nose,  "you'll  buck  your  money 
away  at  three-card  monte,  will  you?"  How  do  you 
like  water-cure?"  His  words  were,  of  course,  duly 
punctuated  by  irregular  plunges  and  catchings  of  the 
breath. 

It  so  happened  that  the  man  who  kept  the  shanty 
hotel  at  the  Packer's  Roost  had  a  woman  for  a  wife. 
She,  being  a  kind-hearted  creature,  besought  her 
lord  to  go  down  and  "help  the  poor  crazy  man  out  of 
the  v^ater." 

"Pshaw!"  said  the  ox-driver,  "he  ain't  a  crazy 
man;  he's  a  fool.  He  walked  behind  my  wagon,  and 
talked  to  himself  all  the  way  from  Scrabbletown." 

Thereupon  arose  a  lengthy  discussion  about  the 
difference  between  a  crazy  man  and  a  fool.  But, 
after  awhile,  the  landlord  and  the  ox-driver  went 
down  to  the  bank,  and  agreed  to  go  Armstrong's 
security  against  bucking  at  monte  in  the  future,  if 
he  would  come  out  of  the  water.  So  he  came  out  and 
went  up  to  the  house. 

"Will  you  have  a  cup  of  tea  or  coffee?"  said  the 
woman,  kindly. 

"Yes,  madam,"  said  Armstrong,  "I  will  take 
both." 

"He  is  crazy,  sure  as  can  be,"  said  the  woman. 
But  she  brought  the  two  cups  as  ordered.  "Milk  and 
sugar?"  she  inquired,  kindly,  as  before. 

"No,  madam;  mustard  and  red  pepper,"  answered 
Armstrong. 

"I  do  believe  he  is  a  fool,"  said  the  woman,  as 
she  went  for  the  pepper  and  mustard. 

Armstrong,  with  deliberate  coolness,  put  a  spoon- 
ful of  red  pepper  into  the  tea  and  a  spoonful  of  mus- 
tard into  the  coffee.  Then  he  poured  the  two  to- 
gether into  a  large  tin  cup.  Then  the  old  conflict 
raged  again,  and  high  above  the  din  of  rattling  tin 
cups  and  pewter  spoons,  sounded  the  stern  com- 
mand, "Armstrong,  drink  it,  sir;  drink  it  down."  A 
momentary  hesitation,  and  a  few  desperate  gulps, 
andit  was  down.  "O,  yes,"  said  our  hero,  as  his 
throat  burned  and  the  tears  ran  from  his  eyes,  "you 
buck  your  money  away  at  three-card  monte,  do  you?" 

Now,  the  Thomsonian  dose  described  very  nearly 
ended  the  battle  with  poor  Armstrong.  He  was 
silent  for  quite  a  time,  and  everybody  else  waB  silent. 
After  awhile,  the  landlord  ventured  to  suggest  that  a 
bed  could  be  provided  if  it  was  desired.  "No,"  said 
Armstrong,  "I'll  sleep  on  the  floor.  You  see, 
stranger,"  suid  he,  eying  the  landlord  with  a  peculiar 
•xpression,  "this  fool  has  been  squandering  gold-dust 
at  monte — three-card  monte — and  does  not  deserve 
to  sleep  in  a  bed." 

So  Armstrong  ended  the  day's  battle  by  going  to 
bed  on  the  floor.  Then  came  the  dreams.  He  first 
dreamed  that  he  was  sleeping  with  his  feet  on 
the  North  Pole  and  his  head  in  the  tropics,  while  all 
the  miners  of  Yuba  were  ground-sluicing  in  his 
stomach.  Next,  he  dreamed  that  he  had  swallowed 
Monnt  Shasta  for  supper,  and  that  the  old  mountain 
had  suddenly  become  an  active  volcano,  and  was 
vomiting  acres  and  acres  of  hot  lava. 

Then  the  scenes  were  shifted,  and  he  seemed  to 
have  found  his  final  abode  in  a  place  of  vile  smells 
and  fierce  flames,  politely  called  the  antipodes  of 
heaven.  And  while  he  writhed  and  groaned  in  sleep- 
less agony,  a  fork-tailed  fiend  with  his  thumb  at  his 
nose  was  saying  to  him  in  a  mocking  voice:  "Jou 
buck  your  money  away  at  three-card  monte,  do  you — 
hey?"  But  even  this  troubled  sleep  had  an  end  at 
last,  and  Armstrong  arose.  When  he  looked  at  him- 
self in  the  broken  looking-glass  that  hung  on  the 
wall,  he  thought  his  face  bore  traces  of  wisdom  that 
never  had  been  there  before.  So  he  said:  "I  think 
you  have  learned  a  lesson,  Armstrong.  You  can  go 
back  to  your  mining  now,  sir,  and  let  monte  alone." 
Time  showed  that  he  was  right.     His  lesson  was  wall 
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learned.  The  miners  looked  a  little  curious  when 
he  re-appeared  at  the  camp,  and  still  called  him 
crazy.  But  he  had  learned  a  lesson  many  of  them 
never  learned,  poor  fellows.  They  continued  their 
old  ways,  making  money  fast  and  spending  it  fool- 
ishly— even  giving  it  to  moute  dealers.  But  the 
Armstrong  firm  was  never  broken  in  that  way  but 
once.  After  that,  whenever  he  saw  one  of  the  pecu- 
liar signs,  "Robbers'  Roost,"  "FleecerB'  Den,"  or 
"Fool's  Last  Chance,"  Armstrong  would  Bhake  his 
head  with  a  knowing  air,  and  say  to  himself  as  he 
passed  along:  "O,  yes,  Armstrong,  you've  been 
there;  you  know  all  about  that;  you  don't  buck  your 
money  away  at  three-card  monte,  not  much!" — He- 
printed  from  the  Overland  Monthly. 

[THE  END.  J 


Tricks  of  Drivers. 

The  following  yarn  is  spun  by  a  garrulous 
49er: 

It  was  more  common  years  ago  than  re- 
cently for  landlord  and  stage-driver  to  have 
an  understanding  with  each  other,  whereby, 
for  a  consideration  paid  the  driver,  hungry 
travelers  were  scarcely  allowed  time  to  com- 
fortably seat  themselves  at  table,  when  the 
driver  would  announce  the  immediate  depart- 
ure of  the  stage;  thus  cheating  people  out  of 
a  meal  who  paid  for  one. 

I  remember  being  one  of  a  stage-load  of 
hungry  travelers  crossing  the  Sierra  Nevada 
before  railroads  had  spanned  it,  when  a  noted 
judge,  still  on  the  bench,  and  an  equally 
noted  professor  of  an  eastern  college,  were  of 
the  party. 

Our  arrival  at  a  dining  station  was  hailed 
with  delight  by  all  the  party,  and  we  filed  into 
the  dining-room  to  attack  the  savory  viands, 
the  landlord,  however,  first  taking  care  to 
collect  the  fee  for  the  meal  from  each  of  us. 
We  had  certainly  not  been  five  minutes  at 
the  table,  and  some  of  us,  in  waiting  to  be 
helped  to  coffee,  had  not  tasted  a  mouthful 
of  food,  when  our  driver  shouted: 

"All  aboard,  I'm  behind  time  and  can't 
wait  a  minute  longer." 

A  look  of  mingled  consternation  and  dis- 
gust spread  from  face  to  face,  as  we  sprang 
from  the  table,  but  the  judge  remained  cool, 
as  he  touched  the  professor  on  the  arm. 

"Will  you  see  to  the  bread  supply,  if  I  take 
care  of  the  meat?"  he  queried. 

The  professor  caught  at  his  purpose  and 
promptly  assented.  In  another  instant  the 
judge  had  conveyed  a  large  turkey  and  a 
couple  of  spring  chickens,  ready  carved,  from 
their  platters  to  two  napkins,  while  the  pro- 
fessor emptied  the  contents  of  the  bread 
plates  into  another,  and  led  by  the  judge, 
they  marched  triumphantly  to  the  coach. 

Their  example  was  contagious;  each  of  the 
passengers  hastily  confiscated  some  article  of 
food — meats,  vegetables,  even,  and  pastry — 
until  the  dining-room  -was  pretty  thoroughly 
stripped  of  everything  that  went  to  make  up 
the  concomitants  of  a  good  meal,  and  the  in- 
terior of  the  coach  bore  the  apperance,  I 
imagine,  of  Sherman's  bummer  raid,  while 
the  bewildered  and  amazed  look  on  the  face 
of  the  speechless  landlord,  as  we  drove  off, 
would  have  proven  a  priceless  study  to  any 
artist.  The  roars  of  laughter  it  caused  us 
proved  a  good  condiment  to  our  strangely 
improved  meal. 


***£T5S. 


Luna. — Tic. 
Geo.  T.— Yes. 


Teamster,  Carson,  Nev. — The  Wasp  would 
like  to  hear  from  you  once  in  a  while. 

Hillaeie. — The  manuscript  to  which  you 
refer  in  your  postal  card  has  not  been  re- 
ceived at  this  office.  Please  make  the  neces- 
sary inquiries  at  your  post  office.  There  may 
have  been  some  mistake. 

Consuelo. — Call  at  the  Coroner's  office. 
By  meeting  you  there  we  shall  save  express 
hire  for  your  remains.  We  must  be  econo- 
mical, even  in  a  matter  of  life  and  death.  All 
this  excitement  was  produced  by  reading  one 
little  page  of  your  manuscript. 

Eekhakt. — Why  dig  up  these  moth  eaten 
jokes  ?  We  do  not  quarrel  with  you  about 
the  larceny;  but  we  are  a  little  mad  that  you 
should  think  us  so  obtuse.  As  a  rule  we 
don't  publish  many  patent  outside  jokes,  and 
whenever  the  slings  and  arrows  of  outrage- 
ous fortune  crowd  us  so  that  we  print  them 
they  go  under  the  head  of  "Our Exchanges." 

Pentateuch. — All  love  correspondence  car- 
ried on  through  the  medium  of  the  Wasp  is 
strictly  inviolate.  No  one  but  the  editor  and 
a  few  members  of  the  staff  are  allowed  to 
read  love  effusions.  The  compositor  is  only 
allowed  to  look  at  one  side  of  such  cor- 
respondence— the  side  on  which  we  write  our 
editorials.  We  hope  these  assurances  will 
calm  your  apprehensions. 

Youmans. — Please  don't  ask  us.  For  the 
thousand  and  first  time  let  us  remind  you 
that  advertisements  are  only  inserted  for  a 
pecuniary  consideration.  You  know  very 
well  that  your  communication  is  nothing 
more  or  less  than  an  advertisement, — very 
cunningly  worded,  we  admit — but  still  an 
advertisement.  We  can  scent  an  ad.  out 
of  a  bushel  of  manuscript.  We  are  inclined 
to  think  that  you  were  looking  for  another 
kinxl  of  editor.  Wish  you  may  find  him, 
Youmans. 

Anonymous. — Natural  history  is  a  subject 
to  which,  unfortunately,  we  have  devoted 
little  attention.  While  we  are  at  sea  with 
regard  to  the  precise  genus  etc.  of  the  Syd- 
ney duck,  it  strikes  us  that  from  certain  spe- 
cimens imported  to  California,  a  general  idea 
of  the  breed  may  be  formed.  The  prevailing 
characteristic  is  a  tendency  to  Kleptomania. 
The  face  is  austerely  humorous,  the  forehead 
pretty  much  as  usual  with  the  human  animal, 
the  fingers  have  a  chronic  crook,  as  if  in  the 
act  of  re-hypothecating,  the  eye  is  clear,  the 
feet  voluminous.  There  is,  however,  a  wide 
difference  between  a  Sydney  duck  and  a 
goose.     We  hope  we  have  enlightened  you. 


Literary  Coincidences. 

The  other  evening  a  sprightly  little  girl 
about  seven  years  of  age,  diffidently  entered 
a  drug  store  on  Montgomery  Avenue,  on 
Clay  Street,  S.  P.,  on  State  Street,  Santa 
Barbara,  on  K  Street,  Sacramento,  on  Los 
Angeles  Street,  L.  A.,  near  the  Horton 
House,  San  Diego,  on  Weber  Avenue,  Stock- 
ton, near  the  Mansion  House,  Watsonville, 
Hollister,  near  the  Western  Hotel,  Marys- 
ville,  and  in  thousands  of  other  places 
throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  the 
land,  and  after  considerable  hesitation,  she 
whisperingly  inquired  of  the  druggist: 

"Do  you  keep  nursing  bottles  here  ?"  "We 
do,"  he  answered,  and  exhibiting  several 
styles  he  asked  which  she  preferred.  As  she 
was  looking  them  over  he  remarked:  "It's 
for  your  little  brother,  I  suppose?"  "Yes, 
sir,  it  is,"  she  stiffly  answered:  "You  didn't 
think  it  was  for  my  son,  did  you  ?"  Her  in- 
dignant look  haunts  him  still. 

As  the  Wasp  is  unable  to  trace  this  sublime 
joke  to  any  authentic  source,  and  as  it  has 
been  fathered  by  all  the  rising  humorists  of 
this  great  and  glorious  commonwealth, 
adapted  and  re-adapted  until  just  the  bare 
thread  of  the  narrative  is  discernible,  we 
thought  it  better  to  extend  the  sphere  of  that 
wise  little  girl's  operations — for  if  the  same 
"sprightly  little  girl"  has  appeared  simul- 
taneously in  all  these  places  it  is  not  too 
much  to  venture  that  some  genial  humorist 
has  been  equally  ubiquitous.  The  last  we 
heard  of  the  paragraph  was  at  Hollister. 
"Phrank"  had  tackled  it  to  fit  the  Eagle 
Drug  Store.     Vires  acquirit  enudo. 


The  following  story  has  been  revamped  by 
one  of  our  local  dailies: 

A  few  days  ago  a  lawyer  of  this  city  filed  a 
petition  in  the  District  Court,  in  which  the 
plaintiff  is  an  old  Mexican  woman.  The  Dis- 
trict Clerk,  as  is  usual,  wanted  security  for 
costs. 

Said  the  lawyer:  "She  is  not  required  to 
give  a  cost  bond.  She  is  a  pauper,  and  will 
make  an  affidavit  to  that  effect." 

"Why,  she  used  to  own  real  estate,"  ob- 
served the  clerk. 

"I  know  she  has  got  nothing  now,"  re- 
torted the  lawyer. 

"Have  you  collected  your  fee  in  advance  ?" 

"You  bet  I  did." 

"It's  all  right,  then.  I  am  satisfied  she  is 
a  pauper  now,"  sighed  the  clerk. 


The  Eastern  papers  are  informing  them- 
selves on  the  Chinese  question.  All  that  is 
necessary  is  to  ascertain  the  real  facts  of  the 
case.  When  that  is  done,  we  rely  on  the  in- 
nate principles  of  common  sense  and  com- 
mon justice  to  vindicate  us.<,  We  find  the 
following  in  the  Burlington  (Iowa)  Daily  Ga- 
zelle : 

There  are  111,000  males  over  21  years  of  age  in 
San  Francisco.  Over  one-fourth  of  these,  35,000, 
are  Chinese.  These  figures  show  the  nature  of  the 
competition  which  the  white  laborers  have  to  with- 
stand. 

The  estimate,  in  our  opinion,  is  too  high  but 
it  is  near  enough  to  the  truth  to  serve  its 
purpose. 
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Tile  Very  Freshest  Ajucrlcun  llnmor 

A  man  in  Louisiana  has  had  four  wives  go 
off  and  leave  him.  The  fifth  he  swapped  for 
an  old  shot  gun,  and  now  he  has  got  some- 
thing that  won't  go  off. 

Two  Kentucky  hunters  amused  themselves 
by  firing  wads  at  each  other,  and  there  was 
fun  in  the  sport  until  one  foregot  to  take  the 
ramrod  out  of  his  gun. 

The  story  that  President  Hayes  drank 
something  from  dark  black  bottles  at  the  re- 
cent New  England  Society  dinner  turns  out 
to  be  nothing  but  a  little  sell,  sir. 

A  Canadian  physician  has  invented  an  ar- 
ticle of  castor  oil  that  he  says  children  cry 
for.  It  is  so  pleasant  to  taste  that  the  gentle 
innocents  do  not  know  how  it  is  loaded. 

Never  do  things  by  halves,  and  always  go 
to  the  root  of  the  matter.  A  Chicago  Ger- 
man who  wanted  to  add  a  postscript  to  a  let- 
ter after  he  had  mailed  it  began  to  dig  up 
the  lamp-post. 

Unless  a  cold  snap  of  about  two  weeks  du- 
ration comes  along  pretty  soon,  it  is  pre- 
dicted that  about  one-half  the  tramps  on  the 
road  next  summer  will  be  plumbers  and  ice 
men. — Norristmim  Herald. 

"No  eeten  aypuls  in  school  ours!"  reads  a 
sign  on  the  blackboard  of  a  school-house  in 
enlightened  old  Massachusetts,  where  educa- 
tion is  supposed  to  sit  on  the  top  rail  and 
make  faces  at  ignorance. 

We  infer  that  the  Marquis  of  Lome  is  not 
building  the  kitchen  fire  this  winter,  as  we 
read  that  he  presented  his  wife  with  a  set  of 
diamonds  worth  ninety  thousand  dollars 
about  the  time  cold  weather  set  in. 

"How  can  I  leave  thee;"  he  was  singing  in 
a  very  tender  tone.  He  wasn't  very  popular 
with  her  parents,  and  it  was  verging  on 
twelve  o'clock,  and  the  old  man  came  in  and 
showed  him  how  he  could  leave  her. 

The  rising  youth  feels  the  need  of  an  in- 
vention that  will  instantaneously  absorb  a 
lighted  cigar,  and  save  him  the  trouble  and 
danger  of  putting  it  in  his  coat  pocket  when 
he  unexpectedly  meets  either  of  his  parents. 

The  man  who  remarks,  "When  I  lived  in 
New  Ovleens  in  the  good  old  times  before  the 
war,"  and  the  other  man  who  says,  "When 
I  was  in  'Frisco  in  '49,"  ought  to  be  tied  to- 
gether over  a  clothes-line,  and  left  hanging 
there  to  talk  it  out  between  them. 

Said  Sarah  to  her  Noah,  dear; 

"This  world  would  surely  be 

A  desert  with  no  oasis 

Were  I  bereft  of  thee." 

"Ah,  love!"  said  he,  "here's  one  who  in 

That  sentiment's  a  sharer, 

A  Noah,  sis,  who  will  not  be 

Bereft  of  his  Sahara." 

A  boy  was  walking  on  the  roof  of  the  Keith 
mill  one  day  recently,  and  a  lady  remarked 
to  a  granger  who  stood  near,  that  the  young 
fellow  was  risking  his  life  in  that  perilous 
position.  "Oh.  no,"  replied  the  granger, 
shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  "there  is  no 


danger.  "Sou  see  he'd  have  to  fall  more  than 
five  stories  before  he'd  get  hurt.  Yes, 
ma'am,  he's  safe  enough.  It's  quite  a  long 
distance  to  fall,  five  stories  is,  ma'am."  The 
lady's  fears  were  quieted. 

At  a  Custom  House  sale  in  New  York  re- 
cently, an  old  oil  painting,  without 
"breadth,"  "tone,"  or  "effect,"  and  with  a 
hole  punched  in  the  foreground,  was  sold 
for  five  dollars,  and  it  was  considered  pretty 
dear  at  that,  as  it  was  impossible  to  tell 
whether  it  was  a  battle-piece  or  the  portrait 
of  an  old  monk.  The  discovery  has  since 
been  made  that  it  is  a  Murillo,  and  its  price 
is  fixed  at  $3,000.  According  to  this  valua- 
tion, a  panel  of  old  fence  whitewashed  by 
Murillo  would  be  worth  about  $900,000.— 
Norristown  Herald. 

"Grease  the  Griddle,  Birdie  Darling,"  a 
beautiful  new  song  and  chorus  by  the  author 
of  "Bang  my  Scalplocks  o'er  my  Forehead," 
will  have  a  greater  run  than  any  piece  since 
"Darling,  I  am  growing  Old."  The  melody 
is  simple  and  plaintive.  Price  twenty-five 
cents.  Arranged  for  barber-shop  guitars  and 
French-harps,  thirty-five  cents: 

Grease  the  Griddle,  Birdie  Darling — 

Grease  it  o'er  with  lanibient  Lard, 
Pour  the  Buckwheat  Batter  on  it 

From  the  Bowl  so  Brown  and  Hard. 
And  in  order  that  the  Buckwheats 

Be  not  Scorched  and  Burned  and  Sere, 
Grease  the  Griddle  in  Profusion — 

Grease  the  Griddle,  Birdie,  dear. 

This  beautiful  song  may  be  obtained  at  all 
music  stores,  or  by  remitting  the  cost  price 
to  the  publishers. 


Love's  Young  Dream. 

Boucicaulted  from  the  Breakfast  Table. 

A  bridal  couple,  with  more  style  about 
them  than  a  grass-widow,  honored  the  Indi- 
ana House  with  their  presence  two  or  three 
days  during  the  past  week.  They  gave  the 
dinner-room  a  mighty  tony  look  by  marching 
in  at  meal  time  arrayed  in  their  new  clothes, 
with  white  gloves  on,  and  when  old  man 
Ryman  first  saw  them  he  took  one  square 
look  and  then  set  down  his  coffee-pot  and 
went  out  into  the  kitchen  and  laughed  until 
his  eyeballs  felt  pointed.  In  that  supreme 
moment  he  felt  that  he  was  paid  ten  times 
over  with  compound  interest  for  all  the  trials, 
vexations  and  unpaid  board-bills  encountered 
in  his  hotel  experience  since  he  left  the  old 
farm. 

When  the  dining-room  girl  got  her  face 
straight  enough  to  get  behind  their  chairs 
and  say: 

"ltoast  beef,  roast  pork,  lamb,  chicken  or 
fish?" 

The  bridegroom  said  "chicken  and  fish," 
but  the  bride,  with  the  characteristic  pres- 
ence of  mind  for  which  her  sex  has  ever  been 
noted,  interposed — 

"Oh,  no,  ducky  dear;  we  can't  take  any  o' 
that;  for,  dont  you  know,  pidgy-widgy, 
'twould  muss  our  gloyes  up  ?  We'll  have  to 
have  something  we  can  eat  with  our  knives 
and  forks." 

"So  we  will,  bonny-blue  eyes — I  never 
thought  o'  that.  What  do  you  say  to  roast 
beef,  then,  huxy-puxy  ?  Can  we  get  some  o' 
that,  sweety?"  asked  the  happy  man. 

"No,  no — darly.  It's  always  tough,  and 
we  might,  splash  the  gravy  and  soil  our 
clothes,  don't  you  see,  honey-dew?  Let's 
take  lamb,  pootsie,  that's  always  tender.      I 


don't  care  much  about  it,  but  it  cuts  so  easy, 
lovey,  and  I  expect  their  knives  are  as  dull 
as  a  hoe,"  remarked  the  bride. 

"Well,  I  don't  care,  pussy;  whatever  you 
say,  for  I  s'pose  we've  got  to  keep  up  ap- 
pearances; but  durn  my  buttons,  sugar-lump, 
if  I  ain't  got  a  confounded  big  notion  to  peel 
off  these  mittens  an'  wade  in  to  some  o'  that 
'ere  chicken  and  fish,  for  I'm  all-killin'  fond 
of  it,  an'  these  blame  things  sweat  my  hands 
so,  doosy-poosy,  an'  pucker  an'  draw  wors'n 
a  stieken'-plaster,  and  hang  me  if  I  don't  al- 
most consate  they've  blistered  my  fingers  all 
up." 

"No,  no — never,  goosey,  don't  do  that  for 
the  world,  or  everybody  '11  know  we're  from 
the  country,  an'  maybe  they'll  put  us  in  the 
papers,  hubby-dear,  an'  wouldn't  that  be  aw- 
ful ?" 

And  the  young  wife  had  her  own  way 
about  it,  as  they -always  do. 


How  the  Judge  Repeated  the  Joke. 

We  do  not  vouch  for  the  truth  of  the  fol- 
lowing anecdote  of  an  esteemed  North  Caro- 
lina Judge :  Some  years  ago  a  case  was  called 
for  trial  in  Cumberland  Superior  Court. 
Among  the  witnesses  on  behalf  of  the  State 
was  to  have  been  one  Sara  Mooney.  She  was 
not  found  in  the  court-room,  and  her  name 
was  called  in  due  form  from  the  Court  House 
window  without  effect.  Whereupon  the 
State  Solicitor,  the  late  Hon.  Kobert  Strange, 
who  was  fond  of  a  joke,  even  of  a  pun,  turned 
to  the  Court  and  said:  "May  it  please  your 
Honor,  the  testimony  of  this  witness  is  not 
material,  and  we  will  go  on  with  the  case 
without  Sara-moony."  Of  course  the  lawyers 
laughed  at  the  pun,  but  the  Judge  didn't  see 
it,  and  never  cracked  a  smile.  There  were  no 
railroads  in  those  days,  and  few  stage- 
coaches, and  Judge  and  lawyers  traveled 
from  one  court  to  another  in  McKethan's  bug- 
gies. On  the  road  to  the  next  court,  in  the 
Judge's  own  county,  there  was  quite  a  pro- 
cession of  lawyers  in  buggies  following  the 
Judge's  lead.  The  Judge  called  a  halt  in 
the  middle  of  a  stream  to  water  his  horse, 
and,  in  the  thoughtful  mood  incident  to  that 
process,  suddenly  astonished  his  brethren  of 
the  bar  by  bursting  into  laughter  both  loud 
and  loud.  He  explained  that  he  was  laugh- 
ing at  Judge  Strange's  good  joke.  Arrived 
at  home,  through  with  his  toilet,  and  seated 
at  supper,  his  wife,  as  wives  will,  asked  of 
the  incidents  of  his  journey.  There  had 
been  none  of  interest,  he  said,  except  the 
good  joke  gotten  off  by  their  mutual  friend 
Judge  Strange  at  Cumberland  court.  "And 
what  was  that,  my  dear?"  "Well,  there  was 
a  case  in  which  one  of  the  witnesses  was 
named  Mary  Mooney.  She  could  not  be 
found,  and  Judge  Strange,  amid  shouts  of 
laughter,  said,  'May  it  please  your  Honor, 
we  will  go  on  without  Mary  Mooney.'"  The 
good  lady  pondered  awhile,  and  said  she  did 
not  see  anything  very  funny  in  that;  and,  af- 
ter a  little  thinking,  the  Judge  said  that  he 
did  not  either,  then,  but  that  he  had  seen  it 
while  watering  his  horse. 
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Mr.  J.  W.  Maekay,  the  bonanza  prince, 
has  assumed  the  responsibility  of  the  ex- 
penses of  the  mineral  exhibit  at  the  Paris 
Exposition.  Its  success  is  therefore  assured, 
despite  the  niggardly  policy  of  the  Legisla- 
ture. 

We  are  glad  to  notice  that  the  editorial 
published  in  last  week's  "Wasp,  concerning  a 
certain  popular  preacher  and  his  efforts  to 
repress  the  charitable  action  of  his  congre- 
gation, has  had  its  effect.  The  Calvary 
Church  Missionary  Mite  Society  is  now  ef- 
fecting an  immense  amount  of  good.  Our 
strictures,  though  severe,  were  timely. 

M.  J.  C.  Purdy  of  Turlock,  is  informed 
that  the  answer  to  "Ducker"  in  our  corres- 
pondence column  did  not  refer  to  any  one 
whom  he  might  reasonably  be  expected  to 
know.  We  were  sorry  that  we  did  not  meet 
Mr.  Purdy  during  his  recent  visit  to  San 
Francisco,  and  we  desire  to  thank  him  for  the 
lively  interest  he  takes  in  the  fortunes  of  the 
Wasp. 

Of  our  Nevada  exchanges  the  Eureka  Daily 
Republican  is  one  of  the  most  complete.  The 
Republican  is  intelligently  edited,  contains 
very  important  mining  news,  and  has  done 
yeoman  service  for  the  interests  of  the  dis- 
trict in  which  it  is  published.  We  are  glad 
to  see  numerous  evidences  of  substantial 
prosperity  in  our  sprightly  contemporary, 
and  hope,  in  the  words  of  Rip  Van  Winkle, 
that  it  "may  live  long  and  prosper." 

Col.  Smedberg  wants  to  get  $10,000  from 
somebody  to  organize  a  command  of  two 
hundred  men.  His  appeal  to  the  Safety  Com- 
mittee subscribers  seems  to  ignore  the  fact 
that  we  have  three  full  infantry  regiments, 
several  cavalry  companies,  and  a  battery  of 
artillery  already  organized  and  armed.  This 
effort  to  establish  the  Safety  Committee  on  a 
permanent  basis  is  not  looked  upon  with 
much  favor  by  anybody  but  those  directly  in- 
terested. 

The  Gas  Bill  known  as  the  Coffee  Bill  fixes 
the  maximum  price  of  gas  in  San  Francisco 
at  $3  per  thousand  cubic  feet  and  the  illumi- 
nating power  at  16  candles.  The  Gas  Com- 
pany ought  to  be  able  to  make  a  pretty  good 
thing  at  these  rates.  We  think  if  the  Legis- 
lature had  understood  its  duty  in  the  pre- 
mises it  would  have  either  left  the  Bill  as  it 


was  first  introduced  fixing  the  price  at  $2.75, 
or  reduced  the  maximum  to  $2.50  per  thou- 
sand. 

Once  upon  a  time,  Hosea  Ballou  and  Ly- 
man Beecher  met  to  compare  Calvinism  and 
Universalism.  Both  were  Bible  men,  and 
each  came  armed  with  textual  missiles.  Af- 
ter several  apostolic  blows  from  each,  shrewd- 
ly parried  by  the  other,  Dr.  Beecher  opened 
to  the  ninth  Psalm  and  read:  "The  wicked 
shall  be  turned  into  hell,  and  all  the  nations 
that  forget  God."  "There,  sir,  the  wicked 
are  in  hell;  get  them  out  if  you  can."  Hosea 
Ballou,  calm  as  a  summer  morning,  pointing 
to  the  20th  chapter  of  John's  Revelation, 
read:  "Death  and  hell  delivered  up  the  dead 
which  were  in  them."  "There,"  said  Father 
Ballou,  "they  are  out;  get  them  in  again  if 
you  can." 

The  Sacramento  river  has  been  higher  this 
week  than  was  ever  known  before.  The  le- 
vees have  broken  badly  in  several  places. 
Thousands  of  acres  in  Yolo  and  Solano 
Counties  are  under  water,  but  it  is  considered 
that  Sacramento  City  is  comparatively  safe. 
Floods  are  reported  from  several  other  sec- 
tions of  the  State.  It  is  believed,  however, 
that  the  damage  done  by  the  rains  will  be 
offset  tenfold  by  the  benefits  accruing  to 
crops  and  pasturage.  People  who  ought  to 
know  say  that  the  year  1878  will  be  one  of 
the  most  prosperous  ever  known  in  Califor- 
nia. We  trust  their  predictions  will  be  veri- 
fied. The  community  can  stand  a  good  deal 
of  prosperity  now. 

Mr.  Swift's  Bill  for  the  suppression  of 
Piece  Clubs  has  been  altered  so  as  to  apply 
to  San  Francisco  alone,  and  passed  the  House 
in  that  shape  the  other  day.  The  country 
members  scorn  the  allegation  that  there  is 
any  such  thing  as  a  political  piece-maker  or 
political  corruption  of  any  kind  in  their  re- 
spective districts.  The  position  they  take  is 
truly  refreshing.  Probably  the  evil  is  not  so 
great  in  such  a  precinct  as  Milpitas,  for  in- 
stance, as  it  is  in  the  Third  Ward,  but  we 
think  Swift's  law  would  not  embarrass  any 
honest  man  who  desired  to  run  for  office,  and 
therefore  that  its  operation  should  not  be  re- 
stricted to  San  Francisco  alone.  Rural  vir- 
tue and  simplicity  are  things  of  the  dim  and 
forgotten  past. 

The  recent  heavy  rains  played  havoc  with 
city  sewers.  The  beautiful  system  of  sewer 
building  pursued  by  the  City  Fathers  for  the 
past  few  years  is  showing  to  good  advantage. 
That  the  work  has  been  disgracefully  done  is 
evident  from  the  present  condition  of  many 
of  the  principal  sewers.  The  people  pray  in 
vain  for  relief.  Street  Superintendent  Man- 
zer  has  none  to  offer.  He  Ba}'s  it  will  be 
several  weeks  before  repairs  can  be  effected. 
It  is  estimated  that  it  would  take  $25,000  to 
put  the  sewers  in  the  same  condition  that 
they  were  in  a  month  ago.  It  seems  that  the 
Legislature  prescribes  the  amount  that  can 
legally  be  spent  on  streets  and  sewers,  and 
that  unless  special  action  is  taken  in  the  pre- 
mises but  little  hope  of  an  improvement  can 
be  entertained. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups.  Cordials,  Essential  Oils  and 
Fruit  Extracts.  Ph.  Cohen,  32G  Clay  Street, 
cor.  Battery,  up  stairs.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigoi-a- 
ting  and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


M  r.  A.  Ma  gee, 

The  former  traveling  agent  of  the  Wasp, 
was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  kemit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
more  orders  of  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 
N.  B. — Parties  who  hold  receipts  signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  as  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 

WONDERFUL 

mi£T   TE9E! 

AH  Sickness  and  Dlncnse  of  whatever  nnme  or  nature 
Cured  without  Medicine. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  c  ;lebrat  d  healer,  No. 
719  California  street,  cures  without  medicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  bathe 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

5^*1  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J-  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  719  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


GRAND   OPERA  HOUSE. 

"Uncle  Tom's  Cabin"  continued  to  attract 
the  multitude  through  the  week.  There 
must  be  something  excessively  alluring 
in  this  drama.  It  is  said  that  since  its  first 
production,  "Uncle  Tom's  Cabin"  has  never 
been  more  than  a  month  off  the  stage.  "We 
do  not  think  its  treatment  at  the  Grand 
could  be  much  more  improved  on.  The 
scenery  in  itself  is,  as  the  saying  is,  "worth 
the  price  of  admission."  We  are  glad  to  see 
the  fortunes  of  the  Grand  stimulated  by  such 
a  genuine  success. 

CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

"The  Deluge"  on  Monday  evening  was 
like  the  play  of  "Hamlet"  with  Samlet 
omitted.  The  ballet  had  been  detained  by 
a  freshet.  "The  Deluge"  is  nothing  if  not 
leggy.  It  is  the  "Black  Crook"  over  again 
— the  same  action,  singing  and  1-limbs.  It 
seems  to  be  the  intention  of  Mr.  Hill  to  turn 
this  once  respectable  house  into  a  variety 
theatre.  "We  lament  this  disposition.  It  is 
unwise  and  uncalled  for.  Legitimate  busi- 
ness would  fill  the  house  if  proper  discrimi- 
nation were  used  in  selecting  it. 
Baldwin's. 

The  Opera  Bouffe  Company  are  struggling 
along.  "We  have  visited  the  house  twice 
since  the  formation  of  the  present  company. 
"We  went  in  good  faith  to  be  amused,  but  we 
couldn't  laugh.  The  performance  is  exces- 
sively tame  and  dreary. 

BUSH    STREET    THEATRE. 

Madam  Bentz's  females  still  hold  forth  at 
this  house.  The  same  anatomical  develop- 
ments are  exposed,  and  pretty  much  the  same 
olio  business,  with  the  exception  of  the  Can- 
Can.  The  latter  is  eminently  suggestive. 
It  is  enough  to  say  of  it  that  it  is  the  Can- 
Can.  Most  people  will  understand  this. 
woodward's  gardens. 

"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  •  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 


sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

Miss  Catherine  Lewis  takes  a  benefit  this 
(Friday)  evening  at  Baldwin's. 

The  public  demanded  a  change  in  the  stock 
company  at  the  California.  Mr.  Hill  has  met 
the  demand  by  changing — them  round. 

The  steamboat  race  between  the  Natchez 
and  the  Robt.  E.  Lee,  is  one  of  the  most  stri- 
ing  eflects  in  "Uncle  Tom's  Cabin"  at  the 
Grand. 

The  California  seems  to  have  outlived  its 
usefulness  as  a  theatre.  We  hope  soon  to 
see  a  change.  Joe  Jefferson  will  open  in 
April. 

Viola  Clifton  appears  in  a  new  "change 
act"  this  week.  During  her  temporary  ab- 
sence  she   has  renude  her  business,   so  to 


The  second  invitation  ball  of  the  Melrose 
Social  Club  will  be  given  at  Huddy's  Hall, 
909£  Market  Street,  on  Friday  evening, 
March  22nd. 

"Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  at  the  Grand,  has 
proved  a  stronger  card  than  even  "Around 
the  World  in  Eighty  Days."  The  public  in- 
terest has  not  flagged  since  the  first  night. 

The  baggage  of  the  Union  Square  Com- 
pany was  ettached  at  Omaha  to  satisfy  a  bill 
of  $200.  The  money  was  paid,  though  where 
in  the  world  they  found  it  is  more  than  we 
know.     But  then  it  is  none  of  our  business. 

Hill  and  Kennedy  will  cross  swords  in 
March — the  former  armed  with  "The  Exiles," 
the  latter  with  "Sardanapalus."  So  far, 
Kennedy  has  all  the  prestige  and  Hill  all  the 
losses.  Bangs  is  to  be  imported  expressly 
for  "Sardanapalus." 

The  baby  camel  at  Woodward's  is  an  in- 
teresting infant.  On  our  last  visit  we  no- 
ticed several  new  arrivals — notably  some  hy- 
brids pups  from  an  Esquimaux  dog  and  a 
hyena,  a  young  donkey  and  a  kid  of  a  rare 
breed,  we  have  forgotten  the  name.  In  the 
spring  a  young  man's  fancy  should  lead  him 
to  Woodward's  Gardens. 

"The  glory  of  a  woman  is  her  hair,"  but 
when  said  woman  piles  it  up  as  high  as  a 
mansard  roof,  and  balances  a  tower  of 
feathers  on  the  superstructure,  the  man  who 
sits  behind  her  catches  but  fitful  glimpses  of 
the  mimic  life  on  the  stage;  and  if  he  doesu't 
rail  against  that  hirsute  turret,  its  owner,  her 
ancestors,  her  relatives  and  her  actual  and 
prospective  progeny  when  he  escapes,  then 
we  say  that  man  is  a  model  man.  The  Wasp 
man,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say,  was  not 
formed  on  that  model. 

Doricourt  was  once  cast  for  a  part  which 
demanded  the  donning  of  black  tights.  Such 
had  he  none,  nor  could  they  be  begged,  bor- 
rowed, or  bought  in  the  little  town  where  he 
was  playing.  Think  not,  however,  that  Dory 
was  unequal  to  the  occasion — for  a  faker  of 
the  fakers  is  he — and  he  simply  made  his 
legs  up  with  burnt  cork.  The  piece  went 
well  and  our  friend  was  pronounced  "a  pic- 
ture" by  the  stage  manager.  "Thank  ye, 
sir,"  said  D.,  continuing,  "but  is  this  played 
after  to-night  ?"     "Rather!"  was  the   reply, 


with  a  return  question,  "Why?"  "I  onlee 
wanted  to  know  whether  I  should  wash  or 
save  mee  legs  till  to-morrow,"  answered  Do- 
ricourt meekly. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


FBEIQB 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAKE,  Dieectoe. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of-\eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,   free   of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 
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THE    HIBERNIA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

<N.  E.  COR.  MONTGOMERY  AND  POST 

San  Francisco,  January  25,  1878. — At  a  re- 
gular meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  Socie- 
ty, held  this  day,  a  dividend  at  the  rate  of  7%  per 
cent,  per  annum  was  declared  on  all  Deposits  for  the 
six  months  ending  on  the  21st  instant,  payable  from 
and  after  this  date,  and  free  from  Federal  Tax. 

EDWARD  MARTIN,  Secretary. 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesident C.  D.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES: 

M.  D.  Sweeny,      CD.  O' Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tbeasdbeb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attoenei RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells.  Fargo  &  Co's  ExpresB  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  deliverj'. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  S2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  K. 


CHANGE  OF  TIME. 

"Winter  Arrangement. 
Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3f\C\  p-  M-   Dany.   [Sundays 
.\JVJ  Donahue,"  '" 


included]  Steamer  "James  M. 
[from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES,    A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  ,       Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


UNCLE  TOM'S  CABIN 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


THE  DELUGE. 


BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


MME.    REXT2TS 

FEMALE  MINSTRELS 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,    February   23d 
and   24th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


"W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jb. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  aud  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  §70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
24  Post  Street, 

Nenr  Kearny 
San  Franciico,  Cal. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 

O.  H.  BROOKS 

DEALER  IN 

Oil    Lands    and    Leases, 

405  California  St. ,  San  Francisco. 
janl2-tf 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


P.    FERNANDEZ, 

HAT    BAZAAR 


J*^> 


603  and  604  Kearny  Street, 

Corner  Sacramento,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

S^-HATS  MADE  TO  ORDEE.^a 

feb2-lm 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


B.  S.  BTXRIsTS, 

Agent  for 

tea  waif 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


C.  D.  O.   SOLLIVAN.  JA8.  B.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in^ 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC.. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
"Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


nov!7-tf 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


conns 


-AND— 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  GENITOURINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 

IMPORTANT ! 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  aud  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  S3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M.;  evenings,  6  to  8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential/  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late   Re- 
sident   Surgeon     Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
janl2-3mos 
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DR.  SPINNEY  &  GO'S 

Dispensary, 

St,,  San  FramigQQ, 


DE.  SPINTSTEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVILLE  IN- 
FIRMARY, would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  '  'procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whe+her  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  Tf- 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  wm  uc. 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG  MEN! 

"Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you ;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  +™»  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  eases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  also  Dr.  Speeb's. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!    Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

m.  qAHTT  «3fe  CO:, 

Wholesale    and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  onr  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates,  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal.  Orders  from  the  interior  promptly  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  augll-3mos 


SKIS    IS    ©IBS    SIDE    OF 


AQUARIU 

augll-3mos 


STJBSCKIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 

NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  aDd  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -  -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

G3F°A1I  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


^#^Jo        "WHOLESALE  D^Xr*' 


THE    PACIFIC    LIF" 

A  WEEKLY  JOURNAL  OF  CURRENT  SPORTING  EVENTS 


BRIGHT,  NEWSY,  DIGNIFIED  AND  INTERESTING. 


By  Mail  $4  per  Annum,  in  advance. 


Single  Copies,  ten  cents. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 
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E-    F\    ARNOLD 


THE    OPTICIAN, 

CAN    SUIT   ALL    SIHHTS. 

NO.    427    KEARNY    STREET, 
Bet.  Pine  and  California,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

C^All  kinds  of  repairing  done  at  the  shortest  notice. 
feb-2-lm 


W„    SCHEKR. 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.   Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 


Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 


CtTY  AMD  COUMTftr    Qf*D£RS    f/tQMPTtr  ATTSA/TSD   TO  ■ m*. 


Shell 


sfCFS, 


Stall  No.  93,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Donne  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  fines! 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

july21-3mos 


•Wit 


II©WAR»  STREET, 

Between  8th  and  9th  Streets. 

M.  NTJTSTAJST,  Prop. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJhrens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


D.  SXCSK0  «3e  CO.. 

BOOK  BINDERS 

AND 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


A/OETHID  6r  TURK. 

PROPRIETORS  . 


C.  P.  Sheffield.     N.  W.  Spaulding.     J.  Pattekson. 


X»  ^  O  I,  IF  X  © 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
Eg>"Repairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice. ^J 
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A   PRAYER     ABUNDANTLY    ANSWERED.     TOO  MUCH  OF  AGO0D  THING  . 


-■ — ^=:/OPFiCE;; ;  -°- 

BQ>a  GAIJEffflNJA      S  T\ 

^  N.W.  COR.  OF  KEARNV   STs|   - 


SanFrancisco,  March  z*?  1878 


— =  RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL^ 

BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE   WASP. 


OUT    OF    THE»FRYING     PAN      IMTO     THE    FIRE      . 
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THE    rLLTJSTKATED    WASP. 


Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 

TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thtbtt-five  cents  pee  month,  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 

BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(invariably  tn  advance) 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ...         -      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  I2-00 

Three  Months  -  -  $1.00 

TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -         -         -         -        $5.00 
Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -         -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Countbv  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
"WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  002 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,    San  Fran- 


SATURDAY,  MARCH  2,  1878. 


Covers  for  filing  the  "Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  "We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for"  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Two  weeks  ago  an  advertisement  appeared 
in  a  weekly  contemporary  to  the  effect  that 
the  charges  brought  by  the  "Wasp  against  A. 
Magee  would  be  explained  forthwith.  We 
have  been  very  much  concerned  about  this, 
but  so  far  Mr.  M.  has  made  no  explanation. 
The  statement  that  he  takes  umbrage  to  is  as 
follows: 

Mr.  A.  Magee, 

The  former  traveling  agent  of  the  Wasp, 
was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  remit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
more  orders  of  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

We  should  like  very  much  to  have  this  ex- 
plained. 


Prohibiting  Contracts  for  Servile  La- 
bor. 

We  have  received  a  copy  of  Mr.  Luttrell' s 
Anti-Coolie  bill.  The  first  section  contains 
the  gist  of  the  proposed  legislation.  It  reads 
as  follows:  "That  every  contract  for  labor  or 
service  which,  or  any  part  of  which,  is  or 
shall  be  the  consideration  for  or  in  respect  to 
the  passage  or  transportation  of  or  for  any 
subject  of  the  Emperor  of  China  to  the  Uni- 
ted States  is  hereby  declared  to  be  void;  and 
any  person  who  shall,  contrary  to  this  act, 
contract  with  any  subject  of  the  Emperor  of 
China  to  supply  to  another  the  labor  of  any 
Chinese,  or  enforce  or  attempt  to  enforce 
such  contract,  shall  be  deemed  guilty  of 
felony,  and,  upon  conviction  thereof,  by  in- 
dictment in  the  district  court  of  the  United 
States,  shall  be  punished  by  imprisonment 
of  not  less  than  two  nor  more  than  five  years, 
and  a  fine  of  not  less  than  one  thousand  nor 
more  than  five  thousand  dollars,  or  both  such 
fine  and  imprisonment,  together  with  the 
costs  of  prosecution,  one-half  of  which  shall 
be  paid  to  the  informer,  and  the  other  half 
to  the  Chinese  or  Mongolian  with  whom  such 
contract  shall  have  been  made,  upon  condi- 
tion that  he  or  she  immediately  return  to  his 
or  her  native  country,  under  such  regulations 
for  the  enforcement  of  this  condition  as  the 
court  may  prescribe." 

The  bill  contains  ten  sections,  but  we  have 
not  space  to  reproduce  them  here.  If  Mr. 
Luttrell  is  successful  in  getting  this  measure 
passed,  our  Chinese  problem  will  be  solved. 
It  is  to  be  hoped  that  Congressmen  will  lay 
aside  their  race  and  sectional  prejudices  for 
a  while  to  consider  the  welfare  of  the  great 
Pacific  empire.  The  Chinese  question  in 
Congress  has  hitherto  received  little  atten- 
tion. We  notice,  however,  a  disposition  to 
consider  the  appeal  of  the  people  of  this 
coast.  Already  some  of  the  most  prominent 
of  our  statesmen  have  declared  themselves  in 
favor  of  restraining  Chinese  immigration.  The 
President  and  his  cabinet  are  giving  the  mat- 
ter more  attention  than  was  ever  accorded  by 
any  administration.  We  are  promised  a  spe- 
cial Message  on  the  Chinese  question.  The 
prospect  is  good  for  an  early  settlement  of 
the  difficulty.  The  solution  of  the  problem 
is  in  the  hands  of  Congress.  The  people  of 
the  Pacific  Coast  have  made  out  then-  case. 
They  have  asked  for  relief;  they  have  begged 
and  petitioned  for  it :  they  now  demand  it. 

The  bill  was  introduced  on  February  11, 
by  Mr.  Luttrell.  It  is  scarcely  probable  that 
it  will  pass,  but  the  discussion  will  undoub- 
tedly be  of  much  service  in  informing  the  na- 
tion of  our  grievances. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page."] 
Out  of  the  Frying  Pan  into  the  Fire. 
On  the  first  page  of  this  week's  Wasp  our 
artist  gives  a  spirited  cartoon  of  the  effect  of 
the  cubic-air  ordinance.  The  law,  repre- 
sented by  an  officer,  is  diligently  engaged  in 
ousting  a  multitude  of  the  heathen  from 
quarters  where  they  have  not  five  hundred 
cubic  feet  of  air  to  the  man,  and  running 
them  into  apartments  in  the  City  Prison  and 
County  Jail  where  there  is  probably  not  one 


hundred  feet  of  pure  air  to  the  individual. 
Spasmodic  raids  are  made  on  the  Chinese 
quarter,  and  not  infrequently  from  fifty  to 
one  hundred  Celestials  are  gathered  in,  either 
to  be  released  on  bail,  which  they  generally 
forfeit,  or  to  expiate  their  crime  in  the  fetid 
vapors  of  the  municipal  dungeons.  The  pe- 
nalty for  breathing  air  of  less  than  the  regu- 
lation standar.l  is  to  be  compelled  to  respire 
in  an  atmosphere  of  less  than  half  the  re- 
quirements exacted  by  law.  Now  all  this  is 
very  well.  Nothing  would  please  the  Wasp 
better  than  to  see  the  Chinese  compelled  to 
live  like  other  folks.  When  they  are  forced 
by  law  to  occupy  a  certain,  definite  amount 
of  space,  their  rents  and  other  necessities  will 
increase  so  that  they  cannot  afford  to  work  for 
the  wages  they  now  accept.  To  a  certain  ex- 
tent, therefore,  the  cubic-air  ordinance  is  a 
solution  of  the  Chinese  difficulty.  But  we 
strenuously  object  to  crowding  the  City  Pri- 
son and  County  Jail  with  Chinese,  for  the 
reason  that  under  the  circumstances  their 
very  incarceration  is  an  infringement  of  the 
law  under  which  they  are  arrested.  Besides 
our  corrective  institutions  can  stand  but  little 
more  crowding  now,  and  every  addition 
made  is  a  provocative  of  disease.  Some  time 
ago  a  startling  rumor  was  circulated  to  the 
effect  that  there  was  small  pox  in  the  County 
Jail.  The  report  was  soon  verified  and  the 
disease  spread  with  extraordinary  virulence 
through  the  city.  It  is  generally  supposed 
that  the  germs  of  the  epidemic  found  conge- 
nial soil  in  the  noisome  vapors  of  the  City  Pri- 
son or  the  County  Jail.  It  will  not  do  to 
crowd  these  institutions  now.  Chinese  arres- 
ted for  violation  of  the  cubic  air  ordinance 
might  be  confined  in  a  special  place  by  them- 
selves. As  a  sanitary  measure  we  think  this 
not  only  advisable  but  necessary. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration."] 

Masquerading. 
The  season  of  masquerading  is  now  upon 
us.  Dominos  and  masks,  fair  women  and 
brave  men,  high  and  low,  rich  and  poor  are 
mingling  in  the  joyous  throng.  The  Wasp, 
not  to  be  outdone  by  its  more  juvenile  neigh- 
bors, presents  in  this  number  a  telling  car- 
toon of  the  relative  positions  of  Europe  and 
America.  While  the  roisterers  who  find  pro- 
tection under  Uncle  Sam's  ample  wing  are 
noisy  and  independent,  critical  and  self  suf- 
ficient, industrious  and  self-reliant,  and, 
above  all,  free,  the  millions  who  seek  shelter 
with  Dame  Europa  are  ground  down  by  con- 
stant discipline,  by  ages  of  oppression  and 
present  severity,  by  the  remorseless  iron  heel 
of  military  despotism,  by  war  and  all  its  con- 
comitant evils.  The  contrast  between  Co- 
lumbia and  Europa  is  striking,  the  figures 
characteristic,  the  action  easy  and  natural. 
One  can  see  at  a  glance  what  is  the  full 
measure  of  our  advantage  as  compared  with 
the  Europe  of  the  Nineteenth  century.  For 
what  we  have  received  may  the  Lord  make 
us  thankful! — to  use  a  trite  and  homely 
aphorism.  , 
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Mum. 

The  examination  in  the  Police  Court  of 
certain  gentlemen  charged  with  assisting  the 
escape  of  an  alleged  felon  from  the  city  has 
elicited  an  enormous  amount  of  information 
on  the  subject  at  issue.  Legal  examinations 
are  popularly  supposed  to  bring  out  all  the 
evidence  pro  and  con.  AVitnesses  under  oath 
are  sworn  to  tell  the  truth,  the  whole  truth, 
and  nothing  but  the  truth.  Sometimes  they 
do  all  this — frequently  they  say  nothing. 
The  theory  of  the  law  is  that  a  witness  is  not 
expected  to  say  anything  that  might  crimi- 
nate himself,  and  when  all  the  witnesses  have 
well-grounded  apprehensions  that  their  state- 
ments will  implicate  them  in  the  alleged 
crime  with  which  the  defendant  is  charged, 
the  result  is  a  voluntary  concurrence  to  keep 
mum.  The  examination  is  conducted  some- 
what after  this  fashion: 

John  C.  Ferrill  is  called. 

Question — What  is  your  name? 

Answer — I  decline  to  answer  on  the  ground 
that  my  reply  might  implicate  me  in  a  felony. 

Q. — Are  you  a  married  man  ? 

A. — I  decline  to  answer  on  the  same 
ground. 

Q. — Where  do  you  reside  ? 

A. — I  decline  to  answer. 

Q. — Are  you  a  solid  man  ? 

A. — I  decline  to  answer,  lest  it  might  cri- 
minate me. 

Q. — Did  you  ever  have  the  measles  ? 

A. — I  must  decline  to  answer  for  the  same 
reason. 

Q. — What  is  your  opinion  concerning  the 
doctrine  of  future  punishment  ? 

A. — I  decline  to  testify. 

Q. — Do  you  see  the  prisoner? 

A. — I  decline  to  answer. 

Q. — Do  you  see  the  Court  ? 

A. — I  decline  to  answer. 

Q. — Are  you  deaf  ? 

A. — I  decline  to  answer. 

Q. — Are  you  dumb  ? 

A. — I  decline  to  answer. 

Q. — Are  you  blind,  drunk,  crazy,  or  have 
you  a  mother-in-law  ? 

A. — I  decline  to  answer. 

Court. — The  witness  may  step  down. 

Another  witness  is  called  up  who,  to  judge 
from  his  replies,  does  not  know  his  own 
name,  or  where  he  'was  born,  or  how  he 
gains  his  living,  or,  in  fact  anything  at  all. 
And  so  it  goes.  Nothing  is  elicited,  and  the 
time  of  the  Court  and  all  its  officers  and 
functionaries  is  wasted  in  the  melancholy 
farce.  Those  gentlemen  who  have  been  ac- 
cused of  malfeasance  with  regard  to  the  Dun- 
can escape  should  be  able  to  defend  them- 
selves without  resorting  to  such  obvious 
chicanery  as  all  this. 

If  by  any  possibility  criminal  collusion  to 
assist  in  an  escape  can  be  proved  against  the 
culprits,  we  hope  they  will  be  punished  to 
the  full  extent  of  the  law.  No  considerations 
of  former  respectability  or  present  wealth 
should  be  allowed  to  influence  the  authori- 
ties in  this  case.  We  can  well  understand 
why  a  son  should  naturally  endeavor  to 
shield  his  father  from  the  consequences  of 
crime;  but  there  is  no  excuse  whatever  for  a 
respectable  merchant  to  protect  or  harbor  a 


notorious  absconder.  There  should  be  no 
reason  whatever  for  this  extraordinary  re- 
serve on  the  part  of  those  accused  of  assist- 
ing Duncan  to  escape,  and,  as  long  as  they 
maintain  it,  the  presumption  will  be  that 
they  are  guilty,  whatever  the  decision  of  the 
Court. 


|  See  Illustration.] 

Let  Justice  Take  Its  Course. 
Some  weeks  ago  the  Wasp  published  a 
crushing  cartoon  directed  against  the  Police 
Department.  Everyone  will  remember  the 
picture  of  the  big  policeman  letting  Duncan 
and  Le  Warne  slip  through  his  fingers.  The 
cartoon  created  much  sensation  at  the  time 
and  the  Police  naturally  felt  very  sore  about 
it.  When  the  Pioneer  Bank  absconders  es- 
caped from  the  Fell-street  house,  it  was  the 
candid  opinion  of  the  Wasp  that  money  had 
been  used  to  blind  the  vision  of  the  detec- 
tives; and,  with  that  conviction,  we  determi- 
ned to  illustrate  the  fraud  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  be  unmistakable  even  to  the  humblest 
understanding.  Kecent  events,  however, 
have  dissipated  this  suspicion.  The  capture 
of  Duncan,  and  the  ceaseless  watch  which  led 
to  it,  show  that  our  suspicions  were  not  well 
founded.  The  chase  seems  to  have  been 
fairly  conducted  and  was  certainly  well  main- 
tained on  the  part  of  Captain  Lees  and  his 
subordinates.  The  fugitives  had  plenty  of 
money  and  powerful  and  unscrupulous 
friends.  The  Wasp  is  ever  ready  to  do  jus- 
tice to  all.  Our  picture  on  page  496  explains 
the  situation  now.  We  congratulate  the  De 
partment  on  its  success. 


The  Bill  for  the  establishment  of  a  State 
Labor  Bureau,  recently  introduced  in  the  Le- 
gislature, is  one  that  should  pass,  provided 
that  proper  safeguards  are  thrown  around  it, 
in  order  to  prevent  peculation  and  fraud. 
The  sum  of  $32,000  is  provided  for  the  main- 
tenance of  the  proposed  institution  for  two 
years,  and  it  is  to  have  power  to  establish 
agencies  in  interior  towns.  A  great  deal  of 
useful  information  could  be  gathered  and 
collated  by  such  a  Bureau;  employment 
could  be  found  for  idle  men  without  resort- 
ing to  the  harpies  who  now  keep  intelligence 
offices,  and  fatten  on  the  necessities  of  the 
unemployed;  immigrants  could  be  informed 
as  to  the  opportunities  offering  in  the  various 
sections  of  the  State  to  procure  homes  and 
employment;  and  a  great  deal  of  other  use- 
ful and  necessary  work,  that  properly  be- 
longs to  a  special  department  of  the  State 
Government,  could  be  effected.  We  hope 
the  measure  will  be  passed  With  such  provi- 
sions and  under  such  limitations  as  will  pre- 
vent fraud  in  the  management. 


We  have  received  the  first  number  of  The 
Workingmen's  Journal,  a  new  daily  paper  just 
started  in  Oakland,  and  devoted,  as  its  name 
implies,  to  the  interests  of  the  workingmen 
of  Alameda  County.  It  is  a  handsome, 
newsy  little  sheet,  and  displays  much  talent 
and  enterprise  in  its  editorial  and  local  man- 
agement. We  cordially  welcome  the  Journal 
and  wish  it  every  success. 


HIGH  OLD  WATER. 

[■After  Longfellow. ] 

From  the  rock-ribbed,  wild  Sierras, 

Comes  the  tale  of  High  Old  Water. 

Down  the  torrent  grandly  rushes 

Through  the  turgid  Sacramento, 

Breaking  levees,  sweeping  houses, 

Drowning  cattle,  scaring  people. 

Flooding  islands,  killing  coolies 

In  the  Sacramento  Valley. 

Comes  the  deluge  from  the  Feather, 

Mokelumne  and  Cosumnes, 

San  Joaquin  and  Calaveras, 

Stanislaus  and  Merced  rivers, 

From  the  North  and  from  the  Southland 

Comes  the  rush  of  High  Old  Water. 

All  the  State  is  inundated 

With  the  flood  of  High  Old  Water. 

All  the  streams  are  overflowing, 

Springs  and  fountains,  rills  and  streamlets, 

Gurgle,  splash,  o'erleap  their  limits, 

Inundate  the  farmers'  orchards, 

Drown  his  growing  grain  out. 

Cause  a  heap  of  mad  destruction, 

In  their  passage  to  the  ocean, 

Past  the  shores  of  Sherman  Island, 

Roberts,  Grand,  and  many  others, 

Through  the  narrows  of  Carquinez, 

And  the  lowlands  of  Solano, 

Comes  the  muddy  inundation, 

To  the  Bay  of  San  Francisco, 

Where  at  last  the  mighty  ocean 

Swallows  up  this  High  Old  Water. 

But  there  have  been  mighty  blessings 

From  this  wond'rous  High  Old  Water. 

Copious  rains  have  been  refreshing 

To  the  dry  and  thirsty  valleys, 

Giving  promise  of  a  harvest 

That  shall  far  outweigh  the  damage 

Caused  by  floods  and  inundations 

To  the  substance  of  the  Granger, 

Or  the  herds  of  sheep  and  cattle, 

That  have  perished  this  damp  winter. 

When  the  waters  have  subsided, 

Then  the  farmers  will  discover 

That  the  damage  has  been  trivial, 

And  that  when  they  reap  next  Summer, 

Heavy  crops  of  all  the  cereals 

Will  repay  them  for  the  losses 

They've  sustained  through  High  Old  Water. 

Now  to  scrutinize  the  reason 

Of  this  stunning  High  Old  Water. 

Sometime  since  the  city  preachers 

Prayed  aloud  to  the  Almighty, 

Importuned  Him  with  much  unction, 

That  the  rain  should  fall  in  torrents 

On  the  valleys  and  the  hillsides 

Through  the  State  of  California*, 

So  that  hunger  should  be  banished 

By  the  plenty  of  our  harvests, 

That  employment  might  be  given 

To  the  idle  men  and  women, 

Loit'ring  now  in  San  Francisco. 

So  prayed  Bishop  Alemany, 

Reverends  Doctors  Scott  and  Hemphill, 

Kalloch,  Stone  and  Brother  Ijams, 

And  a  dozen  other  preachers, 

Who  forgot  disputes  and  quarrels, 

And  agreed  to  pray  for  weather, 

With  success,  as  we  have  mentioned. 

So  the  simple-minded  people 

Think  that  we  are  all  indebted 

To  this  coterie  of  preachers, 

For  this  rain  and  High  Old  Water. 

Now  the  Wasp  would  like  to  ask  it, 

If  those  gentlemen  are  willing; 

We  should  like  to  stop  this  raining, 

For  we  think  there  has  been  plenty. 

Let  the  preachers  pray  for  sunshine; 

Let  them  stop  this  High  Old  Water. 
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foptjl^jr    soisras    illusteated. 


"Meet  Me  by  Moonlight  Alone." 

Mee^  me  by  moonlight  alone, 

Ard  then  I  will  give  thee  a  game,  etc. 


'Come  "Where  My  Love  Lies  Dreaming" 

Dreaming  the  happy  hours  away, 

In  a  box  at  the  corner  of  Sansome  and  Clay. 


"Little  Footsteps  Soft  and  Gentle." 

Little  footsteps  down  the  stairs. 
Number  twelves  is  what  she  wears. 


'Thou  Art  So  Near  and  Yet  So  Far.1 


0,  vision  sweet  and  fondly  dear; 
Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  far! 


"The  Mocking  Bird." 

0  listen  to  that  mocking  bird  so  clear; 
The  big  sow's  got  the  other  by  the  earl 


"Waiting  My  Darling  for  Thee.1 

I'm  waiting  my  darlig  for  thee, 

You  can't  play  no  "Lodge"  upon  me. 
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The  vicinity  of  the  City  Prison  is  inunda- 
ted with  Duncan's  tears. 

Now  that  Duncan  has  been  caught,  the 
creditors  of  the  Pioneer  Bank  will  be  reim- 
burst. 

Reform  progresses  much  faster  in  other 
planets  than  on  this  world  of  ours.  Saturn 
can  now  be  seen  without  its  rings. 

Poll  Tax.  Paying  fifty  cents  for  your  hat 
at  a  free  social,  after  you  have  given  said  so- 
cial a  dollar's  worth  of  an  ad.  gratis. 

Box-toed  shoes  are  fashionable  for  ladies 
and  gentlemen.  They  are  made  expressly 
for  box-toed  feet,  but  the  fashion  papers  dare 
not  say  so. 

It  costs  thirty  cents  to  carry  a  letter  from 
Barbadoes  to  San  Francisco.  That  is  ten 
times  more  than  the  postage  to  Oakland,  but 
then  the  trip  is  made  in  one  tenth  of  the 
time. 

A  lawyer  on  California  street  completely 
crushed  a  reporter  the  other  day  by  calling 
him  an  inkling.  The  poor  scribe  was  found 
in  a  fainting  condition,  but  is  now  doing  as 
well  as  can  be  expected. 

Ark  building  will  soon  be  in  order.  Mount 
Diablo  and  Telegraph  Hill  are  still  unsub- 
merged.  Notwithstanding  our  many  hints 
we  fail  to  discover  any  movement  toward 
praying  for  fine  weather. 

,The  rain  has  had  some  good  effects  after 
all.  It  has  drowned  out  millions  of  gophers 
in  the  country,  and  has  completely  demora- 
lized the  vermin  that  infest  Kearny  street. 
The  mashers  have  been  literally  washed 
away — for  the  present. 

The  daily  papers  are  trying  to  manufac- 
ture sympathy  for  Duncan.  At  any  rate  that 
is  how  it  looks  now.  When  we  see  the  money 
of  the  depositors  refunded  we  ourselves  may 
be  able  to  sympathize  with  Mr.  D.  in  his 
hour  of  affliction;  but  till  then  we  think  it 
better  to  reserve  our  condolences. 

A  self-registering  ballot  box  has  been  in- 
vented by  a  smart  Yankee.  It  is  warranted 
to  go  behind  the  returns,  and  if  anybody  at- 
tempts to  vote  twice  the  machine  will  prompt- 
ly hang  the  delinquent  without  the  formality 
or  tediousness  of  a  trial.  We  should  advise 
the  Legislature  to  order  a  few  thousand  of 
double  extra  capacity  for  the  next  general 
election. 

We  had  a  very  able  agricultural  article  in 
type  for  this  week's  issue.  Perhaps  it  is  only 
proper  to  give  the  reason  of  its  non-appear- 


ance. Briefly  this.  The  caption  of  the  dis- 
sertation was  short  and  pithy:  "Soak  your 
Wheat."  The  intelligent  compositor  got  it, 
"Soak  your  Feet."  While  sweeping  up  the 
remains  of  the  i.  c.  we  unfortunately  pied  a 
galley  of  matter,  and  the  article  in  question 
is  lost  to  the  world  forever. 

Pope  Pius  the  Ninth  has  changed  his  resi- 
dence temporarily  to  San  Francisco.  One 
of  our  enterprising  spiritualists  converses 
with  him  every  evening  to  the  astonishment 
and  edification  of  a  large  audience.  If  any- 
thing good  is  to  be  had  San  Francisco  is 
bound  to  procure  it.  The  departed  Pontiff 
is  reticent  concerning  the  future  punishment 
question,  but  the  medium  says  that  in  a  short 
time  he  will  satisfy  his  auditors  on  that  point. 
Victor  Emanuel  has  not  yet  been  heard  from, 
strange  to  say. 

One  of  the  principal  objections  made  to 
the  Chinese  is  that  they  do  not  assimilate 
with  us,  that  they  refuse  to  adopt  our  man- 
ners and  customs — in  a  word  it  is  impossible 
to  Americanize  them.  Still  we  often  see  evi- 
dences of  a  disposition  to  imitate  our  own 
fashions.  For  instance,  the  other  day  Mr. 
Ah  Jack,  the  treasurer  of  the  Grand  Island 
Chinamen,  quietly  disappeared  with  $6,000 
belonging  to  his  brethren,  who  refuse  to  be 
comforted.  So,  little  by  little,  the  obstinate 
heathen  is  learning  the  habits  of  our  polished 
civilization. 

The  report  of  the  Honse  Committee  on  the 
Chinese  question  has  been  received  by  tele- 
graph. It  is  one  of  the  ablest  documents 
ever  prepared,  and  treats  the  business  in  a 
clear,  logical  and  common  sense  manner.  It 
is  an  exhaustive  answer  to  all  the  special 
pleading  of  Chinese  advocates,  and  its  official 
character  will  secure  a  respectful  hearing 
from  all  classes*  There  is  at  the  present  mo- 
ment more  likelihood  of  a  peaceful  solution 
of  our  Chinese  difficulties  than  at  any  time 
for  the  last  twenty  years.  If  Mr.  Luttrell 
presses  his  Bill  now  it  is  almost  certain  of 
passage — by  the  House  at  least.  We  trust  he 
will  do  so. 


A  Matrimonial  Diary. 

The  following  was  sent  us  in  manuscript 
by  an  interior  correspondent,  Though  we 
have  grave  doubts  of  its  originality,  we  think 
it  worth  reproducing: 

January  1. — Can  it  be  I  am  really 
married  ?    It  seems  a  dream. 

February  1. — Well,  this  is  indeed  a  reality. 
And  Kate  is  all  a  man  could  wish.  It  does 
me  good  to  humor  her  pretty  little  exacting 
ways.  I  must  interview  old  Grinder  and 
have  my  salary  raised.  A  married  man's  ex- 
penses  

March  1. — Kate  is  a  good  girl.  But  these 
women  can't  understand  how  a  man  can't 
break  off  from  all  his  chum  as  short — as  an 
icicle.  She  pouts  and  cries  even  if  I  want  to 
run  out  an  hour  or  two  in  the  evening  once  a 
month.  It  does  seem  a  little  exacting  at 
times,  but  Kate,  dear  Kate,  she  makes  up  for 
everything. 

April  1. — We've  had  our  first  big  quarrel. 
A  man  can't  be  expected  to  come  home  from 
a  swell  dinner  without  being  a  trifle  "how 


come    you   so."      These  women  see  nothing       I 
but    confirmed    drunkards,    rags,     poverty, 
blacked  eyes  and  murder  in  the   future,   be- 
cause a  fellow  gets  sprung  occasionally. 

May  1. — "Spring,  spring,  beautiful 
spring."  Kate's  mother  has  been  staying 
with  us.  I  miss  the  pleasant  evenings  we 
used  to  Bpend  alone  when  first  married. 
Kate's  mother  is  as  a  good  woman  as  any 
mother-in-law  can  be.  But  somehow  they're 
together  so  much,  and  the  old  lady  and  Kate 
are  so  confidential  that  it  seems  to  me  at 
times  as  if  I'd  have  lost  her. 

June  1. — Kate's  oldest  unmarried  sister  has 
been  staying  with  us  during  the  last  month. 
It  does  not  seem  so  pleasant  as  it  used  to 
when  we  visited  places  of  amusement  to- 
gether. It  is  a  job,  anyway,  to  look  out  for 
three  women.  It's  expensive,  too.  Yet  for 
Kate's  sake  I  love  my  mother  and  sister-in- 
law.  N.  B. — The  women  all  talk  as  if  they 
were  going  into  the  country  together.  Fi- 
nancially, this  seems  embarrassing. 

June  15. — There  is  reason  in  all  things, 
but  I  think,  a  man  who  pays  for  the  rent  and 
provisions,  ought  to  be  master  in  his  own 
house. 

July  1. — Women  all  packed  up  and  gone 
to  the  country.  Kate's  Aunt,  Jezebel,  has 
been  staying  with  us.  I've  slept  for  a  fort- 
night on  the  parlor  sofa.  It  is  a  relief  that 
the  house  is  empty. 

July  15, — I  meet  Mary  Holmes  every  morn- 
ing now  as  I  walk  down  town.  Mary's  peo- 
ple were  wealthy  once.  She  is  a  sweet-temp- 
ered, pleasant  girl.  She's  keeping  Button 
&  Co's  books. 

August  1. — Mary  and  myself  were  out  at 
the  park  last  night.  We  had  many  sympa- 
thies in  common.  She  is  a  lonely,  poor 
thing.  I  wish  she  could  find  a  friend.  I 
wish  

September  1. — There's  been  a  row!  Kate 
and  the  rest  have  come  suddenly  home. 
Somebody  has  been  writing  to  Kate  about 
me  and  Mary  Holmes. 

October  1. — I  think  I'm  a  patient  man.  I 
can  stand  a  good  deal.  But  if  mother-in-law 
and  sister-in-law  and  aunt- in-law  want  a  row 
they  can  have  it.  Darn  the  day  they  ever 
came  into  the  house. 

November  1. — They've  gone,  and  Kate  with 
them. 

December  1. — Before  Judge  Breakbond. 
Suit  for  divorce.  J.  W.  Smith  vs.  Catherine 
Smith.     Incompat.  of  temp. 


When  Duncan  appeared  in  Court  the  other 
day  "the  spectators  were  deeply  affected,  and 
the  silence  was  oppressive."  He  was  humble 
and  dispirited,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing. 
We  are  deeply  concerned  for  the  poor  old 
man.  It  is  a  terrible  humiliation  for  him  to 
face  the  rabble  of  the  Police  Caurt,  especial- 
ly as  he  only  made  away  with  a  million  or 
so.  Why  cannot  the  depositors  let  bygones 
be  bygones?  The  idea  of  sending  such  a  vir- 
tuous and  deeply-wronged  individual  to  San 
Quentin  is  shameful.  He  should  be  presen- 
ted with  Vie  freedom  of  the  city  as  a  distin- 
guished and  capable  financier.  The  deposi- 
tors are  altogether  too  hard  on  him.  We  ex- 
pect soon  to  hear  of  a  collection  for  Mr.  Dun- 
can. 
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A  Grandfather's  Story. 


A  BOUT  sixty  years   ago  I  was  in   Paris 

f\  for  the  first  time  in  my  life.  Bonaparte  still 
_X  .^-lingered  at  St.  Helena;  and  the  adventurers, 
good,  bad,  and  indifferent  in  character,  who  had 
served  in  his  armies,  had  not  yet  lost  all  hope  of  the 
return  of  their  idol,  and  consequently  had  not  yet 
thought  it  worth  while  to  settle  down  into  thorough 
peace  and  quietness. 

Young  Paul  Ferrand,  whom  I  frequently  met  at 
the  cafe,  and  who  had  served  as  captain  at  Waterloo, 
was  sure  that  the  Little  Corporal  would  come  back 
again,  soon.  "You  have  not  yet  beaten  him,"  he 
would  tell  me,  laughing.  "You  sent  him  to  Elba, 
but  he  returned:  you  have  sent  him  to  St.  Helena, 
and  he  will  return  again.     "We  shall  see." 

Ferrand  was  an  exceedingly  nice  fellow;  and,  al- 
though he  professed  to  cherish  an  unquenchable 
hatred  for  England  and  everything  English,  he  had* 
by  some  means  or  other,  become  attached  to  Alice 
Rae,  a  young  English  lady  of  xay  acquaintance,  and 
who  had  been  living  with  her  mother  siuce  the  con- 
clusion of  peace  at  Paris,  not  far  from  the  abode  of 
the  ex-captain.  And  he  was  always  very  friendly 
with  me,  too.  He  would,  it  is  true,  abuse  my  coun- 
trymen most  unmercifully;  but  he  was  always  par- 
ticularly good-natured;  and  whenever  he  found  him- 
self saying  a  little  too  much,  he  would  arrest  himself 
and  apologize  so  heartily  that  I  never  could  be  angry 
with  him.  I  was  alone  in  the  French  capital,  and 
had  few  friends  there  except  Mrs.  Rae,  her  daughter 
Alice,  and  Paul;  and  so  it  happened  that  I  passed  a 
good  deal  of  my  time  in  the  society  of  these  three. 
The  mother,  a  woman  still  in  the  prime  of  life,  and 
the  widow  of  a  king's  messenger,  was  a  connection  of 
mine  by  marriage,  and  that  fact  gave  me  a  good  ex- 
cuse for  offering  my  services  as  escort  whenever  she 
and  her  pretty  daughter  thought  fit  to  go  to  the 
theatre  or  the  opera.  At  such  times  Paul  always  had 
a  seat  in  the  stalls;  and  between  the  acts  he  would 
come  up  to  my  box,  to  the  delight  of  Alice,  who  was 
in  love  with  him,  and  to  the  no  small  satisfaction  of 
Mrs.  Rae,  who  herself  had  quite  a  maternal  affection 
for  the  young  Frenchman,  and  did  not  in  the  least 
discourage  his  attentions  to  her  daughter.  If  there 
were  no  formal  engagement  between  the  two,  it  was 
at  least  perfectly  understood  hy  all  parties  that  as 
soon  as  Paul  should  get  an  appointment,  for  which 
at  the  time  he  was  a  candidate,  he  was  to  marry 
Alice;  and  I,  though  only  a  few  years  her  senior,  was 
to  give  her  away. 

One  night  the  opera-house  was  crowded  more  than 
usual.  A  great  singer  was  to  appear,  and  a  new 
work  by  a  renowned  composer  was  to  be  performed. 
But  Paul  Ferrand,  sitting  in  the  stalls,  seemed 
scarcely  to  listen  to  the  music  or  to  notice,  the  acting, 
and  much  more  often  were  his  eyes  turned  in  the 
direction  of  my  box  than  in  that  of  the  stage.  Alice 
and  her  mother  were  with  me,  and  as  the  curtain  fell 
at  the  conclusion  of  the  first  act,  Paul  came  up  to  us. 
He  was  in  high  spirits,  for  he  had  heard  that  the 
minister  had  decided  to  give  him  the  coveted  post, 
and  he  expected  to  hear  in  a  few  days  lhat  his  ap- 
pointment had  been  signed  by  the  king.  We  con- 
gratulated him,  and  as  he  left  us  to  return  to  his 
seat,  I  whispered  to  him:  "You'll  be  a  happy  man 
in  a  mouth  or  two  now,  Paul."  He  smiled  and  shut 
the  door. 

We  watched  him  as  he  threaded  his  way  to  his 
place.  It  was  in  the  centre  of  the  second  row  from 
the  orchestra,  and  he  had  left  his  opera-glasses  on 
the  chair,  in  order  to  preserve  his  right  to  it:  but 
during  his  absence  a  tall,  military-looking  man  had 
appropriated  it,  and  had  cooly  put  the  glasses  on  one 
side.  Paul  approached  the  stranger  with  the  utmost 
politeness,  and  I  suppose,  for  naturally  I  could  not 
hear,  requested  him  to  move.  The  interloper  did 
not  deign  to  answer,    but   sneeringly   looked   up  at 


Ferrand,  as  though  to  ask  him  what  he  meant  by  this 
intrusion.  Paul  pointed  to  the  opera- glasses;  but 
the  stranger  neither  replied  nor  moved,  but  continued 
to  appear  as  though  he  did  not  hear.  I  saw  that 
matters  were  assuming  a  dangerous  complexion,  for 
in  the  new-comer  I  recognized'Victor  Laroquiere,  an 
ex-Bonapartist  officer,  like  Paul — a  notorious  bully, 
and  one  of  the  most  celebrated  duellists  in  France. 
But  what  could  I  do?  I  could  only  sit  still,  much 
against  my  will,  and  witnesss  the  inevitable  conse- 
quences. I  thought  Alice  would  faint  when  Laro- 
quiere, in  the  calmest  way,  rose  before  the  crowded 
assemblage  and  struck  Paul  in  the  face  with  his  glove; 
but  she  recovered  herself,  and,  like  a  statue,  watched 
her  lover  pick  up  his  opera-glasses,  bow  to  his  in- 
sulter,  and,  without  a  word,  leave  the  building. 
There  was  some  exclamations  from  the  audience,  but 
the  duellist  again  rose,  and  with  a  theatrical  air, 
gazed  round,  mockingly  imitated  Paul's  parting  bow, 
and  resumed  his  seat.  This  was  too  much  for  poor 
Alice.  She  could  not  remain  any  longer;  she  must 
go  home;  and  so,  with  some  difficulty,  I  got  her  and 
her  mother  to  my  carriage,  told  the  coachman  to 
drive  them  home,  and  myself  walked  quickly  to  Paul's 
lodgings. 

He  had  arrived  before  me,  and  was  already  writing 
when  I  entered  his  room.  "Of  course,"  he  said,  as 
he  saw  me,  and  came  towards  me  with  both  hands 
outstretched,  "you,  my  dear  friend,  will  assist  me 
It  is  impossible  to  do  anything  but  fight.  Even  Alice 
could  not  make  me  alter  my  conviction  upon  that 
point,  the  insult  was  so  public." 

"Suppose  you  leave  the  country,"  I  suggested. 

"Then  I  should  have  to  give  up  the  appointment 
and  Alice,  too.  No,  my  dear  fellow,  I  am  a  French- 
man, and  I  must  fight;  and  you  must  arrange  matters 
for  me.  If  he  shoots  me,  it  cannot  be  helped;  if  I 
shoot  him,  I  shall  have  shot  the  biggest  scoundrel  in 
Paris.  I  beg  you  to  call  upon  Laroquiere  to-night. 
I  have  already  discovered  his  address.     Here  it  is." 

"Butmustyou  really  fight?  It  is  suicide  to  fight 
with  a  professional  duellist." 

"Ah,"  he  said,  shaking  his  head,  "I  am  afraid  it  is 
suicide,  but  I  must  fight;  so  please  don't  try  and  per- 
suade me  that  I  need  not.  And  I  will  fight,  too,  as 
soon  as  possible  You  can  arrange  everything  for 
to-morrow  morning.  I  must  have  tfhe  matter  over. 
In  a  day  or  two  I  might  be  a  coward." 

By  his  looks  he  implored  me  to  go  to  Laroquiere, 
and  constituted  as  French  society  was  at  that  time, 
I  had  no  other  course  open  to  me  than  to  do  as  he 
wished. 

"If  monsieur  come  from  M.  Paul  Ferrand,"  said  a 
a  man-servant,  whom  I  inquired  whether  I  could  see 
his  master,  "M.  Laroquiere  has  sent  to  say  that  he 
has  not  yet  left  the  opera.  He  has,  however,  sent 
this  penciled  note,  which  I  am  to  give  to  the  gentle- 
man who  comes  from  M.  Ferrand." 

I  tore  open  the  missive.  It  contained  two  cards, 
one  bearing  the  name  of  the  duellist,  and  the  second 
that  of  M.  Fernand  Delarie,  Rue  Vivienne  18.  Cer- 
tainly, it  was  an  off-hand  way  of  acquainting  me 
with  the  name  and  whereabouts  of  Laroquiere's 
second;  but  as  I  wished  to  pick  no  quarrel,  I  walked 
on  to  the  Rue  Vivienne,  and  in  a  few  minutes  was 
ushered  into  the  presence  of  M.  Delarie  himself. 
This  worthy  was  a  young  man,  aged  about  three-and- 
twenty,  and  dressed  in  the  very  extreme  of  fashion. 
His  ruffles  were  immaculate,  and  most  symmetrically 
arranged;  his  lace  handkerchief  was  steeped  in 
essences;  his  gloves,  which  lay  on  the  table — for  he 
had  only  just  returned,  at  Laroquiere's  request,  from 
the  opera — were  small  and  delicate;  his  fingers  were 
covered  with  valuable  rings,  and  the  bunch  of  gold 
seals  depending  from  his  fob  was  unusually  heavy 
and  brilliant.  He  did  not  strike  me  as  appearing  par- 
ticularly warlike;  but,  after  formally  saluting 
me,  he  at  once  touched  upou  the  object  of  my  visit, 
and  before  I  had  been  ten  minutes  in  his  company, 
had  arranged  to  meet  Ferrand  and  myself  at  a  certain 
spot,  dear  to  duellists  of  the  time,  at  an  early  hour 
next  morning,  and  to  bring  Laroquiere  with  him. 

"I  don't  think  we  need  a  surgeon,"  he  said  to  me 
quite  affably,  at  parting;  "but,  if  yon  please,  you  can 
bring  one.     In  his  last  affair  my  principal   shot  his 


man  through  the  temples,  and  he  died  immediately- 
I  sincerely  hope,  monsieur,  that  your  friend  is  as 
clever." 

"Confound  the  fellow!"  I  said  to  myself,  as  I  left 
the  house,  and  sought  the  residence  of  my  own  medi- 
cal man.  "I  am  afraid  poor  Ferrand  is  not  such  a 
consummate  murderer  as  Laroquiere." 

After  seeing  the  surgeon,  to  whom  I  briefly  ex- 
plained matters,  I  called  upon  Mrs.  Rae.  She  was 
doing  her  best  to  comfort  her  daughter,  who  was  in 
the  greatest  possible  distress.  "Are  they  going  to 
fight?"  she  asked  me. 

"My  dear  Alice,"  I  said,  "they  are.  I  have  done 
my  best  to  dissuade  Paul,  but  he  says,  and  I  am 
obliged  to  agree,  that  he  must  fight.  Let  us  hope  for 
the  best.  He  has  a  sure  eye  and  a  steady  hand,  and 
he  has  right  on  his  side.  The  other  man  is  a 
scoundrel.  And  you  must  remember  that  poor  Paul 
is  not  an  Englishman.  If  I  were  he,  I  would  not 
fight;  but,  as  it  is,  the  matter  cannot  be  overlooked, 
and  indeed  everything  is  arranged." 

"You  are  to  be  with  him?"  said  Mrs.  Rae,  looking 
as  white  as  a  sheet. 

"Yes;  they  are  to  meet  to-morrow  morning,  and  by 
breakfast-time  Alice's  suspense  will  be  over.  She 
must  bear  up." 

"You  must  prevent  the  duel,"  sobbed  the  half 
heart-broken  girl.  "Cannot  Paul  let  the  insult  pass? 
But  no;  it  was  so  public." 

"You  can  only  hope,"  I  said.  "I  will  see  you  in 
the  morning;  but  now  I  must  go  back  to  him,  and 
see  that  he  gets  some  sleep." 

"Tell  him,"  cried  Alice,  "that if  heiskilledl  shall 
die.  Come  here  directly  it  is  over.  Come,  even  if 
he  falls;  you  must  tell  me  about  it.  I  must  hear 
everything."  She  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and 
I,  escaping  from  the  unhappy  girl,  hurried  to   Paul. 

He  was  still  writing  and  his  hair  was  in  disorder, 
and  his  face  pale  when  he  turned  toward  me.  "I  am 
no  coward,  he  said,  "but  I  am  saying  good-by  to  her, 
for  I  shall  die  to-morrow." 

"My  dear  fellow,"  I  exclaimed,  "you  will  shoot 
Laroquiere,  and  be  married  next  month.  You  must 
finish  your  writing  at  once  and  go  to  bed.  I  will 
Bleep  here  to-night,  for  I  must  see  that  you  turn  out 
in  time  to-morrow  morning;  so  be  as  quick  as  pos- 
sible." 

He  wrote  for  another  half-hour,  addressed  the 
document  to  Alice  Rae,  placed  a  lock  of  his  hair 
within  it,  and,  after  sealing  it  up,  gave  it  to  me. 

"Give  that  to  her,  if  Laroquiere  kills  me  outright — ■ 
and  I  know  he  will.  If  it  were  not  for  Alice,  I  de- 
clare that  I  should  be  quite  glad  to  meet  him.  Now 
for  bed. 

He  undressed;  whilst  I  lay  down  on  the  sofa  in 
the  next  room  and  lit  a  cigar,  for  I  could  not  afford 
to  sleep  myself.  Soon  all  all  was  quiet,  and  I  stole 
in  to  see  Paul  lying  as  quiet  as  a  child,  with  a  smile 
on  his  face.  Probably,  nay  assuredly,  I  passed  a 
more  uncomfortable  night  than  he  did.  Ouly  with 
the  greatest  possible  difficulty  could  I  keep  awake; 
and  the  hours  semed  to  linger  forever.  At  last,  how- 
ever, daylight  dawned,  and  I  called  Ferrand,  who 
woke  refreshed  and  in  comparatvely  good  spirits. 
After  a  hurried  breakfast  we  muffled  ourselves  up;  I 
placed  a  flask  of  brandy,  some  powder  and  bullets, 
and  a  brace  of  pistols  in  my  pockets,  and  we  sal- 
lied forth  in  the  cold  morning  air.  Scarcely  any  one 
was  abroad,  except  a  few  sleepy  watchmen,  who 
seemed  to  make  very  shrewd  guesses  at  the  object  of 
our  expedition;  and  through  the  silent  streets  we 
went  for  a  mile  or  so,  until  we  reached  the  meeting- 
place. 

Laroquiere  and  Delarie  were  there  before  us,  and 
my  friend,  the  surgeon,  arrived  immediately  after- 
wards in  his  carriage,  which  waited  near  at  hand. 
The  pistols  were  produced  and  loaded.  Laroquiere 
chose  one,  and  I  gave  the  other  to  Paul;  and  then 
the  two  men  took  up  positions  ata  distance  of  twenty 
paces  from  each  other,  and  waited  for  Delarie  to  give 
the  signal  to  fire. 

"Stay!"  cried  the  bully,  as  his  second  stepped 
back;  "let  the  young  hound  listen  to  ttiis.  I  am  not 
trifling  with  him;  I  shall  shoot  him  only  where  he 
wishes,  for  I  am  generous,  par bleuj" 
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"If  I  do  not  kill  you,"  said  Paul  quietly,  "I  pre- 
fer to  die." 

•'Then  I  shoot  him  through  the  heart,"  cooly  ob- 
served Laroquiere.  "It  will  teach  others  not  to 
challenge  me." 

There  was  something  to  me  unspeakably  horrible  in 
the  wuy  in  which  these  last  words  were  pronounced. 
I  shuddered  and  looked  at  Paul.  He  smiled  at  me, 
and  at  the  same  instant  Delarie  gave  the  signal. 

There  was  but  one  report,  for  Ferrand's  pistol 
flashed  in  the  pan.  The  poor  fellow  turned  round 
towards  me  with  fixed  eye  and  pale  face,  and  with 
the  name  of  Alice  on  his  lips,  fell  dead.  Laroquiere 
turned  on  his  heel,  and  departed  quickly  in  company 
with  Delarie,  while  I  aided  the  surgeon  in  his  brief 
examination  of  Paul's  body.  Surely  enough,  the 
bullet  had  passed  througb  his  heart.  He  must  have 
died  instantaneously,  for  he  did  not  move  after  he 
fell,  and  the  last  smile  with  which  he  had  looked  at 
me  was  still  upon  his  face.  It  was  a  melancholy 
business  in  every  respect.  I  had  to  break  the  sad 
news  to  Alice  and  her  mother;  and  the  two  ladies 
were  so  terribly  overcome,  that  I  feared  the  shock 
would  have  some  permanent  effect  upon  their  health. 
For  my  part,  I  was  obliged  to  hurry  to  England  as 
soon  as  possible;  and  Laroquiere,  I  heard,  also  got 
away,  and  remained  out  of  France  until  after  the 
affair  had  blown  over. 

I  kept  up  a  correspondence  with  Mrs.  Kae,  and  was 
glad  after  a  time  to  hear  from  her  that  Alice,  though 
still  terribly  upset,  had  learned  to  look  with  a  certain 
amount  of  philosophy  upon  her  misfortune,  and  had 
to  some  extent  recovered  her  usual  health,  if  not  her 
usual  spirits.  Meantime,  I  settled  down  in  London, 
and,  unable  to  forget  my  Parisian  habits,  usually 
dined  at  one  of  the  then  much  frequented  taverns  in 
Fleet  Street.  The  "Chesihre  Cheese,"  which  was 
then  in  much  the  same  state  as  it  is  now,  was  my 
favorite  haunt;  and  there,  as  months  passed  by,  I 
gradually  picked,  up  a  few  pleasant  acquaintances, 
chief  amongst  whom  waR  an  extremely  well-mannered 
young  gentleman  named  Barton — a  man  of  indepen- 
dent means,  good  family,  and  a  first-rate  education. 

One  day,  after  he  had  been  dining  with  me,  the 
conversation  turned  upon  continental  manners  and 
particularly  upon  duelling.  As  an  illustration  of 
my  abhorrence  of  the  Bystem,  I  told  my  companion 
about  poor  Paul's  death,  a  matter  in  which  Barton 
appeared  much  interested.  He  asked  me  a  good 
many  questions  about  the  parties  concerned,  and 
after  expressing  a  remarkably  strong  opinion  to  the 
effect  that  Laroquiere  was  a  blackguard,  bid  me  good- 
night. I  went  home  to  my  rooms  in  the  Temple; 
and  next  day,  on  visiting  the  "Cheshire  Cheese," 
found  no  Barton.  He  had  left  word  with  one  of  the 
waiters  that  urgent  business  had  called  him  away, 
but  that  he  hoped  to  see  me  on  his  return.  Weeks 
passed,  and  then  months,  and  still  Barton  did  not 
come  back;  and  I  confess  that  I  had  begun  to  forget 
him  altogether,  when  one  evening  he  dropped  in  to 
dinner  as  though  he  had  net  been  absent  for  more 
than  a  day  or  two. 

"Where  have  you  been?"  I  asked,  after  I  had 
heartily  shaken  hands  with  him. 

"I  have  been  to  Paris,"  he  said.  "On  arriving 
there,  I  found  out  a  little  more  than  you  told  me 
about  Laroquiere,  and  when  I  had  thoroughly  con- 
vinced myself  that  he  was  the  blackguard  you  painted 
him,  I  arranged  for  a  series  of  lessons  at  a  pistol- 
gallery.  Every  day  for  a  month  I  went  and  shot  for 
an  hour  or  two,  until  I  was  so  perfect  as  to  be  able 
to  hit  a  small  coin  every  time  at  a  distance  of  twenty 
paces.  After  satisfying  myself  as  to  my  proficiency, 
I  took  a  box  at  the  opera;  it  may  have  been  the  box 
that  you  used  to  have.  Laroquiere  was  pointed  out 
to  me.  He  sat  in  the  stalls,  and  between  the  acts  he 
left  his  seat  in  order  to  speak  to  a  lady  in  another 
part  of  the  house.  I  descended  as  quickly  as  pos- 
sible, and  took  his  place.  He  returned,  and  asked 
me  in  an  overbearing  tone  to  move.  I  refused.  He 
persisted.  I  struck  him,  He  sent  me  a  challenge, 
and  we  met  upon  the  same  spot,  curiously  enough, 
where  he  had  killed  your  friend  Ferrand.  Before 
the  signal  was  given,  I  said:  'M.   Laroquiere,    listen 


to  me.  I  am  not  here  to  trifle  with  you;  but  I  am  as 
generous  as  yon  were  with  Paul  Ferrand.  I  will 
shoot  you  only  where  you  wish.'  He  turned  deadly 
pale.  'Wewillsee,'  he  said,  'whether  I  shall  not 
make  you  a  second  Ferrand!'  'Then  I  will  shoot 
you,'  I  returned,  'as  you  shot  him — though  the  heart. 
It  will  teach  other  bullies  not  to  challenge  me.' 
Whether  he  was  so  upset  as  to  be  incapable  of  aiming 
or  not,  I  cannot  say;  but,  my  dear  fellow,  I  shot  him 
as  dead  as  a  dog,  right  through  the  heart,  and 
avenged  your  friend,  at  the  same  time  ridding  Paris 
of  its  biggest  villain.  It  was  a  case  of  diamond  cut 
diamond." 

"Well  done,  Barton!"  I  exclaimed. 

"Wait, "  he  said,  "and  let  me  finish  the  drama. 
We  managed  to  keep  the  affair  very  quiet;  and  before 
leaving  France,  I  was  able  to  call  on  Mrs.  Rae,  who 
is  now  at  Boulogne,  for  I  had  a  letter  of  introduction 
to  her  from  a  Parisian  acquaintance.  When  I  saw 
first,  she  knew  nothing  of  the  affair,  but  at  last  I 
broke  the  intelligence  to  her  and  to  her  daughter.  I 
found  Alice  to  be  a  pretty  girl,  somewhat  spoilt  by 
her  long  mourning,  and  not  very  much  inclined  to 
listen  to  me;  but,  my  dear  fellow,  after  three  weeks 
of  hard  persuasion  she  gave  in,  and  now  she  and  her 
mother  are  coming  over  next  week.  I  believe  you 
were  to  give  Alice  away.  When  she  arrives,  you 
shall  have  a  capital  opportunity." 

"And,"  I  added,  shaking  my  friend'B  hand  warmly, 
"I  shall  be  delighted  to  do  so." 

[the  end.  J 


Married  Experience. 

Somebody  who  evidently  thinks  that  the 
editor  of  this  paper  is  a  benedict  has  sentthe 
following,  with  a  request  for  publication. 
We  have  a  dim  recollection  of  seeing  just 
such  an  article  in  Beecher's  paper,  but  we 
give  our  correspondent  the  benefit  of  the 
doubt.     Here  he  goes: 

'  'I  married  my  wife  about  thirty-five  years 
ago.  The  ceremony  was  performed  about 
seven  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Before  retiring 
that  evening  we  had  a  talk  with  each  other, 
and  the  result  has  sweetened  our  entire  lives. 
We  agreed  with  each  other  that  each  should 
be  watchful  and  careful,  never  by  word  or 
act  to  hurt  the  feelings  of  the  other.  We 
were  both  young,  both  hot  tempered,  both 
positive  in  our  likes  and  dislikes,  and  both 
somewhat  exacting  and  inflexible — just  the 
material  for  a  life  of  conjugal  warfare.  Well, 
for  a  few  years  we  found  it  hard  work  to 
always  live  by  our  agreement.  Occasionally 
(not  often)  a  word  or  look  would  slip  off  the 
tongue  or  face  before  it  could  be  caught  or 
suppressed;  but  we  never  allowed  the  sun  to 
go  down  upon  our  wrath.  Before  retiring  at 
night,  on  such  occasions,  there  were  always 
confessions  and  forgiveness,  and  the  culprit 
would  become  more  careful  in  the  future. 
Our  tempers  and  dispositions  became  gradu- 
ally more  and  congenial;  so  that  after  a  few 
years  we  came  to  be  one  in  reality,  as  the 
marital  ceremony  had  pronounced  us  nomi- 
nally. In  thinking  back  we  find  that  for 
more  than  twenty  years  our  little  agreement 
has  been  unbroken,  and  there  has  been  no 
occasion  for  confession  or  forgiveness.  In 
business  we  have  had  our  adversity  and  pros- 
perity, failure  and  success.  Under  such  a 
contract,  religiously  kept,  no  ill-natured 
children  will  be  reared,  and  no  boys  will  find 
the  streets  and  barroom  more  pleasant  than 
home.  To  make  a  good  wife  or  husband  re- 
quires the  co-operation  of  both." 


Freelon. — Yes. 

Zebdlon. — Next  week. 

Joshua. — The  covers  we  furnish  for  filing 
the  Wasp  will  cost  you  fifty  cents.  Call  at 
, '.he  office  or  send  your  address — being  care- 
i'ul,  however,  to  remit  the  half  dollar. 

Jenkins. — We  really  have  not  had  the  time 
to  thoroughly  examine  your  manuscript.  A 
cursory  glance  has  impressed  us  favorably. 
Please  bear  with  us  a  few  days  longer.  We 
shall  give  the  matter  every  attention,  be  as- 
sured. 

E.  F.  M. — You  have  neglected  two  of  the 
cardinal  requirements  of  a  good  article. 
You  have  written  on  both  sides  of  the  paper 
and  you  have  copied  the  essay  word  for  word 
from  Lamb.  Otherwise  the  contribution  is 
excellent.     Selahl 

Giles. — Your  manuscript  and  the  con- 
tinued wet  weather  did  the  business  for  the 
junior  member  of  our  staff.  He  is  now  rus- 
ticating in  Saucelito,  accompanied  only  by  a 
severe  attack  of  brain  fever.  He  was  a  pro- 
mising young  man,  a  good  fellow  in  every 
way.  He  leaves  a  prospective  mother-in-law 
to  watch  for  his  mental  rehabilitation. 

Malthus. — Possibly  there  are  too  many 
people  iu  the  world.  If  your  stanzas  had 
been  printed  the  number  of  sane  ones  would 
have  been  reduced  materially.  By  neglect- 
ing to  give  the  strictly  arithmetical  part  of 
your  poem,  we  have  missed  the  best  part  of 
the  entertainment,  and  by  neglecting  to  give 
the  other  we  have  entirely  satisfied  ourselves, 
which  is  one  great  point  gained. 

Theo. — -Poetical  license  allows  of  many  de- 
viations from  rule  in  grammar  and  spelling, 
but  it  does  not  authorize  you  to  rhyme  ague 
■with  fatigue;  nor  does  the  line,  "No  skruples 
his  heart  did  contain,"  add  any  special  de- 
gree of  elegance  to  your  stanzas.  These 
things  may  be  trivial,  Theo,  but  people  will 
notice  them ;  and  as  you  seem  to  write  en- 
tirely for  glory,  we  hope  you  will  wrestle  a 
little  longer  with  your  spelling  book  and 
grammar  before  you  trust  your  precious  per- 
son on  the  dizzy  ladder  of  fame. 

Thomas. — Thou  art  not  the  doubting  Tho- 
mas, evidently.  Thou  think'st  thy  head  erect, 
thy  stature  formidable,  thy  costume  in  uni- 
son with  thy  surroundings,  and  above  all, 
thou  has't  an  idea  that  thy  dissertations  on 
Chinese  cheap  labor  and  its  concomitant  mi- 
series are  at  once  unique  and  acceptable.  It 
is  our  strange  hallucination,  (permitted  prob- 
ably for  our  sins),  to  ignore  the  beauties  of 
thy  efforts.  Most  of  thy  yarns  are  old,  and 
nearly  all  are  well-known  in  San  Francisco. 
It  is  scarcely  worth  while  to  reproduce  them. 


m&sqi; 


rl&DING 


490 


THE    ILLTTSTKATED    WASP. 


The  "Very  freshest  American  Humor 

We  may  not  possess  a  castle  in  Spain,  but 
we  have  a  Cochin  China. 

A  Newport  goat  the  other  day  devoured  an 
entire  volume  at  one  sitting.  That's  what 
you  might  call  a  regular  swallow-tale  goat. 

Alfonso  is  happy.  The  New  York  Herald 
published  a  diagram  of  his  wedding  day, 
which  has  not  seen  the  light  Bince  the  cap- 
ture of  Ears. 

The  custom  of  adorning  the  prows  of 
vessels  with  a  female  head  or  figure  is  sup- 
posed to  have  originated  in  a  desire  to  secure 
good  port  rates. 

The  accommodating  principal  of  the  pub- 
lic schools  of  Covington,  Ky.,  gave  his  pu- 
pils a  holiday  in  order  that  they  might  wit- 
ness the  hanging  of  a  murderer. — Ex.  He 
wanted  to  illustrate  to  them  how  men  are 
raised  who  run  away  from  school. 

He  was  saying:  "As  the  pearly  column  of 
smoke  in  a  winter's  atmosphere  rises  un- 
broken heavenward,  so  my  heart  rises  to 
thee.  As  the  sunflower  follows  the  cruel  sun 
which  gives  it  life,  so  my  heart  follows  thee. 
As  the  blue  brook  runs  its  unhindered  course 
to  the  sea,  so  my  soul,  in  slavery,  goes  to 
thee."  Said  she:  "Henry,  now  that  we're 
engaged,  will  your  nail-blade  cut  corns?" 

The  Washington  correspondents  tell  us 
that  the  President  and  his  wife  have  adopted 
a  rule  to  accept  no  invitation  to  balls  and  re- 
ceptions, and  in  this  way  hope  to  avoid  giving 
offense  by  accepting  some  and  declining 
others.  Mr.  Hayes,  we  believe,  adopted  the 
accept-no-invitation  policy  before  he  was 
elected,  for  did  not  a  quarter  of  a  million 
majority  invite  him  to  stay  away  from  the 
White  House  ?  Yea,  verily.  But  he  did  not 
accept  the  invitation. 

"What's  this  bump,  doctor?"  inquired  a 
chap  who  had  dropped  in  at  a  country  phre- 
nologist's. "What's  this  bump  here  on  the 
right  side?"  "This!  ah!"  replied  the  profes- 
sor, as  he  discovered  a  lump  about  the  size 
of  a  hen's  egg  over  the  right  ear. — "this,  I 
should  say  indicated  a  fondness  for  the 
transcendental,  a  love  for  the  sublime,  a  re- 
gard for "      "Hold  up,  doctor,"  said  the 

visitor,  "hold  up.  Don't  diagnosticate  any 
further.  I  raised  that  hump  on  your  side- 
walk not  five  minutes  ago." 

Just  as  they  came  along  where  the  fortifi- 
cations were  being  extended  over  the  water, 
the  aged  wanderer  touched  his  companion- 
softly  and  said  "That's  a  dangerous  man 
over  there,  the  one  driving  timbers  I  mean." 
"Why  ?"  innocently  inquired  the  other. 
"Because  he's  spiling  for  a  fight,"  murmured 
the  old  man  mournfully.  A  long  and  pain- 
fully silent  pause,  an  awful  look  of  astonish- 
ment, and  then  the  young  tramp  fled,  a  gib- 
bering maniac,  while  the  old  man  sat  down 
on  a  muddy  log  and  wept  over  what  he  had 
done  with  his  little  pun. 

"How  is  it  that  you  avoid  a  cowhiding  at 
least  once  a  week?"  asked  a  printing  office 
"sitter."     "Well,"  answered  the  manager  of 


the  Bugle,  "when  a  man  comes  in  with  a 
copy  of  the  paper  and  mildly  askjp  to  be  made 
acquainted  with  the  writer  of  a  certain  ar- 
ticle, we  all  shove  it  onto  the  man  that  isn't 
in.  If  all  of  us  are  in,  we  take  affidavits 
that  the  article  came  by  mail.  If  this  don't 
work  we  swear  that  it  was  printed  through 
the  blundering  stupidity  of  the  foreman. 
When  all  other  resources  fail,  we  are,  of 
course,  forced  to  tell  the  truth."  "And  what 
is  that?"  observed  the  inquisite  lounger. 
"Oh,  we  just  own  right  up — give  ourselves 
dead  away — tell  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing 

but    the "       "But    the    what?"       "The 

truth,  sir!  the  truth  sir!  That  the  editor  gave 
it  in  hand,  while  being  deviled  to  death  by  a 
loafer,  sir."  The  door  was  observed  to  close 
softly  after  a  solitary  bore,  who  folded  his 
ears  about  him  and  slid  around  the  corner. 

There  is  no  town,  however  watched  and  tended, 

But  one  dead  bank  is  there; 
There  is  no  safe,  however  well  defended, 

But  needs  still  greater  care. 

The  air  is  full  of  farewells  for  the  dying, 

And  mournings  for  the  dead: 
The  heart  of  Sherman,  the  people's  wealth  decrying, 

Will  it  be  comforted  ? 

We  must  be  comforted!    These  severe  afflictions 

Not  from  the  ground  arise! 
The  bullionists  declare  that  benedictions 

Assume  a  golden  guise! 

We  see  but  dimly  through  the  mists  and  vapors, 

Amid  these  falling  banks; 
But  far  above  the  clouds  the  heavenly  tapers 

Shine  silvery  o'er  our  ranks! 

Mr.  Cobleigh  came  home  the  other  even- 
ing and  said  to  Mrs.  Cobleigh — 

"Matilda,  there  was  a  man  shot  himself 
through  the  heart,  in  Slawsou,    last   night." 

"Horrors!"  exclaimed  the  shocked  lady. 
"What  was  his  name?" 

"Kinman." 

"Kinman?"  she  ejaculated.  "How  old 
was  he  ?" 

"About  forty-five,  they  say." 

"Why,  that  must  be  Augustus  Kinman. 
Goodness  gracious,  what  a  terrible  blow  this 
must  be  to  his  family!     I  am  so  sorry." 

"No,  that  ain't  the  name,"  said  Mr.  Cob- 
leigh, hastening  to  her  relief.  "It  was 
George  Kinman." 

"Pshaw!"  exclaimed  the  dissatisfied  wo- 
man.  "I  didn't  know  him." — Danbury  News. 


The  Champion  Tramp. 
They  have  caught  a  queer  tramp  in  the 
Suffolk  county  poorhouse  at  Yaphank.  He 
is  a  sturdy  man  of  forty,  with  a  full  sandy 
beard  and  a  square  lower  jaw.  He  came 
tramping  to  the  poorhouse  and  asked  for 
food  and  lodging.  They  gave  him  three 
square  meals  and  a  bed,  and  in  the  morning 
asked  him  to  tramp  on.  He  refused  to  go, 
said  he  intended  to  stay,  but  was  opposed  to 
work — in  fact,  wouldn't  work  for  anybody. 
He  was  a  doctor,  but  got  tired  of  his  profes- 
sion and  quit  practice.  Then  his  wife  worked 
for  him  until  she  worked  herself  to  death, 
and  then  he  tramped.  Believing  that  work 
wasn't  healthy,  he  had  resolved  never  to  work 
any  more.  His  mind  was  fully  made  up  on 
that  subject.  He  did  not  want  to  steal,  and 
he  had  to  live.  A  poorhouse  was  the  place 
he  was  looking  for.  The  poorhouse  keepers 
told  him  that  if  he  stayed  there  he  would 
have  to  work.  He  thought  not.  No  more 
work  for  him  under  any  circumstances.  They 
put  him  in  the  dark  cell  for  twenty-four 
hours,  to  bring  him  to  a  sense  of  his  loneli- 
ness and  isolation,  feeding  him  moderately. 
The    plied    him    with    the    labor  question; 


wouldn't  work.  Forty-eight  hours  darkness 
and  stillness  among  dungeon  rats,  they  say, 
generally  brings  'em  to  work.  No  more  work 
for  him.  He  told  them  they  might  as  well 
try  to  make  an  oyster  make  a  speech  as  to 
make  him  work.  So  the  days  passed  until 
the  tenth  day  of  darkness  and  silence  and 
rats.  They  could  not  whet  up  bis  appetite 
for  work.  Then  they  sent  a  doctor  in  to  in- 
terview him  on  the  situation,  examine  into 
the  state  of  his  health — mental  and  physical 
and  quiz  him  on  his  knowledge  of  the  materia 
medica.  The  doctor  found  the  man  serene, 
perfectly  healthy  in  mind  and  body,  and 
he  moreover  proved  himself  a  physician  by 
answering  correctly  all  the  professional 
questions  put  to  him.  He  was  a  stumper. 
They  had  never  before  met  a  case  of  laziness 
that  forty-eight  hours  of  enforced  idleness 
and  darkness  and  silence  would  not  bring  to 
a  reaction.  They  took  him  out  and  put  a 
hoe  in  his  hand.  He  dropped  the  hoe.  They 
tried  to  make  him  follow  a  plow.  He  dropped 
in  the  furrow.  So  they  turned  him  loose 
among  the  other  panpers,  and  find  him  use- 
ful in  lecturing  them  on  morals  and  giving 
them  good  advice.  His  name  is  Henry 
Clark. 


Difference  Bet-ween  a  Cold  Boy  and  a 
Warm  Boy. 

Sunday  afternoon  a  policeman  walking 
along  Columbia  street  east,  caught  sight  of 
a  boy  about  twelve  years  old,  trying  to  pry 
up  a  kitchen  window.  As  the  lad  betrayed 
no  alarm  when  accosted,  the  officer  mildly 
demanded  if  he  lived  there,  and  why  he  wa3 
prying  up  the  sash. 

"I  live  here,  but  I'm  locked  out,"  replied 
the  boy.  "This  is  about  the  hundreth  time 
this  game  has  been  played  on  me,  and  this  is 
the  last  hair  that  breaks  the   camel's   back!" 

"Where's  your  mother?" 

"Gone  over  to  my  aunt's,  I  spose.  I've 
just  got  home  from  Sunday  school." 

'  'And  why  should  she  lock  the  door  ?" 

"That's  the  bloody  mystery !"  angrily  ex- 
claimed the  lad.  "There's  a  big  frosted  cake 
in  the  house,  of  course,  but  would  I  touch 
it  ?"  Why,  I  just  hate  the  sight  of  raisin 
cake  with  frosting  on  it!" 

"You  simply  desire  to  get  in  to  warm  your 
feet,"  suggested  the  officer. 

"That's  all,  and  I'm  going  in  if  it  takes 
the  roof  off!" 

The  officer  walked  on,  and  in  a  few  min- 
utes passed  up  the  alley  behind  the  house  to 
help  catch  a  loose  horse.  Seated  on  the 
fence  was  the  boy  who  was  working  at  the 
window.  He  was  now  working  at  frosted 
cake. 

"Ah — ha!  didn't  you  tell  me  you  didn't 
like  cake!"  cried  the  officer. 

"That  was  when  I  was  cold,"  replied  the 
boy  as  he  hunted  for  the  raisins.  "There's 
a  heap  of  difference  between  a  cold  boy  and 
a  warm  boy!" 

"And  you  don't  feel  as  desperate  as  you 
did?" 

"Not  quite,  though  I  can't  tell  what  min- 
ute I  may  want  some  pickled  peaches,  and  it 
makes  me  mad  to  think  that  ma  hid  this  cake 
in  a  basket  in  the  parlor  stove  I" — Detroit  Free 
Press. 
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If  the  rain  continues  much  longer,  at  least 
two  of  our  theatres  will  be  smothered  in 
bankruptcy. 

The  Commissioners  of  the  Funded  Debt  of 
San  Francisco  have  $825,000  to  loan,  and  ad- 
vertise for  bidders. 

A  contemporary  thinks  it  about  time  that 
our  naturalization  laws  be  abrogated.  It 
would  deny  citizenship  to  all  foreigners  and 
would  impose  a  tax  of  $'250  on  every  immi- 
grant. The  paper  that  advocates  these 
measures  is  a  rabid  pro-Chinese  organ.  It  is 
owned  by  the  Chinese  Companies.  It  has 
little  circulation  and  less  influence.  "We 
simply  give  its  opinion  to  show  the  irrepres- 
sible impudence  of  the  gentle  Mongolian. 

The  plea  of  insanity  is  being  brought  for- 
ward so  often  in  favor  of  murderers  that  the 
simulation  of  madness  has  come  to  be  one 
of  the  fine  arts.  If  a  man  wants  to  give  an 
enemy  his  quietus,  he  usually  goes  crazy  a 
week  or  two  before  the  commission  of  the 
deed.  Then  his  insanity  is  proved  in  court 
and  he  is  either  let  off  with  a  reprimand,  or 
sent  to  rusticate  in  Stockton  for  a  few  months. 
By  acting  a  little  odd  before  he  strikes  he 
manages  to  get  even  with  his  enemy. 

The  suggestion  made  in  an  editorial  in  this 
week's  Wasp,  that  a  special  building  be  hired 
or  erected  for  the  confinement  of  such  Chi- 
nese as  are  arrested  for  violation  of  the  Cu- 
bic Air  Law,  should  be  acted  on  at  once. 
The  City  Prison, -County  and  Branch  Jails 
are  filled  almost  to  suffocation,  and  if  Chi- 
nese are  thrown  in  daily  in  large  numbers, 
there  is  serious  danger  of  an  epidemic  result- 
ing. We  hope  some  of  the  San  Francisco 
delegation  will  bring  the  matter  before  the 
Legislature  and  have  the  city  empowered  to 
expend  the   amount   necessary  to  carry  our 


The  Supervisors  are  considerably  exercised 
over  the  fact  that  McCoppin's  bill  limiting 
the  expenditures  of  the  Board  to  one-twelfth 
of  the  apprpriation  in  any  one  month  has 
been  signed  by  the  Governor,  and  is  now  a 
law.  It  has  hitherto  been  the  custom  to  ex- 
haust the  appropriations  for  many  of  the  de- 
partments in  six  or  eight  months,  and  then 
to  ask  the  Legislature  to  supply  the  deficien- 
cy. Mr.  McCoppin's  bill  places  an  effective 
check  on  all  such  reckless  extravagance,  and 


we  are  heartily  glad  of  its  passage,  no  mat- 
ter what  the  honorable  Supervisors  think 
about  it. 

Agricultural  exhibits  for  the  Paris  Exposi- 
tion may  be  Bent  to  New  York  as  late  as 
March  12th,  according  to  a  recent  decision 
of  the  Commission  at  Washington.  Pacific 
Coast  exhibitors  are  requested  to  send  on 
their  articles  as  early  as  possible,  and  to  di- 
rect them  to  the  Department  of  Agriculture, 
care  of  the  United  States  steamer  Wyoming, 
Brooklyn  Navy  Yard,  N.  Y.  One  set  of  in- 
voices in  duplicate  should  be  placed  in  the 
package  and  one  sent  to  the  Department  at 
Washington.  From  present  appearances 
California  will  be  very  poorly  represented. 
The  mineral  exhibit,  however,  is  likely  to  be 
important  and  interesting. 

The  fair  in  aid  of  the  German  Hospital  is 
now  in  progress  at  Horticultural  Hall.  De- 
spite the  unpleasant  weather  the  attendance 
is  large  and  enthusiastic  in  the  good  work. 
The  Hall  is  tastefully  decorated,  and  every 
provision  has  been  made  to  ensure  the  suc- 
cess of  the  fair.  The  tables  present  a  temp- 
ting array  of  goods  and  edibles  of  all  kinds, 
and  are  attended  by  fascinating  young  ladies, 
who  are  untiring  in  their  efforts  in  behalf  of 
the  charitable  project.  An  sparkliug  eight- 
page  paper,  entitled  The  Daily  Fair  Report,  is 
one  of  the  features  of  the  fair.  It  is  credit- 
ably edited  in  German  and  English  by 
Messrs.  S.  Koppel  and  G.  H.  Jessop,  re- 
spectively. Everybody  should  visit  Horti- 
cultural Hall  now,  and  assist  this  charitable 
enterprise. 

Ben  Butler  has  thrown  another  of  his 
bricks,  this  time  at  the  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury.  On  Wednesday  last  the  telegraph 
reported  Butler  as  saying  in  the  House  that 
if  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury  had  ever  sat 
down  and  framed  a  measure  by  which  the 
people  were  to  be  taxed  the  enormous  sum 
represented  by  five  per  cent,  interest  on 
$500,000,000  for  thirty  years,  he  ought  to  be 
hanged  to  the  nearest  lamp-post  for  malice 
toward  all  mankind.  If  he  had  not  done  so 
then  he  (Sherman),  should  be  hanged  any- 
how, for  getting  into  an  office  which  he  could 
not  fill.  Thus  we  see  how  the  doctrine  of 
"hemp"  is  making  its  way,  even  in  the  halls 
of  legislation.  Bon  says  he  has  still  more 
bricks  to  project  against  the  hard  heads  of 
his  adversaries. 

The  following  comes  from  the  Richmond 
Virginia  Slate;  Many  years  ago  a  young  gen- 
tleman of  Manchester,  of  good  character  and 
honorable  connections,  had  the  misfortune  to 
fall  out  with  his  wife — a  beautiful  girl  of 
only  eighteen  summers.  He  speedily  ar- 
ranged his  business  affairs,  and  without  for- 
mality took  an  abrupt  leave  of  his  wife  and  a 
sweet  little  babe.  He  traveled  far  and  lin- 
gered long  in  many  strange  lands,  without 
communicating  intelligence  of  his  where- 
abouts, and  without  knowing,  or  caring  to 
know,  the  fate  of  his  dear  ones  at  home.  In 
the  meantime  the  little  one  had  passed  away, 
and  the  wife,  broken-hearted  and  disconso- 
late, kept  the  faith  she  had  pledged  at  the 
altar.     Many  years  had  elapsed   since  her 


since  her  truant  husband  had  left  her,  and 
in  all  that  time  it  was  her  habit  to  visit  the 
little  grave,  of  her  dead  infant,  with  the 
same  deep  mourning  dress  Bhe  had  donned 
the  day  of  its  burial.  A  few  evenings  ago  it 
so  chanced  that  the  fate  brought  her  hus- 
band back  to  this  city,  who,  immediately 
upon  his  arrival,  sought  out  the  little  grave, 
where,  by  the  dim  twilight,  he  encountered 
a  strange  figure  in  black.  A  heavy  veil  hid 
the  face;  but  his  was  open  and  clear,  and 
seemingly  unaltered.  The  discovery  of 
either's  identity  was  but  a  moment's  time — a 
groan — a  shriek — and  husband  and  wife 
firmly  clasp  in  loving  embrace. 

— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups.  Cordials,  Essential  Oils  and 
Fruit  Extracts.  Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street, 
cor.  Battery,  up  stairs.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  thau  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

- — Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia Btreet,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


Sir.  A.  Magee, 

The  former  traveling  agent  of  the  Wasp, 
was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  remit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
moke  oedees  or  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 

N.  B. — Parties  who  hold  receipts  signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  as  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 
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GRAND   OPERA  HOUSE. 

"Uncle  Tom's  Cabin"  is  now  in  its  last 
week  and  the  interest  in  it  has  in  no  wise 
abated.  The  Jubilee  Singers  are  in  better 
voice  now  than  at  any  time  since  the  first 
production  of  the  piece.  This  has  been  one 
of  the  most  fortunate  theatrical  ventures  that 
we  have  seen  in  San  Francisco  for  some 
years.  The  house  has  been  crowded  every 
night.  "Sardanapalus"  will  be  the  next 
great  attraction. 

CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

"The  Deluge"  has  been  running  to  slim 
houses  through  the  week.  As  a  spectacle  it 
is  but  a  qualified  success.  The  Kiralfis  do 
much  to  lighten  the  tedium  of  the  business, 
the  scenery  is  very  good,  the  acting  is  fair; 
but  on  the  whole  the  play  is  giving  but  scant 
satisfaction  to  either  the  public  or  the  man- 
agement. "A  Trip  to  the  Moon"  will  be  re- 
vived next  week. 

BUSH    STREET    THEATRE. 

The  Female  Minstrels  are  drawing  about 
the  largest  audiences  ever  assembled  in  this 
theatre.  The  great  attraction  this  week  is 
the  Can-Can,  danced  with  all  the  lewdness 
and  obscenity  that  characterize  the  Jardin 
Mabille.  The  audiences  now  are  almost  en- 
tirely of  the  male  persuasion.  The  assertion 
that  the  front  rows  are  occupied  mainly  by 
baldheads  is,  we  know,  sufficiently  trite,  but 
it  is  an  absolute  fact  that  the  dress  circle  is 
filled  almost  entirely  by  old  and  middle- 
aged  men.  The  whole  affair  is  eminently 
disgusting. 

WOODWARD'S    GARDENS. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

The  boys  who  shout  "Op'ra  Glasses!!"  at 
the  Grand  Opera  House   are   an   intolerable 


nuisance.     We  should  like  to  see  them  ejec- 
ted, root  and  branch. 

The  vestibule  of  the  California  is  a  favorite 
haunt  of  the  genus,  masher.  A  policeman  is 
supposed  to  be  on  duty,  but  he  manages  to 
elude  the  criminals. 

"Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  was  to  have  been 
produced  at  Booth's  Theatre  on  the  18th  in- 
stant, after  great  preparations.  Kennedy 
says  he  does  not  think  they  can  put  it  on  the 
stage  any  better  than  he  has  done. 

The  New  York  Herald  says:  "The  Cele- 
brated Case,"  at  the  Union  Square  Theatre, 
promises  to  hold  the  boards  during  the  re- 
mainder of  the  season.  It  is  said  that  the 
management  are  netting  from  $500  to  |S0O  a 
night. 

There  is  a  well  founded  rumor  that  Mr. 
Sothern  will  not  return  to  England  in  May, 
as  has  been  announced,  but  that  he  has  de- 
cided to  remain  in  America  for  another  year 
for  the  purpose  of  producing  several  new 
plays.  His  field  will  be  New  York,  and  he  is 
understood  to  be  at  work  on  several  new 
characters. 

"The  Exiles,"  destined  to  be  the  attraction 
at  an  early  date  at  the  California,  has  just 
been  withdrawn  at  Boston,  at  the  close  of  its 
sixty-seventh  representation.  During  its 
nine  weeks'  run  the  attendance  has  aggre- 
gated 160,000,  and  the  receipts  will  foot  up 
nearly  $190,000,  being  the  greatest  success 
attending  any  play  ever  brought  out  in  that 
city. 

The  title  of  the  play  of  the  period  is  usu- 
ally— we  regret  to  say — its  chiefest  recom- 
mendation. However,  there  is  a  startling 
difference  between  the  play  and  the  name,  as 
our  theatre  goers  have  doubtless  learned  ere 
this.  The  authors  of  dramas — we  will  not 
call  them  dramatists — are  apparently  devoting 
more  attention  to  their  headlines  and  other 
captions,  than  is  given  to  the  study  of  the 
most  abstruse  and  difficult  problems  of 
the  age.  "Champagne  and  Oysters"  is 
the  name  of  a  new  comedy  well  spoken  of  by 
the  Eastern  Press,  and  in  which  Mr.  James 
Lewis  has  made  a  hit.  The  plot  is  based  on 
the  adventures  of  the  rector  of  the  English 
village  church  while  visiting  London.  The 
blundering  of  his  good  natured  sexton  in- 
volves the  rector  still  more  and  brings  the  la- 
dies of  his  family  into  the  general  muddle.  To 
add  to  the  general  confusion  a  London  bar- 
rister makes  love  to  the  rector's  wife  under  a 
false  impression,  also  created  by  the  sexton. 
Billy  Weazle,  a  waiter  of  the  Argyle  Booms, 
applies  the  key  that  unlocks  the  mystery  and 
everything  becomes  bright  and  pleasant. 
Twelve  characters  appear  in  the  comedy, 
which  is  very  amusing. 


THE    HIBERNIA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

N.  E.  COR.  MONTGOMERY  AND  POST 

San  Francisco,  January  25,  1878. — At  a  re- 
gular meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  Socie- 
ty, held  this  day,  a  dividend  at  the  rate  oily*  per 
cent,  per  annum  was  declared  on  all  Deposits  for  the 
sis  months  ending  on  the  21st  instant,  payable  from 
and  after  this  date,  and  free  from  Federal  Tax. 

EDWARD  MARTIN,  Secretary. 


FREHGB 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dieeotoe. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GTJSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 

Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Comer  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


President 

Tice-Pbesideht  . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.CD.  O'SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 


M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tbeasceeb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Aitobnev RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  Bent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


CHANGE  OF  TIME. 

Winter  Arrangement. 
Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1R77, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  Btations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

tja,Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.]     . 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY? 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  k  T.  Ag't, 


P.    FERNANDEZ, 


602  and  60*  Kearny  Street, 

Corner  Sacramento,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


S^HATS  MADE  TO  ORDER.  ^3 

feb2-lm 


Dr.  Salfield's  Rejuvenator ! 

The  great  remedy  for  weakness  peculiar  to  men; 
cures  nervous  and  physical  debility  and  restores  ex- 
hausted vitality  to  strength  of  manhood  and  vigor  of 
youth  in  from  four  to  six  wekks  with  unfailing  cer- 
tainty; sure  cure  for  kidney,  urinary  and  bladder 
complaints;  price  $2.50  per  bottle,  or  five  bottles  in 
case  for  $10;  sent  everywhere  secure  from  observa- 
tion; communications  strictly  confidential;  consulta- 
tion by  letter  or  in  person  free.  Call  on  or  address 
DR.  SALFIELD,  34  Kearny  street,  San  Francisco. 
Office  hours,  9  till  3  and  6  till  8  P.  M. 

mar2-tf 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission   Street,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


UNCLE  TOM'S  CABIN 


CAL1FOKMA  THEATRE. 


THE  DELUGE. 


Bl'iSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


MME.    RENTZ'S 

FEMALE  MINSTRELS 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,    March   2d 
and  3d. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts, 


Children,  half  price 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
24  Pott  Street, 

Near  Kenrrjj 
Sun  Frattcuco,  Cttt. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  aud  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 

O.  BL  BEOOKS 

DEALER  IN 

Oil    Lands    and    Leases, 

405  California  St.,  San  Francisco. 
jan!2-tf 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


SSEB    IS    ©ME    SIDE    OF 


SCOLLAY'S 

AQUARIUM, 


augll-3mos 


b.  s.  Bimisrs, 

Agent  for 

8  liliiti  itii  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth  Street,   between   J  and  K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLrVAN,  KELLY  &  CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in^ 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
N§,W&pmp§rf  BQQk  SMb  Printer® 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 

novl7-tf 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Koom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


WONDERFUL 


All  Sickness  nnil  Disease  or  whatever  nnmc  or  nature 
Cured  without  Medicine. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer,  No. 
719  California  street,  cures  without  medicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  baffie 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claimB  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

I^^I  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  719  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

feb23-lm 
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—AND— 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  oifice  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  GENITO-URINARY  ORCANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London , 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 

IMPORTANT ! 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  n  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  gTeat  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  §>3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours — 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.M.;  evenings,  6  to 8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential,  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late   Re- 
sident   Surgeon     Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
janl2-3mos 
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DR.SPINNEY&GO'S 

Dispensary, 

It  K§&ray  M-,,  §&u  Fraaeigee. 


DE.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVILLE  IN- 
FIRMAJRY,  would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Kemember  that  '  'procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED ! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  win  coi. 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG-  MEN! 

Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  tod  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  also  Dr.  Speee's. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  tbeir  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 


Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOE  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER 
COAST! 


THE  PACIFIC 


Contains  Fire  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -  -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

E^All  Postmasters   are   Agents.      Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


"TOES 


A  WEEKLY  JOURNAL  OF  CURRENT  SPORTING  EVENTS 


BRIGHT,  NEWSY,  DIGNIFIED  AND  INTERESTING. 


By  Mail  $4  per  Annum,  in  advance. 


Single  Copies,  ten  cents. 
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E.    F\    AFHtfOr.» 


THE    OPTICIAN, 

CAN   SUIT   ALL  SIGHTS. 

NO.    427    KEARNY    STREET, 
Bet.  Pine  and  California,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

LjB^All  kinds  of  repairing  done  at  the  shortest  notice. 
feb2-lm 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 

DOAWE     <5c     O  O. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  \o.  93,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  ■with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finesl 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

jiily21-3mos 


litemtaa  Brewexy, 

HOWARD  STREET, 
Between  8th  and  9th  Streets. 

JVL  ISTTJ^rAISr,  Prop. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 
o 

Henry  .AJhrens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 
D.  HICKS   <3fe  CO., 

BOOK  BINDEKS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 

C.  P.  Sheffield.    N.  "W.  SpAr/LDiNG.    J.  Patterson 

PACIFIC 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
iy Repairing  of  all  kindB  done  at  short  notice.. 


£&*«? 


c/rr  wo  counr/ir  orders  moMmr  ATTsrsrep  to  . 
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OFFICII^ 


(ioa  (;amkoi^ma    st. 

%   N.W.  COR.  OFKEARNY    ST 


SanKrancisco,  March  9l.h  1878 


"    RECORDED    AT  SACR  AM  ENTO  CAL  .<— ■■ 
BY  THE.    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE!   WASP. 


PAL0ON1     KEEPERS    ARE     PROHL- 
B1TED    PROM    SELLING     MORE  TH^N 
OKIE   DRINK  JK)  ftNY    CUSTOMER 


KAN WAS      B1U    . 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 
TERMS- 

CITY  SUBSCEIBEKS 
Thirtt-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(invariably  in  advance) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ...  -       $4.00 

Six  Months  -  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUBOPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  $5.00 

Six  Months       -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -         -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Countrt  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTEATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  G02 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,  "  602  Calif ornia  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  MARCH  9,  1878. 

All  jokes  on  h-1  are  called  in  until  further 
orders.  "We  are  sorry  for  this,  but  there  is 
no  h-lp  for  it. 


The  editor  who  does  not  say  that  he  pre- 
dicted a  wet  winter  last  October  is  either  op- 
pressively modest,  or  behind  the  times,  or 
both. 


Mr.  Hanna  has  introduced  a  bill  in  the  Le- 
gislature to  prohibit  saloon  keepers  from  sel- 
ling any  customer  more  than  one  drink  in 
every  two  hours.  This  law,  if  enacted,  will 
keep  the  inebriate  swinging  round  the  circle, 
and  serve  to  distribute  the  patronage  'of  the 
individual  among  as  many  saloons  as  he 
wants  drinks.  This  is  a  profoundly  wise  law, 
worthy  of  the  average  California  legislator. 


The  passage  of  the  Silver  Bill  over  the 
President's  veto  is  very  humiliating  to  the 
"influential  journals"  of  the  East.  Nearly 
all  the  leading  newspapers  on  the  Atlantic 
slope  opposed  the  Silver  Bill  from  the  out- 
set. So  far  as  public  opinion  is  represented 
by  the  Press,  it  was  antagonistic  to  the  re- 
monetization  of  silver  in  any  form,  and  yet 
the  measure  was  supported  by  more  than 
two-thirds  of  the  Senate  and  House  of  Re- 
presentatives. The  influence  of  the  Press  is 
potent  when  it  indicates  the  popular  senti- 
ment— when  it  contravenes  the  popular  will 
it  is  powerless  indeed. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration."] 

Uncle  Sam's  Farm  in  Danger. 

Advices  received  via  London  inform  us 
that  there  are  seventy  millions  of  people 
starving  in  the  northwest  provinces  of  China. 
The  London  Times  thinks  that  the  survivors 
of  the  famine  are  reasonably  certain  to  emi- 
grate to  the  United  States.  The  dearth  of 
food  in  the  famine- stricken  districts  is  mainly 
to  be  attributed  to  the  extraordinary  density 
of  the  population,  which,  of  course,  the  short 
crops  resultant  on  an  exceptionally  dry  year 
serve  to  intensify. 

Our  double-page  cartoon  in  this  week's 
Wasp  illustrates  the  effect  that  this  famine  is 
apt  to  have  on  the  United  States.  Our  ar- 
tist has  represented  the  possible  immigra- 
tion as  a  swarm  of  grasshoppers  driven  along 
by  the  inexorable  hand  of  Famine.  The  in- 
truders have  just  struck  Uncle  Sam's  Farm; 
and  that  old  gentleman,  armed  with  the 
House  Committee  Resolutions,  assisted  by  his 
hired  man,  the  California  Press,  is  striving  to 
stay  the  torrent  of  yellow  grasshoppers.  It 
seems  almost  impossible  for  them  to  succeed; 
and  it  is  certain  that  they  will  be  overcome 
by  the  invaders  unless  assistance  of  a  more 
substantial  kind  be  rendered.  There  is  no 
use  mincing  matters.  We  are  now  menaced 
with  the  most  formidable  invasion  in  history. 
Zenghis  Khan,  when  he  overran  eastern 
Europe,  devastated  empires;  but  the  destruc- 
tion was  not  so  complete  or  disastrous  as 
that  which  threatens  us  now.  It  is  time  that 
steps  were  taken  to  avert  this  danger,  unless, 
indeed,  we  are  content  to  supinely  await  the 
day  of  our  destruction  as  a  nation.  The  re- 
port adopted  by  the  House  Committee  de- 
fines the  situation,  and  if  Congress  acts  on 
the  suggestions  made  therein,  there  is  every 
reason  to  expect  relief. 


A  Noble  Charity. 
We  have  received  a  copy  of  the  Third  An- 
nual Report  of  The  Youths' Directory ,  an  in- 
stitution that  provides  employment,  tempora- 
ry food  and  shelter  for  friendless  boys.  It 
appears  from  this  document  that  4,128  lads 
were  provided  with  work  during  the  past 
year;  that  2,483  beds  were  furnished;  5,594 
free  meals  were  served;  and  that  the  total 
cost  of  all  this  work  was  $1392.  This  is  an 
extraordinary  showing  for  so  small  an  outlay, 
and  demonstrates  how  much  good  may  be  ac- 
complished at  slight  cost  if  due  diligence  and 
economy  be  observed.  The  Directory  is  sup- 
ported entirely  by  subscription;  but  it  is  the 
intention  of  the  management  to  apply  to  the 
Legislature  for  a  subsidy.  We  think  the  ob- 
ject a  worthy  one — on  the  showing  of  the 
Superintendent. 


Telegraphic. 
We  are  sensible  of  the  benefits  of  the  tele- 
graph. It  is  a  potent  engine  of  civilization. 
It  was  invented  by  a  European  man  who 
tried  it  on  a  frog's  legs,  to  the  supreme  dis- 
gust of  the  frog.  Mr.  Morse,  an  eminent 
Yankee,  had  something  to  do  with  its  intro- 
duction here;  and  Gamble  did  much  to  make 
the  institution  popular  on  the  Pacific  Coast. 
However,  we  do  not  propose  to  enter  into  the 


details  of  telegraphic  history.  It  is  as  un- 
necessary as  it  would  be  ungracious  to  ask 
our  readers  to  peruse  dry  facts  that  are  pa- 
tent to  every  school-boy. 

That  grand  galaxy  of  great  minds,  the  As- 
sociated Press,  shall  be  our  theme.  We  are 
conscious  of  our  own  littleness,  when  we  con- 
template the  extraordinary  achievements  of 
that  wonderful  combination  of  intellect  and 
wire.  The  Wasp  humbles  itself  before  it. 
We  have  hitherto  had  no  telegraphic  facili- 
ties. The  jealousy  that  prevails  between 
great  men  and  great  minds,  as  well  as  be- 
tween great  journals,  has  operated  to  exclude 
us  from  the  electric  fraternity.  The  news — 
gatherers  at  the  East  send  the  freshest  and 
most  interesting  intelligence  that  can  be  pro- 
cured for  love  or  mone}-;  and  we  are  sorry 
that  circumstances  over  which  we  have  no 
control  do  not  allow  us  to  serve  up  the  same 
spicy  dish  of  news  and  gossip  to  our  readers. 
For  instance,  with  what  profound  interest 
does  the  reader  scan  such  a  dispatch  as  the 
following,  coming  as  it  does  from  afar  off: 

Akron,  O.,  March  7. — John  Smith,  an  old 
and  respected  inhabitant  of  this  city,  while 
walking  to  the  depot  to-day,  fell  down  and 
shattered  his  meerschaum  pipe.  The  event 
has  created  great  consternation  here. 

Of  course  everybody  will  sympathize  with 
Mr.  Smith,  and  no  one  will  be  bold  enough 
to  say  that  such  things  are  scarcely  worth  te- 
legraphing across  the  continent. 

How  the  people  yearn  to  read  such  intelli- 
gence as  the  following : 

New  Yoke,  March  8. — The  stepson  of 
Charles  O'Connor  is  dead. 

What  intense  interest  the  people  of  the 
Pacific  Coast  take  in  the  fortunes  of  Charles 
O'Connor's  stepson.  His  death  will  cause 
many  a  bold  Californian  to  shudder.  The 
manner  of  his  taking  off  may  have  been 
croup,  or  measles,  or  scarletina;  but  no  mat- 
ter what,  it  is  none  the  less  deplorable. 

With  what  a  delirium  of  expectation  do 
the  public  await  such  intelligence  as  this : 

Hickman,  Ky.,  March  9. — A  negro  was 
crossing  the  river  in  a  dugout  this  morning 
when  the  Belle  Lee  was  backing  out  from 
the  landing.  The  waves  caused  by  the 
steamers  paddles  upset  the  dugout,  and  Ken- 
tucky mourns  another  of  her  favorite  sons. 
The  body  has  not  yet  been  recovered. 

With  what  intensity  of  interest  does  the 
public  receive  such  intelligence  as  that  con- 
veyed in  the  following  lines,  telegraphed 
over  a  distance  of  nearly  three  thousand 
miles  regardless  of  expense : 

Louisville,  Ky.,  March  6. — While  James 
Jones,  a  stevedore  employed  on  the  Cincin- 
nati mail  boats,  was  going  home  last  night, 
he  collided  with  a  Portland  Avenue  car.  It 
is  currently  reported  that  he  was  oppressed 
with  a  load  of  Cincinnati  lightning.  The  af- 
fair has  caused  a  deep  sensation  here. 

It  is  mortifying  to  the  average  San  Fran- 
cisco reader  to  have  to  admit  that  he  never 
heard  of  Mr.  Jones,  and  that  he  must  plead 
ignorance  as  to  the  locality  of  Portland  Ave- 
nue and  the  precise  place  where  the  Cincin- 
nati mail  boats  land.  But  when  he  is  as- 
sured that  "the  affair  has  caused  a  deep  sen- 
sation here,"  he  will  naturally  become  recon- 
ciled. It  is  intelligence  of  this  nature  that 
enlivens  those  papers  that  possess  intelli- 
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gence  and  enterprise  enough  to  procure  it. 
The  people  of  San  Francisco  would  rest  un- 
easily in  their  beds,  until  all  doubts  con- 
cerning the  career  of  the  illustrious  Jones 
and  the  no  less  renowned  negro  of  Hickman 
be  entirely  removed. 

The  man  who  collects  the  details  of  such 
stirring  events  at  the  East,  and  telegraphs 
them  to  an  anxious  public  in  San  Francisco 
should  be  awarded  a  place  among  the  ge- 
uiuses  of  the  age  and  his  name  inscribed  on 
the  scroll  of  fame.  When  the  time  comes  it 
shall  be  so  inscribed.  As  we  said  before, 
the  Wasp  does  not  enjoy  these  extraordinary 
telegraphic  facilities,  and  hence  we  are  left 
in  the  profoundest  ignorance  concerning  the 
domestic  fortunes  of  hundreds  of  Eastern 
people,  until  we  see  them  set  forth  in  the 
columns  of  the  daily  papers. 


|  See  Illustration.] 

The  Guardian  of  the  Peace. 

The  various  bills  introduced  in  the  Legis- 
lature for  the  increase  and  rehabilitation  of 
the  Police  force  of  San  Francisco  have  cre- 
ated a  good  deal  of  interest  and  directed 
public  attention  to  one  of  the  most  important 
departments  of  our  city  government. 

It  is  universally  conceded  that  the  person- 
nel and  morale  of  the  Police  are  by  no  means 
perfect.  Our  artist  has  illustrated  on  page 
512  a  few  of  the  idiosyncracies  of  the  peace 
conservators.  The  first  is  the  saloon  ordin- 
ance which  prohibits  females  from  being 
present  in  barrooms  between  the  hours  of 
six  in  the  evening  and  six  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  A  policeman  is  represented  in  the 
act  of  receiving  a  douceur  from  a  woman. 
She  will  not  be  molested,  the  money  easing 
whatever  qualms  of  conscience  the  guardian 
of  the  peace  may  possess  at  not  carrying  out 
the  provisions  of  the  ordinance,  as  required 
by  law,  and  expected  by  the  people.  In  the 
next  sketch,  the  cyprian  is  impecunious,  and 
is  summarily  hauled  in  by  the  virtnous 
officer. 

"At  the  Headquarters"  is  a  sketch  of  the 
scene  at  the  City  Hall,  where  a  score  or  two 
of  officers  are  usually -to  be  found  lounging 
on  the  benches. 

Escorting  handsome  ladies  across  Kearny 
street  is  one  of  the  bright  spots 
the  San  Francisco  officer's  existence.  The 
scene  is  aptly  illustrated  in  the  centre  sketch 
on  the  page.  Some  of  the  best  looking  men 
on  the  force  are  employed  in  the  vestibules 
of  the  various  theatres,  though  why  the  pub- 
lic should  be  taxed  to  provide  doorkeepers 
for  places  of  amusement  is  one  of  the  mys- 
teries peculiar  to  Police  management  and 
superintendence. 

The  Cubic  Air  Law,  as  well  as  other  enact- 
ments, is  continually  violated  with  impunity. 
If  the  heathens  possess  the  requisite  lucre  to 
grease  the  palm  of  the  faithful  public  ser- 
vant, they  may  pack  themselves  as  tight  as 
sardines  in  a  box,  but  if  they  are  unable  to 
"see"  the  officer  they  stand  a  fair  chance  to 
make  the  acquaintance  of  the  City  Prison 
sweat  box. 

"Last  scene  of  all"  on  the  page  is  the  fate 
of  the  backsliding  Blue  Kibbon  man  who  is 


being    hustled    to    the  donjon  keep   by   an 
athletic  officer. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  measures  now 
before  the  Legislature  will  have  the  effect  of 
improving  and  purifying  the  Police  Depart- 
ment. No  other  community  in  the  world 
would  stand  such  startling  abuses  in  Police 
management.     It  is  a  disgrace  to  the  city. 


A    REPLY. 
Milpitas,  March  6,  1878. 
Editor  Wasp. — Sir: 

I  have  read  your  dissertation 

On  that  wondrous  High  Old  Water, 

And  I  did  not  think  you  solid, 

When  you  took  to  task  the  preachers 

For  their  rashness  in  requiring 

That  the  Lord  should  send  a  deluge 

On  the  State  of  California. 

Now  this  muddy  inundation 

Was  not  caused  by  preachers'  pleadings; 

For  you  know  as  well  as  I  do 

That  the  changeless  laws  of  Nature 

Operate  the  same  as  ever, 

That  no  parson  can  affect  them, 

Any  more  than  you  or  I  could. 

Therefore  all  your  verse  was  futile, 

You  were  wrong  to  blame  the  preachers. 

Yet  I  think  that  your  opinion 

With  regard  to  High  Old  Water, 

When  you  say  it  is  a  blessing, 

(Much  disguised,  I  freely  grant  it, ) 

That  will  well  offset  the  damage 

Which  it  caused  this  weary  winter, 

Is  correct.     I  give  you  credit. 

All  the  sense  I  can  discover 

In  your  verse  is  just  as  follows: 

"Copious  rains  have  been  refreshing 

To  the  dry  and  thirsty  valleys, 

Giving  promise  of  a  harvest 

That  shall  far  outweigh  the  damage 

Caused  by  floods  and  inundations 

To  the  substance  of  the  Granger, 

Or  the  herds  of  sheep  and  cattle, 

That  have  perished  this  damp  winter. 

When  the  waters  have  subsided, 

Then  the  farmers  will  discover 

That  the  damage  has  been  trivial, 

And  that  when  they  reap  next  Summer, 

Heavy  crops  of  all  the  cereals 

Will  repay  them  for  the  losses 

They've  sustained  through   High  Old  Water." 

All  the  balance  of  your  poem 

Is  a  piece  of  utter  nonsense. 

If  the  Wasp  can  do  no  better — 

Though  I  grant  that  it  was  clever — 

Then  I  think  you  should  abandon 

All  idea  of  writing  verses. 

Though  you  followed  Hiawatha 

Very  close,  with  ample  cunning, 

There  was  really  nothing  in  it. 

You  must  stop  from  writing  verses, 

You  must  take  some  High  Old  Water. 

Don't  be  angry  for  this  poem, 

What  I  say  is  merely  funning 

Here  I  put  my  patronymic, 

Your  obliged  and  humble  servant, 

Henby  Potdkas  B.  Maxwelton. 
There  is  a  warrant  out  for  Maxwelton.     It 

is   supposed   that  he  is  escaped  from  Napa. 

Ed.  Wasp.] 


The  churches  still  continue  the  good  work 
of  feeding  the  hungry  at  the  mid-day  lunch 
tables.  We  are  requested  to  state  that  dona- 
tions of  clothing,  food,  etc.,  will  be  thank- 
fully received  by  the  various  church  societies, 
as  the  supplies  of  these  necessaries  are  rapidly 
becoming  exhausted. 


No  Hell— Too  Thin. 

The  Arizona  Citizen  has  the  following  in 
relation  to  a  cartoon  published  in  the  Wasp 
a  short  time  since: 

"The  south  wall  of  Ike  Citizen  office  is  re- 
lieved by  a  graphic  picture  which  is  referred 
to  in  the  Colton  Semi-Tropic  in  the  following 
classic  language: 

'Las'  week's  Wasp  had  a  cartoon  on  the 
last  page  that  shows  in  an  admirable  manner 
what  would  be  the  result  if  there  was  no  hell. 
On  the  left  side  of  the  picture  stands  His 
Satanic  Majesty,  paint-brush  in  hand,  paint- 
ing "to  let"  on  the  locked  and  barred  por- 
tal of  the  infernal  regions.  In  the  fore- 
ground is  a  long  procession  of  imps,  sorrow- 
fully marching  away,  for  their  occupation's 
gone.  Above  is  jolly  Saint  Peter  holding 
Heaven's  gate  wide  open,  and  a  motley  pro- 
cession of  thieves,  murderers,  Chinamen, 
and  criminals  of  every  hue  and  class  are 
passing  therein.  In  the  elegant  and  classic 
language  of  the  day  there  being  no  hell  is 
'too  thin,'  as  some  of  the  "no  hell"  advo- 
cates will  undoubtedly  find  out  in  the  sweet 
bye  and  bye.'  " 

The  Citizen  takes  a  serious  view  of  the 
matter  and  says  that  Beecher's  theory  is 
"neither  dignified,  beautiful  nor  resonable; 
good  people  do  not  wish  to  believe  it,  and 
the  wicked  dare  not."  The  ideas  of  the  Wasp 
on  this  head  are  hardly  of  as  much  import- 
ance as  our  opinions  on  other  topics — our 
theological  education  being  scarcely  up  to 
modern  standard.  Still  we  are  glad  to  see 
our  contemporaries  so  interested  in  the  sub- 
ject. Probably  the  opinions  of  the  average 
editor  are  as  valuable  as  the  opinions  of  the 
average  theologian. 


A  Reasonable  Request. 


Old  Gentleman. — "Waiter,  I  am  opposed 
to  any  hirsute  adornments  in  this  oleaginous 
condiment.  I  rather  have  my  butter  bald- 
headed." 

Waiter. — "Tessir,  like  yourself,  sir.  In  a 
minute,  sir." 

Old  gent  subsides. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,   $4  a  year.     35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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POPULAE     SOl^aS     ILLTJSTEATED. 


Marching  Through  Georgia. 


"We  Parted  by  the  River  Side. 


Hark!    I  hear  the  Angels  Sing. 


In  the  Sweet  Bye  and  Bye,  we  shall  meet 
on  that  Beautiful  Shore. 


I'm  Lonely  since  my  Mother  died. 


Pretty  as  a  Picture. 
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The  machinery  of  the  city  government  is 
stopped.  MeCoppin  did  it  with  his  little 
Bill. 

There  is  about  $160,000,000  of  specie  in 
the  United  States.  The  newspaper  men  have 
most  of  it — to  get. 

Mb.  Anderson  has  introduced  a  bill  in  the 
Legislature  to  perfect  the  system  of  sewer- 
age for  San  Francisco.  It  will  be  news  to 
our  citizens  to  hear  that  we  have  a  "system 
of  sewerage"  to  perfect. 

Another  absconder  has  been  found.  Mr. 
G.  W.  Abbott  evacuated  San  Francisco  a 
few  weeks  ago  with  forty  thousand  dollars  of 
other  people's  money.  He  was  arrested  at 
Acapulco,  and  is  now  en  route  to  this  city  on 
the  Granada.  Captain  Lees  has  added 
another  laurel  to  his  massive  brow  by  this 
affair. 

"We  are  not  aware  of  the  intentions  of 
Governor  Irwin  with  regard  to  the  Street 
Contractors'  bill,  which  recently  passed  the 
Legislature.  But  if  he  does  not  veto  it  there 
will  be  ugly  notions  current.  The  city  of 
San  Francisco  should  do  its  business  on 
business  principles,  like  a  private  individual. 
This  thing  of  pleading  the  Baby  Act  is  about 
played  out,  and  the  people  will  not  stand  it 
much  longer. 

The  inhabitants  of  Victoria,  B.  C,  were 
badly  exercised  the  other  day  by  the  arrival 
of  a  Eussian  man-ol'-war.  They  did  not 
know  whether  it  was  war  or  peace,  and  after 
mounting  all  their  available  artillery,  consist- 
ing of  three  mountain  howitzers  and  a  dozen 
shotguns,  it  was  discovered  that  the  blessed 
Angel  of  Peace  still  brooded  over  the  earth. 
Our  advices  from  Victoria  give  a  ludicrous 
account  of  the  consternation. 

Probably,  since  the  days  of  the  Prodigal 
Son  there  have  been  no  more  liberal  people 
in  the  world  than  the  average  Eastern  adver- 
tisers. They  overcome  you  with  their  boun- 
ty. They  send  a  column  or  two,  and  fix  the 
terms  themselves — always  with  the  munifi- 
cence of  a  prince.  They  grudge  no  money, 
so  long  as  they  are  assured  of  publicity. 
They  are  profuse  in  their  gifts,  and  extrava- 
gant in  their  outlay.  If  ever  there  were 
thriftless  people  in  the  world  these  Eastern 
advertisers  are.  Free  and  open-hearted  as 
they  undoubtedly  are,  they  are  unthought- 
ful.  They  neglect  to  send  any  legal  tenders 
with  their  advertisements,  and,  though  the 
Wasp  is  fully  conscious  of  the  honor  con- 
ferred in  selecting  us  as  the  medium  for  pub- 
licity, we  are  compelled  by  the  cold  exigen- 
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cies   of   the   case   to  decline.     Perhaps   this 
little  notice  will  serve  its  purpose. 

The  sympathy  expressed  by  certain  of  our 
local  journals  for  Mr.  Duncan  is  very  affect- 
ing. It  is  now  urged  that  the  arch  fraud  is 
old  and  ailing,  and  that  the  people  and  the 
papers  have  been  too  hard  on  him.  The  idea, 
as  we  understand  it,  is  to  stave  off  justice  as 
long  as  possible,  so  that  when  the  case  comes 
to  a  trial,  the  events  will  have  flitted  from 
the  popular  memory.  If  postponements  can 
be  effected,  Mr.  Duncan  will  probably  be 
tried  about  two  years  hence,  and  everybody 
may  imagine  what  the  result  of  such  a  trial 
will  be.  There  are  now  about  twenty-five 
hundred  people  pecuniarily  interested  in 
Duncan's  trial.  These  are  the  depositors  in 
the  rotten  concern.  They  will  not  be  cheated 
out  of  justice,  as  they  were  out  of  their  hard- 
earned  savings.  Duncan  has  been  airing  his 
grievances  before  the  public  through  the  me- 
dium of  the  daily  papers.  According  to  his 
showing  he  is  out  and  injured.  This  is  all 
very  well,  but  it  is  eminently  unsatisfactory. 
What  the  depositors  demand,  what  the  pub- 
lic insist  on,  is  that  Mr.  J.  C.  Duncan  be 
brought  to  a  speedy  account  for  his  misdeeds. 
After  all  the  time  and  money  and  trouble 
that  has  been  spent  for  his  arrest,  there  is 
now  more  than  a  possibility  that  Duncan  will 
walk  forth  from  the  dock  a  free  man.  We 
warn  the  authorities  that  no  trifling  will  be 
accepted  by  the  people  in  this  case.  Let 
Duncan  have  a  fair  trial  by  all  means.  If  he 
be  innocent  let  him  have  a  chance  to  prove 
it.     But  let  him  be  brought  to  judgment. 


The  Aurora  Borealis. 
An  Oregon  correspondent  sends  us  the  fol- 
lowing description  of  an  Aurora  Borealis: 
"Last  evening,  as  it  grew  dark,  an  Aurora 
Borealis,  of  uncommon  beauty  and  bright- 
ness, made  its  appearance  in  the  heavens. 
It  was  thought  at  first,  by  most  spectators, 
to  be  the  reflection  of  a  fire  from  clouds  in 
the  sky,  such  was  the  ruddiness  of  its  hue, 
and  such  the  strong  glow  which  it  shed  upon 
the  houses  and  into  the  streets.  It  was  ob- 
served, however,  that  the  light  did  not  ap- 
pear to  be  stationary,  but  shifted  to  differ- 
ent parts  of  the  heavens,  and  at  length  was 
seen  to  form  long,  unequal  streams,  or  trains, 
diverging  from  a  common  centre  in  the 
zenith.  These  were  mostly  of  a  beautiful 
crimson,  as  rich  as  that  of  the  finest  sunset, 
and  they  illuminated  the  city  with  a  bright- 
ness like  that  of  a  conflagration.  Intermixed 
with  these  ruddy  streaks,  were  others  of  a 
white  color,  like  rays  of  moonlight  which  had 
lost  their  way,  and  became  strangely  mingled 
and  confused  with  the  rose-colored  radiance. 
The  meteor  in  some  places  took  the  shape  of 
luminous  clouds,  and  in  others  that  of  long 
beams  of  light  reaching  from  the  cope  of 
heaven  to  the  horizon.  The  crimson  color 
had  nearly  passed  away  between  eight  and 
nine  o'clock,  and  l°ft  the  sky  flushed  with  the 
usual  white  light  o  the  Aurora  Borealis.  It 
afterward  returned,  however,  in  a  manner 
even  more  remarkable  than  at  first.  Between 
ten  and  eleven  o'clock,  the  principal  streams 
of  light  assumed  a  park  blood-red  color,  and 


being  irregularly  intermingled  with  streaks 
of  white  light,  all  proceeding  apparently 
from  a  centre  overhead,  had  a  fearful  appear- 
ance. In  a  superstitious  age,  and  with  some 
help  of  the  imagination,  the  spectator  might 
have  imagined  that  he  saw  in  the  heavens  a 
conflagration  of  cities,  and  pools  of  blood, 
and  the  lances  of  warring  armies.  At  one 
time,  the  lower  part  of  the  sky,  a  little  above 
the  horizon,  was  set  with  a  row  of  the  whiter 
lights,  which  looked  like  lamps  streaming 
upward  in  a  thick  atmosphere,  as  if  placed 
there  to  light  the  aerial  armies  to  the  com- 
bat. The  sky  was  cloudless,  but  the  light  of 
the  stars  was  entirely  quenched  in  that  of  the 
meteor,  which  even  predominated  over  that 
of  the  moon,  and  threw  a  rich  glow  on  the 
snow  in  the  streets  and  on  the  house  tops. 
The  evening  was  Btill  and  fine,  the  streets 
were  full  of  sleighs,  and  hundreds  of  people 
witnessed  the  phenomena." 


WHERE  ? 

Where  is  the  queenly  ship, 

That  in  her  beauty  flew 
Over  the  harbor's  emerald  waves 

To  her  home,  the  deep  blue  ? 
Like  a  bride  she  bounded  fortn, 

With  music  and  with  glee; 
Proud  were  the  men  that  guided  her 

To  combat  with  the  sea. 

Can  her  high  pride  be  tamed  ? 

Where  are  her  streamers  gone  ? 
Doth  she  lie  where  the  south  breeze  can- 
not reach, 

Nor  the  storm  wind's  awful  tone  ? 
Where  is  the  queenly  ship, 

With  her  crew  of  gallant  men  ? 
Are  they  in  silence  laid  to  sleep, 

But  once  to  rise  again  ? 

Or  is  she  bounding  on 

As  on  that  parting  day; 
When  gallantly  she  sailed  away 

From  San  Francisco  Bay  ? 
O !  there  were  hearts  within  her. 

That  warmly  beat  for  me 
But  their  God  and  mine  holds  in  his  palm 

Their  enemy,  the  sea. 

M.  J.  F. 
San  Francisco,  March  5,  1878. 


MY    LIFE. 

My  life  is  like  the  summer  rose, 

That  opens  to  the  morning  sky; 
But  ere  the  shades  of  evening  close, 
Is  scattered  on  the  ground  to  die. 
But  on  that  rose's  humble  bed 
The  sweetest  dews  of  night  are  shed, 
As  if  it  wept  such  waste  to  see, 
But  none  shall  weep  a  tear  for  me ! 

My  life  is  like  the  autumn  leaf, 

That  trembles  in  the  moon's  pale  ray; 
Its  hold  is  frail — its  date  is  brief — 
Restless,  and  soon  to  pass  away; 
Yet  ere  that  leaf  shall  fall  or  fade, 
The  parent  tree  Bhall  mourn  its  shade — 
The  winds  bewail  the  leafless  tree, 
But  none  shall  breathe  a  sigh  for  me ! 

My  life  is  like  the  prints  which  feet 

Have  left  on  Tampa's  desert  strand 
Soon  as  the  rising  tide  shall  beat, 

All  trace  will  vanish  from  the  sand. 
Yet,  as  if  grieving  to  efface 
All  vestige  of  the  human  race, 
On  that  lone  shore  loud  mourns  the  sea, 
But  none,  alas!  shall  mourn  for  me! 
San  Francisco,  March  6,  1878.  W.  F. 
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ADA'S  FORTUNE. 


A  Tale  of  the  Times. 


OK  the  evening  of  the  3d  of  March  last, 
it  nine  o'clock,  it  was  raining  cats  and  dogs 
on  Barnes  Common.  A  gentleman  who  had 
been  taking  tea  in  a  small  villa  of  the  neighborhood, 
had  his  umbrella  blown  inside  ont  as  he  emerged  into 
the  road  on  his  way  home.  The  voice  of  a  sympa- 
thizing maid-servant  called  to  him  from  the  doorway, 
suggesting  that  he  should  run  and  fetch  a  cab;  but 
he  considerately  answered  that  if  a  cab  were  pro- 
curable he  could  find  it  for  himself — which  was  said, 
however,  in  a  tone  implying  that  a  cab  on  Barnes 
Common  at  such  an  hour  and  such  a  night  was  a 
thing  the  stranger  did  not  in  the  least  expect  to  meet. 
He  was,  therefore  as  much  surprised  as  delighted 
when,  before  stepping  into  his  twelfth  puddle,  he 
descried  an  undoubted  growler  jogging  along,  with 
horse  and  driver  both  in  a  resigned  state  of  satura- 
ration.  A  score  of  yards  separated  him  from  this 
cheering  sight;  he  halooed,  ran  forward,  and  had 
just  ordered  the  man  to  drive  him  to  St.  James's 
Street,  when  a  buxom  lady  of  fifty  and  a  younger  one, 
apparently  her  daughter,  who  were  both  struggling 
with  their  umbrellas,  as  he  had  just  been  doing,  ar- 
rived panting  on  the  scene,  and  exclaimed  in  dismay 
at  finding  this  solitary  cab  already  engaged.  As 
though  the  disappointment  were  too  much  for  the 
elderly  lady's  fortitude,  she  lowered  her  umbrella, 
and  allowed  the  rain  to  shower  as  it  listed  on  her  de- 
jected face  and  the  two  sausage  curls  that  flanked  it. 

"Oh,  dear,  dear,"  said  she,  wretchedly. 

The  stranger  was  not  of  an  age  to  hear  any  lady 
sigh,  "Oh,  dear,  dear,"  unmoved.  He  was  young 
and  well-dressed.  You  could  tell  by  his  manner 
that  his  anxiety  to  escape  a  soaking  was  prompted 
by  a  sense  of  the  physical  discomfort  of  rain  rather 
than  by  any  parsimonious  regard  for  his  coat  and 
boots.  Lifting  his  hat,  he  at  once  imparted  comfort 
to  the  mourners,  and  stamped  himself  as  a  person  of 
high  breeding. 

"Pray  take  the  cab,"  he  said.  "I  will  only  beg 
your  leave  to. sit  on  the  box  until  we  come  across  a 
hansom  or  something,"  and  he  assisted  both  ladies 
to  step  into  the  vehicle  before  it  could  occur  to  them 
to  say  Yea  or  Nay. 

He  was  not  allowed  to  ride  on  the  box,  however. 
The  elderly  lady  naturally  insisted  on  his  getting 
in  with  them.  They  were  going  to  Fulham,  said  she, 
which  was  not  far.  If  he  would  deposit  them  at 
their  door,  he  could  pursue  the  rest  of  his  way  alone; 
and  like  a  person,  who  is  particular  in  money  mat- 
ters, she  added  that  she  would  pay  her  share  of  the 
fare.  By  this  time,  the  cab  having  started,  the  riot 
of  its  springs  rendered  speech  inaudible;  but  the 
matron,  desirious  of  proving  her  gratitude,  screamed 
that  she  was  much  obliged  for  what  the  stranger  had 
done,  for  she  would  have  caught  her  death  of  cold  in 
that  wetting.  He  bawled  back  that  he  was  most 
happy,  and  so  forth. 

"Our  name  is  Twilles,"  proceeded  the  old  lady, 
yelling,  "and  I  do  hope  you'll  come  in  for  a  moment 
to  take  a  glass  of  sherry  or  a  cup  of  tea,  to  warm 
you." 

"Every  day  this  entire  nter,"  he  shouted  in 
answer,  thinking  she  had  poken  of  the  long-con- 
tinued rains. 

"And  a  cigar  with  it,  if  you  like,  for  Mr.  Twilles  is 
a  great  smoke(  'retorted  the  said  lady,  still  intent 
upon  hospitality  till  her  daughter,  whom  the  occa- 
sional flashes  of  the  roadside  gaslamps  showed  to  be 
a  pretty  girl  of  eighteen  or  so — nudged  her  mother 
with  a  smile,  and  whispered  that  she  and  the  gentle- 
man were  playing  at  cross  purposes.  The  invitation, 
then  renewed  with  louder  vociferation,  was  declined 
on  the  ground  of  a  late  appointment,  and  soon  after- 
wards the  cab  stopped  at  a  pretty  detached  house, 
with  a  garden  in  front.     The   old  lady  honestly  re- 


mitted to  her  unknown  fellow-passenger  a  two-shil- 
ling piece.  He  helped  her  and  her  daughter  to 
alight,  made  them  both  a  bow,  and  there  his  adven- 
ture with  them  would  have  ended,  if,  an  hour  later, 
on  arriving  at  his  club,  he  had  not  found  on  the 
cushion  of  the  seat  which  the  younger  lady  had  oc- 
cupied a  small  gold  bracelet,  with  the  name  of  "Ada" 
encrusted  on  it  in  turqoises. 

The  finder  of  this  trinket  was  a  young  and  nearly 
ruined  baronet,  Sir  Charles  Aylmer.  A  good-looking 
fellow,  too  blithe-tempered  to  reckon  the  cost  of 
pleasure,  or  to  stickle  about  the  company  in  which 
he  sought  it,  he  left  a  handsome  fortune  on  the  turf 
without  losing  his  reputation  along  with  it.  He  pos- 
sessed certain  domestic  proclivities  which  had  sur- 
vived his  acquired  tendency  towards  dissipation. 
Thus  his  visit  to  Barnes  had  been  for  the  purpose  of 
seeing  an  old  nurse  who  had  been  pensioned  by  his 
family,  and  whom  he  went  to  take  tea  with  once 
regularly  every  quarter.  Modest  as  these  entertain- 
ments were,  he  rather  looked  forward  to  and  enjoyed 
them,  for  nature  had  made  him,  like  other  pigeons, 
to  live  in  a  dove-cot,  not  to  fly  in  the  company  of 
rooks.  However,  Charley  Aylmer  rather  shirked  the 
idea  of  a  visit  to  Fulham  to  renew  an  acquaintance- 
ship witn  people  who  were  evidently  not  of  his  set, 
and  it  is  probable  that  he  would  have  simply  sent 
back  the  bracelet  by  his  servant,  with  a  note,  if  the 
following  day  had  not  been  Sunday — that  is,  of  all 
days,*  the  one  which  he  found  most  difficult  to  spend. 
To  tell  the  truth,  he  was  also  a  little  curious  to  see 
whether  the  girl  of  eighteen  was  as  pretty  as  she  had 
seemed  to  his  indistinct  scrutiny  in  the  cab. 

He  consequently  went  to  Fulham,  arriving  just  as 
Mrs.  Twilles  and  her  daughter  were  returning  from 
church,  with  highly  gilt  prayer-bosks  in  their  hands, 
and  he  was  greeted  like  one  who  is  expected.  Ada 
had  missed  her  bracelet,  and  was  afraid  she  had 
dropped  it  in  the  road,  which  distressed  her,  for  it 
was  a  keepsake.  Blushing  slightly,  the  young  lady 
echoed  her  mother's  thanks,  and  appeared  to  the 
baronet  a  very  comely  girl,  indeed,  quite  gay,  and 
sensible,  too,  with  no  missish  awkwardness,  but 
sparkling  blue  eyes  that  looked  you  softly  in  the 
face,  and  a  complexion  which  bloomed  like  the  Spring 
of  which  poets  wrote,  before  the  days  when  peren- 
nial rains  soaked  the  land.  Sir  Charles  had  just 
handed  his  card  to  the  maid-servant  when  the  ladies 
debouched  round  the  corner  of  the  road,  and,  as 
soon  as  Mrs.  Twilles  had  read  the  name  upon  it, 
she  evinced  her  middle-class  appreciation  of  aristo- 
cratical  prefixes  by  coloring  to  the  cheek-bones,  and 
earnestly  entreating  the  baronet  to  luncheon.  To 
have  refused  an  invitation  so  cordially  tendered 
would  have  been  a  discourteous  act  not  in  keeping 
with  Charles  Aylmer's  character.  He  accepted  with- 
out fuss.  Miss  Ada  seemed  pleased,  and  the  guest 
would  have  been  pleased  also  if  good  Mrs.  Twilles 
had  not  begun  "Sir  Charlesing"  him  at  every  phrase, 
and  apologising  for  a  number  of  things  which  called 
for  no  apology,  as,  for  instance,  the  simplicity  of  her 
bill  of  fare,  the  plainness  of  her  furniture,  and  the 
absence  of  Mr.  Twilles,  who  had  gone  to  spend  the 
day  with  a  friend  at  Putney.  All  this  did  not  pre- 
vent the  luncheon  from  being  an  excellent  dinner  of 
joint  and  apple  pie,  and  the  baronet  missed  the 
truant  Twilles  but  little.  Besides  Ada  and  her 
mother,  the  family  circles  included  three  small 
cousins — one  boy  and  two  girls — who  giggled  much 
and  ate  largely. 

Who  Mr.  Twilles  was  did  not  transpire  during  the 
banquet,  nor  did  Aylmer  trouble  himself  upon  the 
point,  seeing  that  Miss  Ada's  accomplishments  would 
have  fitted  her  to  grace  any  social  circle,  even  the 
highest.  He  was  fairly  captivated,  and  had  not  worldly 
wisdom  enough  to  conceal  it.  Though  the  amuse- 
ments of  the  day  were  restricted  to  conversation,  the 
piano  remaining  closed,  and  the  garden  untreadable 
by  reason  of  the  usual  downpour,  Ada  was  drawn 
into  showing  that  she  could  talk  on  most  subjects 
cleverly,  without  forwardness,  and  that  she  possessed 
sensibility  without  affectation — rare  gifts.  She  was, 
in  fact,  quite  a  pearl  of  price,  this  winsome,  rosy 
daughter  of  Mrs.  Twilles;  so  that,  before  Sir  Charles 
took  his  leave,  he  had  made  plans  for  keeping  up  an 


acquaintanceship  which  promised  him  some  agree- 
able hours  in  the  Summer,  when  river-side  Fulham 
is  a  pleasant  district  to  visit  on  a  steam  launch, 
whether  to  lunch  on  sloping  garden  lawns,  or  to 
saunter,  flirting,  in  shady  alleys,  full  of  the  scent  of 
roses  and  pinks.  Mrs.  Twilles  invited  her  guest  to 
dinner  on  the  following  Thursday,  to  meet  Mr. 
Twilles;  he  on  his  side  invited  a  friend  who  was  in 
the  habit  of  giving  him  boxes  fur  the  play  (Ada  had 
mentioned  that  she  delighted  in  theatres),  and  begged 
permission  to  send  a  box  promised  him  for  the 
Gaiety  on  Tuesday. 

"When  a  man  of  thirty  has  never  been  seriously  in 
love,  the  first  attack  of  the  tender  passion  is  likely  to 
be  a  very  sudden  and  severe  one.  Sir  Charles^Aylmer 
had  no  idea  that  he  was  in  love  with  Ada,  but  he 
thought  of  her  all  that  night  and  the  following  day, 
and  grew  dismal  lest  she  should  learn  that  he  had 
frittered  away  his  money  on  horses'  legs,  and  should 
think  meanly  of  him  for  his  folly.  On  the  Tuesday 
he  went  into  the  city  on  business  with  bis  stock- 
broker, and  having  torn  one  of  his  gloves  in  alighting 
from  his  hansom,  turned  into  a  shop  near  the  Ex- 
change to  buy  a  new  pair.  His  amazement  may  be 
conceived  when  behind  the  connter  he  saw  Ada  and 
her  mother  quietly  selling  shirt-collars  to  a  brace  of 
merchants'  clerks.  Over  the  glass  behind  them  were 
the  abominable  "Twilles,  Hosier,"  in  staring  gilt 
letters. 

Mrs.  Twilles  turned  scarlet.  Ada  grew  pink,  and 
looked  sorry  that  Sir  Charles  should  appear  so  stupe- 
fied. He  recovered  himself,  however,  laughed  at 
the  unexpected  meeting,  bought  his  pair  of  gloves, 
and  reminding  Ada  that  he  hoped  to  meet  her  at  the 
Gaiety  that  evening  (the  box  having  been  sent  to 
Fulham  over-night),  walked  out  more  foolish  than 
he  had  ever  felt  in  seeing  book-makers  button  their 
pockets  over  thousands  of  his  money.  He  had  not 
gone  a  dozen  steps  down  Cornhill  before  he  heard  a 
breathless  voice  behind  him,  crying: 

"Hi!"  and  he  was  accosted  by  a  plump  little  man, 
with  pepper-and-salt  whiskers  and  shiny  blue  eyes, 
who,  thrusting  a  cool,  dry  hand  into  his,  said,  "Sir 
Charles,  I'm  Mr.  Twilles,  and  delighted  to  see  you. 
You  dined  at  my  house  on  Sunday,  and  I'm  sorry  I 
wasn't  there.  What  do  you  say  to  a  chop  in  the 
restaurayig  across  the  way?  Come  along;  I  want  to 
have  some  talk  with  you." 

Mr.  Twilles  strode  rather  than  walked.  His  hands 
fidgeted  with  a  thick  gold  watch-guard  as  if  he  were 
in  tantrums  about  the  time,  and  he  darted  across  the 
road  among  the  omnibuses  and  cabs  as  though  he 
much  preferred  the  risk  of  being  knocked  down  and 
rnn  over  to  that  of  losing  an  instant.  Alymer  fol- 
lowed him  bewildered,  and  wondering  whither  all 
this  would  tend.  Expostulations  were  of  no  use,  for 
the  nimble  hosier  had  preceded  him.  He  darted  up 
the  stairs  of  the  restaurant,  caught  up  the  menoo,  as 
he  called  it,  ordered  a  luncheon  which  proved  his 
cognizance  of  the  science  of  eating,  and  included  a 
bottle  of  sparkling  hock,  well  iced:  then;  as  soon  as 
his  half-reluctant  guest  was  seated,  he  patted  him 
patronizingly  on  the  cuff,  and  said: 

'Now,  Sir  Charles,  just  listen;  do  you  think  my 
daughter  Ada  is  selling  gloves  in  that  shop  because 
she  couldn't  afford  to  ride  in  her  carriage  with  the 
best  of  'em?  Let  me  tell  you,  Ada  will  have  ten 
thousand  a  year  on  the  day  she  marries." 

'I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it — for  her  sake,"  rejoined 
the  baronet,  with  well-bred  composure. 

'My  name  is  Twilles  in  Cornhill,"  resumed  the 
hosier,  buttering  a  slice  of  his  roll,  and  eating  it  to 
make  the  time  pass;  /'but  I'm  Rigges  in  Picca- 
dilly, where  I  sell  Belgian  lace,  and  Chuckle- 
borough  in  Burlington  Arcade,  where  I  deal  in  Bir- 
mingham jewelry.  I  keep  a  pawnbroker's  shop  in 
the  Minories,  two  fish-stalls  in  Billingsgate,  and  a 
wine-vault  in  the  London  Docks.  What  do  you  say 
to  that?" 

'You're  a  lucky  man,  Mr.  Twilles,"  replied  Sir 
Charles,  to  his  astonishment. 

'So  I  am,"  replied  the  commercial  pluralist,  lifting 
a  prawn  from  a  cut-glass  saucerful  of  ice  and  crunch- 
ing it.  "But  I've  not  told  you  hah*  yet.  I'm  the 
Jones  who  advertises  the  Purgative  Bath  Buns.   I've 
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three  sinacks  employed  in  the  Pilchard  fishery,  and 
I  turn  out  boxes  of  sardines  us  good  as  those  the 
French  sell,  and  twice  as  cheap.  I  bought  up  ten 
thousand  acres  of  standing  corn  in  Southern  Russia 
last  harvest,  and  I've  got  a  contract  for  supplying 
the  Montenegrin  army  with  cork  helmets.  The  Pope 
sent  me  his  blessing  and  a  silver  cross,  though  I 
don't  hold  with  Popery,  because  I  rigged  out  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  pilgrim  monks  with  my  patent  monas- 
tic ulster  at  two  guineas  a  head,  or  sixty  shillings  for 
those  who  have  hair-linings,  because  they  are  doing 
penance.  I've  a  license  for  music  and  dancing  at  a 
public-house  of  mine  in  Holloway,  and  I'm  at  the 
head  of  the  Terra  de  los  Fievros  Emigration  Agency, 
bagging  thirty  shillings  apiece  for  every  emigrant 
who  likes  to  go  and  take  his  chance  out  there  against 
the  sun,'  the  snakes  and  the  mosquitoes." 

"See  what  is  to  have  several  strings  to  one's  bow," 
smiled  Aylmer,  who,  not  being  devoid  of  humor,  was 
growing  amused. 

"Several  strings,  you  call  it!  I  think  I  could  count 
a  hundred  of 'em  if  I  tried,"  replied  Mr.  Twilles, 
rapping  his  knife  on  the  table  to  accelerate  the 
waiter's  arrival  with  a  dish  of  cutlets;  "where  there's 
money  to  be  made,  I  make  it — just  mind  that.  I'm 
the  owner  of  a  proprietary  club;  I've  opened  a  meet- 
ing-house for  the  Salisbury  Plain  Shakers — admis- 
sion sixpence;  I've  inaugurated  three  rinks,  invented 
a  new  game  of  tennis  which  people  can  play  on  their 
house-tops  when  they  haven't  a  garden,  and  manu- 
factured the  new  'Tourist's  Boot,'  with  a  knife,  fork, 
and  spoon  in  one  foot,  a  tooth-brush  and  a  comb  in 
the  other,  and  looking-glasses  inside  both  soles, 
which  are  hollow.  Then  I'm  going  to  send  Messrs. 
Biggar  and  Parnell  about  the  country  to  give  a  course 
of  lectures  on  Parliamentary  tactics,  and  I've  started 
a  new  magazine  to  which  Mr.  Gladstone  will  contri- 
bute an  article  next  month." 

"Enough,  enough,"  broke  off  the  baronet,  laugh- 
ing, for  the  cutlets  had  now  been  served.  "I  see  you 
are  a  universal  benefactor,  Mr.  Twilles — but  what 
can  I  do  for  you?" 

"You  can  become  my  partner  by  marrying  my 
daughter,"  replied  Mr.  Twilles,  harpooning  a  cutlet. 
Sir  Charles  gave  a  slight  start  at  the  unceremonious 
proposal;  but  Mr.  Twilles,  whose  mouth  was  full, 
waved  his  hand  to  check  him  from  speaking.  "You 
go  on  eating,  Sir  Charles,  I  can  talk  and  eat  at  the 
same  time.  My  daughter  was  mighty  struck  with 
you  the  other  day,  and  her  mother  says  you  were  so 
too,  with  her — and  mothers  don't  make  mistakes  about 
those  things.  Now,  I  watched  you  to-day  when  you 
came  into  our  shop,  and  I  saw  you  wince,  theugh  you 
didn't  see  me,  because  I  was  in  the  back  shop  count- 
ing the  petty  cash.  Why  did  you  wince?  'Cause 
Ada  was  selling  gloves?  But  she  does  that  'cause  I 
choose  her  to  be  useful,  instead  of  wasting  her  time 
and  my  money.  If  she  were  married  she  wouldn't 
sell  gloves,  yon  see;  and  I'd  rub  out  that  name  of 
Twilles  over  the  door,  which  I  only  keep  there  be- 
cause the  Cornhill  shop  was  the  first  place  where  I 
Bet  up  in  business.  As  to  edoocation,  Ada  has  been 
brought  up  like  a  princess,  and  'ud  make  you  a  good 
wife,  whilst  her  money  would  just  come  in  nice  and 
handy  to  set  you  on  your  legs  again,  pecooniarily 
speaking. " 

"Who  told  you  I  was  off  my  legs,  Mr.  Twilles?" 
asked  Sir  Charles  Aylmer,  arching  his  eyebrows, 
with  more  good-humor  than  resentment  in  his   tone. 

"You're  ruined,  like  Pompeii,  Sir  Charles;  but 
that's  no  great  matter,  for  if  some  didn't  get  ruined 
others  wouldn't  get  rich,"  said  Mr.  Twilles,  smack- 
ing his  palate  with  his  tongue,  to  try  the  quality  of 
the  hock.  "Why,  lor' bless  you,"  added  he,  "there 
isn't  a  lord  or  baronet  whose  money  matters  I  don't 
know  something  of.  I've  even  got  some  of  your 
paper  in  my  hands,  and,  with  all  my  respects,  I'd 
exchange  it  for  Baring's  any  day.  If  I  offer  you  my 
daughter,  its  becos'  I  think  you  and  she  would  make 
a  neat  pair,  and  because  Mrs.  Twilles,  you  know, 
would  be  mighty  pleased  to  hear  Ada  called  your 
ladyship.  But,  of  course,  I  don't  expect  your 
answer  to-day.  Take  time  to  think  about  it,  and 
meanwhile  see  as  much  of  Ada  as  you  like.  If  I've 
seized  the  matrimonial  bull  by  the  horns  in  this  sum- 


mary fashion,  it's  merely  because  I  knew  that  you'd 
take  fright  and  leave  Ada  in  the  lurch,  if  you'd  sus- 
pect she  was  only  a  hosier's  child. 

"How  can  you  think  such  a  thing"  protested  the 
baronet,  amiably  bantering.  "All  honest  people,  and 
all  lovely  girls  especially,  belong  to  nature's 
nobility." 

"That's  true,  though  you  don't  quite  believe  it," 
said  Mr.  Twilles,  coolly.  "Now,  just  finish  yonr 
Stilton,  and  I'll  pay  the  bill.  We  shall  meet  at  the 
play  to-night,  and  you'll  dine  with  us  on  Thursday — 
that's  settled.  But  on  the  day  when  you  marry  Ada, 
you'll  step  into  ten  thousand  a  year,  which,  by-the- 
by,  may  surprise  her  more  than  it  will  you,  for  she 
has  no  idea  how  rich  she  is.  I  have  never  told  her, 
because  I  don't  like  girls  to  give  themselves  Aairs." 
Sir  Charles  Aylmer  laughed,  and  was  much  in- 
clined at  that  moment  to  treat  the  whole  thing  as  a 
good  joke;  but  two  months,  day  for  day,  after  this 
luncheon — having  in  the  meantime  visited  Fulham 
innumerable  times — Sir  Charles  proposed  to  Ada, 
and  was  happily  accepted.  On  the  afternoon  when 
this  auspicious  business  was  duly  settled,  Mr.  Twilles 
drew  his  future  son-in-law  aside  by  a  coat-button, 
and,  whipping  a  note-book  from  his  pocket,  said: 
Now  you're  engaged,  you'll  be  wanting  to  give  Ada 
a  lot  of  presents,  bookies,  and  such  like.  Just  buy 
'em  all  of  me.  I'll  sell  'em  you  cheaper  than  those 
fellows  in  Bond  Street.  Say  what  you  want  now; 
I'll  take  down  your  order." 

|"thk  end.  J 
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Contra. — No. 

Joseph. — Yes. 

M.  T. — Yes,  very  m.  t. 

Yosef. — You  know  how  it  is,  Yusef. 

Fked. — Excuse   us.      There   is  nothing  in 

it. 

George. — Your  manuscript  is  in  the  hands 
of  the  printer. 

Sacramento. — The  man  that  wrote  "High 
Old  Water"  in  last  week's  "Wasp  is  now  rusti- 
cating at  Milpitas.     Brain  fever! 

T.  J.  T. — Received.  Have  not  had  time 
to  examine  the  manuscript  yet.  Your  other 
queries  are  answered  by  mail. 

M.  N. — We  are  conscious  of  the  honor  you 
confer  on  us;  but  it  would  take  a  supplement 
of  sixteen  pages,  if  we  were  to  print  it. 

Fund. — Our  musical  education  has  been 
sadly  neglected.  We  don't  know  a  sharp 
from  a  flat;  nor  do  we  know  what  a  natural 
one  is.  It  grieves  us  to  expose  our  ignor- 
ance; but  truth  and  consistency  demand   it. 

Ward. — We  do  not  know  why  you  should 
so  sacrifice  yourself.  The  immolation  is  en- 
tirely unnecessary.  Bead  Lamb's  essays  for 
style,  and  search  your  brain  for  ideas. 
Your  manuscript  is  too  much  in  the  penny-a- 
line style. 


Faneuil. — The  manuscript  to  which  you 
refer  lias  not  been  received  at  this  office. 
Perhaps  if  you  make  inquiries  at  your  post 
ofiiee,  the  matter  can  be  explained.  The 
other  letter  was  returned  by  mail  more  than 
five  weeks  ago. 


Poe  Reciting  "The  Raven." 
Once  in  discussing  "The  Raven,"  Poe  ob- 
served that  he  had  never  heard  it  correctly 
delivered  by  even  the  ^best  readers — that  is 
not  as  he  desired  that  it  should  be  read. 
That  evening,  a  number  of  visitors  being 
present,  he  was  requested  to  recite  the  poem, 
and  complied.  His  impressive  delivery  held 
the  company  spell-bound ,  but  in  the  midst 
of  it,  I,  happening  to  glance  toward  the  open 
window  above  the  level  roof  of  the  green- 
house, beheld  a  group  of  sable  faces  the 
whites  of  whose  eyes  shone  in  strong  relief 
against  the  surrounding  darkness.  These 
were  a  number  of  our  family  servants,  who 
having  heard  so  much  talk  about  "Mr.  Poe, 
the  poet,"  and  having  but  an  imperfect  idea 
of  what  a  poet  was,  had  requested  permission 
of  my  brother  to  witness  the  recital.  As  the 
speaker  became  moreimpassioned  and  excited, 
more  conspicuous  grew  the  circle  of  white 
eyes,  until  at  length  he  turned  suddenly  to- 
ward the  window,  and  extending  his  arm, 
cried,  with  awful  vehemence : 

"Get  thee  back  into  the  tempest,  and  the  night's 
Plutonian  shore!" 

There  was  a  sudden  disappearance  of  the  sa- 
ble vissages,  a  scuttling  of  feet,  and  the  gal- 
lery audience  was  gone.  Ludicrous  as  was 
the  incident,  the  final  touch  was  given  when 
at  that  moment  Miss  Poe,  who  was  an  extra- 
ordinary character  in  her  way,  sleepily  en- 
tered the  room,  and  with  a  dull  and  drowsy 
deliberation  seated  herself  on  her  brother's 
knee.  He  had  subsided  from  his  excitement 
into  a  gloomy  despair,  and  now,  fixing  his 
eyes  upon  his  sister,  he  concluded: 

"And  the  raven,  never  flitting,  still  is  sitting,  still  is 

sitting, 
On  the  pallid  bust  of  Pallas,  just  above  my  chamber 

door; 
And  its  eyes  have  all  the  seeming  of  a  demon  that  is 

dreaming— — " 

The  effect  was  irresistible,  and  as  the  final 
"nevermore"  was  solemnly  uttered  the  half- 
suppressed  titter  of  two  very  young  persons 
in  a  corner  was  responded  to  by  a  general 
laugh.  Poe  remarked  quietly  that  on  his 
next  delivery  of  a  public  lecture  he  would 
•'take  Rose  along,  to  act  the  part  of  the  ra- 
ven, in  which  she  seemed  born  to  excel." 


We  have  received  from  Captain  McAllister 
the  following  recapitulation  of  ■  prisoners 
discharged  and  received  at  the  California 
State  Prison,  February,  1878:  On  hand, 
January  31st,  1453;  received,  February,  58; 
convict  witnesses  returned,  8;  total,  1519; 
discharged  under  provision  of  act,  47;  dis- 
charged by  order  of  Court  as  witnesses,  4; 
discharged  by  order  of  Court,  new  trial,  1; 
by  death,  1;  pardoned  and  restored,  1;  total, 
54.  On  hand,  February  28th,  1465;  increase 
during  February,  12. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,   $4  a  year.     35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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Tlie  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

It  is  pretty  rough  on  a  jail  to  send  the 
Louisiana  Returning  Board  there. 

It  -was  because  he  could  not  tell  a  lie  that 
Washington  confessed  that  he  was  the  father 
of  his  country,  but  it  was  terribly  humiliat- 
ing. 

One  original  Roman  says  he  does  not  call 
this  a  really  dull  winter,  but  he  has  filled  his 
poeketbook  with  camphor  gum  to  keep  the 
moths  out. 

Another  industry  crippled  by  demonetiza- 
tion. Counterfeiters  have  stopped  making 
trade  dollars.  They  say  they  can't  afford  to 
lose  the  discount. 

A  man  must  be  grounded  upon  a  moral 
mountain  to  be  able  to  withdraw  a  counter- 
feit half  dollar  from  circulation  if  he  happens 
to  get  stuck  with  it. 

A  mummy  recently  discovered  in  a  Egyp- 
tian tomb  fell  into  two  pieces  when  lifted 
out.  For  a  dead-broke  man  he  was  the  com- 
pletest  specimen  ever  reported. 

A  telegram  recently  announced  that  there 
were  no  "breaches  in  the  Cabinet."  This 
information  is  rather  rough  on  Dr.  Mary 
Walker.  A  ruse  to  keep  her  out,  we  pre- 
sume. 

Ben  Butler  says  he  was  once  a  good  boy 
and  went  to  Sunday-school.  It  is  quite  like- 
ly. The  greatest  reformatory  agencies 
known  are  utterly  unable  to  affect  some  char- 
acters. 

How  busily  the  town  cow  goes 
For  the  fodder  of  her  country  foes — 
She  climbs  into  the  wagon-box 
Regardless  of  the  well-aimed  rocks, 
And  eats  her  fill  of  straw,  the  while 
She  wears  a  peaceful,  pensive  smile. 

The  Quaker  religion  has  changed,  like 
everything  else.  When  a  ruffian  now  spits 
on  a  Quaker's  hat,  the  old  broadbrim  is  al- 
lowed to  knock  said  ruffian  into  a  three-cor- 
nered ruin. 

Give  us  some  more  reform.  J.  A  Howells, 
brother  of  W.  D.  Howells,  editor  of  the  At- 
lantic, is  the  freshest  appointee  to  an  Ohio 
postoffice.  W.  D.  Howells  wrote  the  only 
authorized  campaign  life  of  Hayes. 

The  New  York  Herald  says  the  death  of 
Gideon  Wells  leaves  Montgomery  Blair  the 
only  living  member  of  Mr.  Lincoln's  Cabinet. 
The  widow  of  Oliver  is  evidently  possessed 
with  the  hallucination  that  Simon  Cameron 
is  still  alive. 

A  youth  who  has  been  reading  dime  novels 
gets  off  this  sort  of  poetry: 

"Mother,  let  me  be  an  Injun, 

Let  my  blanket  be  of  red; 
Kill  the  rooster  in  the  barn-yard 

For  a  feather  for  my  head." 

I'm  waiting  'neath  the  window,  love,  upon 
the  porch's  seat;  I'm  waiting  here  till  you 
come  down,  your  own  true  love  to  greet. 
Don't  be  too  long  a-fixin'  up — for  if  I   may 


make  bold,  I  ain't  a-goin'  to  wait  here  long, 
a-sittin'  in  the  cold. 

A  base,  ignoble  brute  says  that  when  he 
sees  a  woman  neither  fat  nor  fair,  but  forty, 
with  a  cardinal  red  plume  on  her  hat,  it  sug- 
gests to  him  a  life  and  death  struggle  be- 
tween nature  and  art,  with  ur„  on  top  with  a 
large  majority. 

Clothes-pins  are  now  shipped  to  New  Zea- 
land. The  natives  use  them  for  earrings,  but 
an  old  chief  who  got  hold  of  one  with  a  half- 
horse-power  spring  in  its  back1,  and  hooked  it 
on  his  nose,  was  looking  around  ten  minutes 
afterward  for  a  missionary  to  kill. 

Every  emotion  of  the  human  heart  has 
been  wreathed  in  poesy,  except,  perhaps,  the 
feeling  of  joyous  complacency  that  comes  to 
a  man  when  he  finds  he  has  dodged  the  con- 
ductor in  a  crowded  street-car,  and  got  the 
start  of  a  soulless  monopoly  to  the  extent  of 
a  nickel. 

If  some  heroic  man  would  sacrifice  himself 
for  the  good  of  his  kind,  by  lying  behind  the 
front  door  and  braining  the  leader  of  the 
first  surprise-party  that  attempted  to  enter 
his  house,  he  would  be  entitled  to  a  magni- 
ficent monument  and  the  praises  of  genera- 
tions yet  unborn. 

We  used  to  be  told  when  we  were  boys 
that  a  pound  of  lead  weighed  no  more  than 
a  pound  of  feathers.  We  didn't  believe  it  at 
the  time,  and  we  are  still  led  to  doubt,  when 
we  notice  that  no  matter  how  high  lead  goes, 
in  the  price  currant  the  finest  feathers  are 
quoted  as  "Down." 

How  is  it  that  a  man  will  bolt  a  glass  of 
whiskj' in  just  half  the  time  it  takes  him  to 
bolt  his  bed-room  door? — New  York  Neios. 
Probably  because  he  bolts  the  whisky  first. 
Some  men  can't  even  find  the  bed-room  door 
after  bolting  a  big  glass  of  whisky.  So  we're 
been  informed. — Norristowji  Herald. 

People  are  unnecessarily  troubled  about  the 
ice  crop.  A  Washington-street  man  on  Fri- 
day saw  a  bit  of  ice  on  the  flagging  and  at 
once  sat  down  on  it  so  hard  as  to  settle  it 
into  the  stone  nearly  an  inch.  He  says  he 
wanted  to  make  sure  of  knowing  where  to 
find  it  next  summer. 

The  Los  Angeles  Herald  talks  about  the 
bay  of  Santa  Monica,  as  if  there  was  really 
such  a  thing.  If  this  is  a  bay  we  suggest  that 
the  definition  of  a  bajT  given  in  school  geo- 
graphies as  "a  body  of  water  nearly  surroun- 
ded by  land"  be  changed  to  a  body  of  water 
nearly  surrounded  by  water,  and  then  we  can 
have  bays  at  any  point  on  the  coast. — San 
Bernardino  Times. 

The  five-year-old  daughter  of  an  Eighth- 
street  family,  the  other  day,  stood  watching 
her  baby  brother,  who  was  making  a  great 
fuss  over  having  his  face  washed.  The  little 
miss  at  length  lost  her  patience,  and  stamp- 
ing her  foot  said:  "You  think  you  have  lots 
of  trouble,  but  you  don't  know  anything 
about  it.  Wait  till  you're  big  enough  to  get 
a  lickin'  and  then  you'll  see — won't  he,  mam- 
ma?" 

It  is  the  proper  thing  in  New  York  and 
Brooklyn  for  all  persons  who  have  walked 
over  the  slender  footbridge  which  connects 
the  two  cities  to  say  that  they  experienced 
almost  irresistible  desire  to  throw  themselves 
from  the  wire  walk  into  the  water  below,  and 
few  persons  have  the  moral  courage  to  make 
a  clean  breast  of  it  and  confess  that  they 
never  in  their  lives  felt  more  like  hanging  on 
with  the  grip  of  grim  death  on  an   "Injun." 

The  Montreal  Gazette,  having  cause  of  com- 
plaint against  its  evening  contemporaries  in 


their  pillage  of  its  news,  wrote  up  a  visit  to 
the  sewers,  in  one  of  which  it  found  an  old 
belt  with  a  singular  inscription  in  brass  let- 
ters npon  it.  The  same  evening  the  Star 
brought  out  its  graphic  story  of  the  visit  to 
the  sewers,  wherein  was  the  following  pas- 
sage: "Before  retiring  from  the  pestilential 
spot,  the  inspectors  found  hanging  to  a  nail 
an  old  belt  with  the  following  mysterious 
words  in  brass  letter:  'Elcitra  Sih  T.  Laet 
Slliws  Kep.  Ap.  G.  Nineveeht'."  The  in- 
scription read  backwards  is  not  so  mysteri- 
ous. 


The  Confiding  Man. 

A  solitary  lady  was  going  up  on  a  Cass 
Avenue  car  yesterday,  smiling  as  if  she  be- 
lieved all  the  world  at  peace,  when  a  man 
with  a  handkerchief  bound  around  his  head 
got  aboard  and  sat  opposite  her.  He  doubt- 
less thought  that  some  explanation  should 
be  made  for  his  appearance,  and  he  suddenly 
said: 

"Madam,  I  was  not  run  over  by  a  butcher- 
cart." 

She  made  no  reply,  and  he  presently  con- 
tinued: 

"And  I  didn't  fall  down  stairs." 

She  looked  out  of  the  window  as  if  she 
didn't  care  whether  he  had  gone  down 
through  a  bridge  or  been  blown  up.  He 
moved  around  uneasily,  and  then  whispered: 

"  'Twas  a  family  fight — worst  conflict  you 
ever  saw — most  beat  a  tornado !  You  look 
thin  and  weak  and  pale,  and  I  don't  mind 
telling  you  how  the  old  woman  always — " 

"Will  you  mind  your  business  ?"  called 
the  driver,  as  he  opened  the  door. 

"I  will  was  the  soft  reply,  "but  I  want  to 
tell  this  lady  how  she  can  wallop  the  old  man 
every  time  he  gets  sassy  and  sighs  for  a  ter- 
rific conflict,  you  see.  When  one  o'  these 
family  fights  occurs  there  is  always  some 
pre — " 

"I  want  you  to  stop!"  shouted  the   driver. 

"I  will — I  will,  but  first  let  me  say  that 
there  is  always  some  preliminary  jawing  and 
sassing  around.  If  the  woman  is  sharp  she 
will  keep  jawing  as  she  backs  for  the  fire- 
shovel — keep  jawing  and  backing— sassing 
and  backing — " 

"I'll  put  you  off  the  car!"  exclaimed  the 
driver,  as  he  looped  the  lines  over  the  brake. 

"Keep  jawing  back  till  you  get  hold  of  the 
fire-shovel!"  said  the  stranger.  "Then  care- 
fully sneak  along  and  sneak  along,  and  while 
he  is  calling  you  a  hyenaess  and  you  are 
calling  him  a  savage,  you  want  to ■" 

"Off  with  you — right  offn  this  car!"  said 
the  driver,  as  he  grappled  him. 

"I  will — I'll  go,  but,  madam,  don't  forget 
to  sneak' along,  and  sneak  along — !" 

He  was  off  the  ear  by  that  time.  He  stood 
in  the  middle  of  the  street,  and  as  the  car 
started,  he  turned  his  head  in  and  hoarsely 
shouted: 

"Strike  for  all  you're  worth  when  you  hit 
him !  It's  the  first  blow  that  counts.  If  you 
can  stun  him  on  the  start  the  victory  is — " 

The  driver  made  for  him,  and  he  retreated 
to  the  curbstone.  When  the  car  started 
again  he  leaned  forward  and  called  out: 

"Sh!  say  nothing!  What  I  have  told  you 
is  in  strict  confidence!  Hit  him  over  the  ear 
and  the  scalp  will  peel  clear  around !" — De- 
troit Free  Press. 
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The  California  Pioneers  indignantly  repel 
a  proposition  from  the  Vallejo  Pioneers  to 
organize  a  State  Society.  The  Lick  bequest 
is  probably  the  bone  of  contention.  "None 
but  the   brave   deserve  the  fare." 

When  Thomas  Wallace  walked  out  of  the 
Municipal  Criminal  Court,  without  saying  so 
much  as  "by  your  leave,"  it  was  broadly  hin- 
ted that  there  was  either  gross  negligence  or 
criminal  collusion  on  the  part  of  the  guar- 
dian of  the  Court.  We  learn  with  pleasure 
that  a  change  has  been  effected.  Mr.  P.  J. 
Tannian,  who  has  been  a  resident  of  San 
Francisco  for  twenty-five  years,  and  who  is 
well  known  and  universally  respected,  has 
been  selected  by  Sheriff  Nunan  as  Bailiff  of 
the  Municipal  Criminal  Court.  The  Sheriff 
could  not  have  made  a  better  choice. 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

Zack  Chandler's  Detroit  organ  is  disgrunt- 
led. It  says :  We  are  again  told  that  the 
President  will  not  appoint  any  more  Demo- 
crats to  important  offices,  in  places  where 
competent  and  acceptable  Bepublicans  can 
be  found  for  the  position.  There  have  been 
Bepublican  Presidents  who  had  such  confi- 
dence in  their  own  party  that  they  did  not 
require  eleven  months'  schooling  and  disci- 
pline to  enable  them  to  arrive  at  such  a  con- 
clusion. It  remains  now  to  ascertain  who 
are  competent  and  acceptable  Bepublicans. 
Those  who  depend  for  their  confirmation  by 
the  Senate  upon  Democratic  votes,  aided  by 
two  or  three  professed  Bepublicans,  will 
hardly  be  accepted  as  such  by  the  party  as  a 
whole. 

The  Italian  Masquerade  Ball  given  at 
Piatt's  Hall  on  Tuesday  night  was  a  perfect 
success.  Prizes  were  distributed  as  follows: 
Most  original  lady's  costume,  "Undine,"  Miss 
Molitar;  second  most  original,  the  Bulletin, 
Miss    C.    Loveland;     best     dressed     lady, 


"Spring,"  Mademoiselle  Sciallero;  best   sus- 
tained   character,     "Maud    Muller," ; 

second  best  sustained,  "L'Africaine,"  Ma- 
dame Pistolesi.  Gentlemen — Best  dressed, 
"Louis  XIV,"  Joe  Giusti;  most  original,  a 
Swiss  girl  carrying  a  man  in  a  basket,  John 
Inney;  second  most  original,  "Calendar,"  B. 
Barldi;  best  sustained  character,  Indian 
Chief  and  child,  J.  H.  Wiggins  and  Winnie 
Betts;  second  best  sustained,  "Crazy  Stock 
Broker,"  Jules  Marcuse.  Messrs.  Giusti  and 
Barldi,  donated  their  prizes  to  the  Society. 
After  the  ceremony  of  distributing  the  prizes 
was  finished,  dancing  was  resumed  and  con 
tinued  until  nearly  daylight.  Everything 
passed  off  smoothly  and  the  ball  was  emi- 
nently a  successful  one. 

— Eecipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered ;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Beal  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason* 
able  terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


Mr.  A.  Magee, 


The  former  traveling  agent  of  the  Wasp, 
was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  eemit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
moee  oeders  of  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 
N.  B. — Parties  who   hold  receipts  signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  us  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Eeport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal  Bevenue,   January,  1878.)    The  beer 


from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


The  Santa  Rosa  Nest  Egg. 


In  the  City  of  Roses  he  lived, 
And  sore  are  his  creditors  grieved, 

O !  rough  were  the  workin's 

Of  this  Mr.  P . 

'Twas  a  smart  trick  and  one  well-conceived. 
By  his  ways  all  the  town  was  deceived. 


A  Credit  to  the  State. 
San  Francisco  has  made  extraordinary 
progress  since  the  first  Argonaut  pitched  his 
tent  among  the  sand  dunes  of  Iferba  Buena. 
From  a  paltry  Spanish  village  she  has  come 
to  be  the  second  commercial  city  of  the 
Union.  Her  progress  has  been  as  rapid  in 
an  aesthetical  as  in  a  merely  material  direc- 
tion. San  Francisco  to-day  has  more  news- 
papers in  proportion  to  her  size  than  any 
civilized  community  in  the  world.  They  are 
good,  bad  and  indifferent,  after  the  manner 
of  their  readers.  The  daily  Press  is  gener- 
ally enterprising  and  well  edited.  With 
some  exceptions  the  same  may  be  said  of  the 
weekly.  There  is  one  phase  of  journalism 
of  which  San  Fransisco  may  well  be  proud. 
We  are  the  first  community  west  of  New 
York  to  sustain  an  illustrated  paper  worthy 
of  the  name.  True,  in  Chicago,  St.  Louis 
and  other  places,  there  are  so-called  illustra- 
ted journals;  but  their  illustrations  are  sel- 
dom original,  being  merely  reprints  of  old 
wood  cuts.  San  Francisco,  however,  has  an 
illustrated  paper,  publishing  five  pages  of 
first-class  illustrations  weekly;  illustrations 
acknowledged  by  all  who  are  competent  to 
judge,  to  be  in  as  good  style,  and  frequently 
in  much  better  taste,  than  the  pictures  that 
appear  in  the  most  advanced  of  the  Eastern 
pictorials.  The  Hlustrated  Wasp  is  the  pa- 
per to  which  we  refer.  It  is  a  large  sixteen 
page  journal.  It  is  enough  to  say  of  its  il- 
lustrations that  they  are  designed  and  exe- 
cuted by  an  artist  who  is  second  to  none  in 
the  United  States— Mr.  G.  F.  Keller.  His 
fame  is  now  world  wide,  and  it  would  be  su- 
perfluous to  say  more.  The  editorial  depart- 
ment of  the  Wasp  is  presided  over  by  one  of 
the  most  vigorous  and  caustic  writers  now  on 
the  Pacific  Coast.  The  articles  are  brilliant, 
spicy,  pungent,  trenchant  and  humorous. 
Altogether  the  Illustrated  Wasp  is  a  produc- 
tion of  which  the  State  of  California  may 
well  be  proud.  It  is  published  at  the  rate 
of  four  dollars  a  year,  and  served  by  carrier 
for  thirty-five  cents  per  month.  Everybody 
should  subscribe  for  the  Illustrated  Wasp. — 
Somes  in  California. 
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GRAND   OPERA  HOUSE. 

"Uncle  Tom's  Cabin"  held  the  boards 
through  the  week  without  any  perceptible 
diminution  in  the  audience.  Since  its  in- 
ception, the  play  has  been  a  genuine  success. 
It  has  been  well  played,  well  set,  and  beauti- 
fully mounted.  In  introducing  "Uncle 
Tom's  Cabin"  to  the  public  of  San  Francisco, 
Mr.  Kennedy  has  shown  his  intimate  know- 
ledge of  theatrical  matters,  and  proved  that 
even  an  old  play  well  produced,  will  draw 
good  audiences  when  the  very  freshest  East- 
dramas  go  a-begging  on  account  of  the 
wretched  interpretation  put  on  them  at  other 
places  of  amusement.  We  are  sincerely  glad 
of  Mr.  Kennedy's  success  in  this  instance. 
It  has  been  well-earned,  and  it  is  well-de- 
served. The  public  is  now  on  the  qui  vive 
for  "Sardanapalus."  Miss  Pixley  takes  a 
benefit  on  Sunday  evening.  Some  of  the 
best  artists  in  town  have  volunteered,  and 
the  affair  promises  to  be  an  ovation.  It 
ought  to  be.  The  fair  beneficiare  is  a  uni- 
versal favorite;  and  will,  no  doubt,  be  en- 
couraged by  a  big  attendance. 

CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

"A  Trip  to  the  Moon"  has  been  renewed 
at  this  theatre.  There  is  nothing  in  it  but 
the  Kiralfy  ballet.  The  people  are  weary  of 
this  everlasting  leg  exhibition  at  the  Cali- 
fornia. When  Mr.  Hill's  remains  are  cre- 
mated, the  bottle  holding  his  ashes  shall  bear 
this  legend:  "Legged  and  busted  to  death." 
That  shall  be  his  L.  E.  G. 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

Oliver  Doud  Byron  offers  a  "novelty"  this 
week.  It  is  entitled  "Across  the  Continent." 
This  is  an  excellent  play  for  backwoods  set- 
tlements and  juvenile  smrees;  but  it  is  sadly 
out  of  place  on  metropolitan  boards.  Fire, 
murder,  railroad  trains,  locomotives,  steam 
whistles  and  border  ruffians  are  mixed  up  in 
a  drama  that  is  rich  in  incident,  but  poor 
unto  destitution  in  plot.  Mr.  Byron,  how- 
ever, is  a  good  actor,  and  makes  the  most  of 
his  part  in  a  thinly  sensational  play. 
woodward's  gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 


pointed gvmnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

cues. 
The  coryphees  took  a  benefit   on  Tuesday 
afternoon.     Vale! 

The  "Celebrated  Case"  has  proved  an  ex- 
traordinary success  at  the  East. 

An  immense  bill  is  promised  for  the  bene- 
fit of  the  Widow's  and  Orphan's  Aid  Associa- 
tion of  the  Police  Department.  The  affair 
will  take  place  at  the  Grand  Opera  House  on 
Monday  evening  next.  We  expect  to  see  the 
legend,  "Standing  Boom  Only,"  put  forth 
on  the  occasion.  The  principal  artists  in  the 
city  have  volunteered. 

At  the  Catholic  Church  on  a  Sunday  morn- 
ing, says  a  Colorado  paper,  before  the  ser- 
vice, an  unassuming  spider  can  be  seen 
curled  up  in  his  gauzy  bower — probably 
wrapped  up  in  his  morning  prayer.  Let  the 
lady  organist  but  touch  the  keys,  and  with 
eager  feet  he  will  creep  a  couple  of  feet  down 
the  wall;  and  there  his  artistic  soul  will  re- 
vel in  the  musical  sounds  produced  by  the 
choir  and  instruments.  When  the  service  is 
over,  with  the  dying  echoes  lingering  in  his 
predatory  soul,  he  retires,  it  is  hoped,  with 
regenerate  heart.  The  fact  that  the  lady  or- 
ganist had  a  faithful  and  cherished  auditor 
of  this  kind  three  consecutive  years,  who 
would  crawl  on  to  the  piano,  shows  that  this 
is  no  isolated  case.  And  whatever  may  be 
the  opinion  of  the  unfeeling  world,  to  the 
choir  of  that  church  he  is  endeared  by  months 
of  association  and  musical  appreciation. 

The  Emmet  Centennial  was  celebrated  in 
first  class  style  by  the  Irish  residents  of  San 
Francisco.  The  exercises  at  Piatt's  Hall  and 
the  Metropolitan  Temple  were  in  every  way 
worthy  of  the  occasion.  We  have  no  space 
to  enter  into  an  extended  report  of  the  pro- 
ceedings, but  we  make  room  for  the  follow- 
ing lines  from  Mr.  W.  L.  Vischer: 
America,  the  freeman's  land, 

Looks  with  approving  smile 
Upon  the  gallant  Fenian  hand 
Who  love  the  Emerald  Isle. 
And  who,  with  old  Hibernia's  power, 

Will  dash  the  lion  down; 
And  once  again  revive  her  dower 
Of  glory  and  renown. 

Now  strain  the  chords  of  harmony, 
And  strike  them  bold  and  free, 

For  Erin  and  her  liberty — 
The  gem  beyond  the  sea. 

Speaking  of  the  growth  of  spectacle  in  this 
city  and  throughout  the  country  generally, 
the  following  remarks  of  Monsignor  Capel 
may  be  quoted  with  propriety.  These  were 
called  forth  by  a  movement  in  Manchester, 
England,  in  favor  of  dramatic  reform :  "As  a 
Catholic  I  hold  that  the  theatre  is  in  itself  a 
lawful  amusement,  but  I  cannot  conceal  from 
myself  that  though  it  is  lawful,  and  might 
produce  vast  good  if  properly  conducted,  yet 
in  these  days  it  has  been  greatly  abused  and 
perverted.     Anything  which  could   be   done 


to  elevate  the  tone  of  the  plays,  and  to  purify 
the  surroundings  of  the  playhouse  would  be 
productive  of  much  good."  The  Bishop 
(Eraser)  of  Manchester,  and  Professor 
Blackie,  take  a  similar  yiew.  Had  the  re- 
verend gentleman  paid  a  visit  to  the  "De- 
luge" at  the  California,  or  seen  the  "Can- 
Can"  at  the  Bush  Street  Theatre,  he  might 
well  say  that  the  theatre  has  been  "abused 
and  perverted." 


THE   HIBERNIA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

N.  E.  COE.  MONTGOMEEY  AND  POST 

San  Francisco,  January  25,  1878. — At  a  re- 
gular meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  Socie- 
ty, held  this  day,  a  dividend  at  the  rate  of  7%  per 
cent,  per  annum  was  declared  on  all  Deposits  for  the 
six  months  ending  on  the  21st  instant,  payable  from 
and  after  this  date,  and  free  from  Federal  Tax. 

EDWARD  MARTIN,  Secretary. 


FHEJSfQS 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DrEEOTOB. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE —Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


President 

Vice-President  . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.  C.  D.  O'SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 


M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Treasures EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  82.50  upward.     Office  Hours  from  9  to  8. 
july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  It. 


CHANGE   OF  TIME. 

"Winter  Arrangement. 

Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boatfj 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3nnP.M.  Daily,  [Sundays  included]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•W  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Kosa,  Healdsburg-,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following-  morning  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guemeville  R.  R.  for  Korbel'e,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.36  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES,    A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


1KIB    IS   OBB    SIDE    OF 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission   Street,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets, 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


UNCLE  TOM'S  CABIN 


CALIFORNIA  TIIEATKE. 


A  Trip  to  the  Moon, 


AQUARIUM. 


augll-3mos 


COME 

— AND— 


BIS5I  STREET  THEATRE. 


Across  the  Continent 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,    March    9th 
and  10th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


B.  S.  BTJENS, 

Agent  for 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth   Street,    between   J   and   M, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jk. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY, 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &  CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in] 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 

409  Washington  Street.     . 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-Bheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 
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Printers  of  the  WASP. 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
Hi  Po3t  Street, 

Near  Kern, 
Suit  Francilta,  Cat, 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 

O.  H.  BROOKS 

DEALER  IN 

Oil    Lands    and     eas  es, 

405  California  St.,  San  Francisco. 
janl2-tf 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITEOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


WONDERFUL 

3BS.XJT   TRUE  I 


All  Sickness  and  Dlieane  or  whatever  name  or  nature 
Cured  without  Medicine. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer,  No. 
719  California  street,  cures  without  medicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  baffie 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

£©^1  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  719  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
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BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  DENITO-URINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.    The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 

IMPORTANT ! 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
AUNTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre-  , 
script  ion.  It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  $3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.M.;  evenings,  6  to  8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential;  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late   Re- 
sident   Surgeon     Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal 
janl2-3mos 
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DR.SPINNEY&CO'S 

Dispensary, 

li  Emmy  Mi-,  B&a  Frsneism-, 


DR.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVLLLE  IN- 
FIRMARY, would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  "procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED ! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so ;  if  not,  he  win  tci. 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG  MEN! 

Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  ton  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.   Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  M.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— -Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  also  Dr.  Speee's. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 

NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -  -     §4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

E^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 
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THE    PACIFIC    XbIFE 

A  WEEKLY  JOURNAL  OF  CURRENT  SPORTING  EVENTS 


BRIGHT,  NEWSY,  DIGNIFIED  AND  INTERESTING. 


By  Mail  $4  per  Annum,  in  advance. 


Single  Copies,  ten  cents. 
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P.    FERNANDEZ, 

HAT    BAZAAR 


C02  ami  004  Kearny  Street, 

Corner  Sacramento,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


KS-HATS  MADE  TO  ORDER.^3! 

feb-2-lni 


Dr.  Salfield's  Rejuvenator 


The  great  remedy  for  weakness  peculiar  to  men; 
cures  nervous  and  physical  dehility  and  restores  ex- 
hausted vitality  to  strength  of  manhood  and  vigor  of 
jouth  in  from  four  to  six  wekks  with  unfailing  cer- 
tainty; sure  cure  for  kiduey,  urinary  and  bladder 
complaints:  price  $2.50  per  bottle,  or  five  bottles  in 
case  for  $10;  sent  everywhere  secure  from  observa- 
tion; communications  strictly  confidential;  consulta- 
tion bv  letter  or  in  person  free.  Call  on  or  address 
DR.  SALFIELD,  3-4  Kearny  street,  San  Francisco. 
Office  hours,  9  till  3  and  6  till  8  P.  M. 

mar2-tf 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJLirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


W,    SCHEHR 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning. 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 


doaue  <&   o  o. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  No.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  O.  D. 


13.  HICKS  <5te  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

AND 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


C.  P.  Sheffield.     N.  "W.  Spaulding.    J.  Patterson. 

FA@IF£0 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


Bawa  of  every  J!  est  rip  Mora 

On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
iy  Repairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice.  „g3 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

—-AT  — 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thibti-five  cents  peb  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 

BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(invabiably  in  advance) 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -         -         -  $4.00 

Six  Months  -  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 

TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      - 
Six  Months 
Three  Months 


$5.00 
$2.50 
$1.25 


Notice  to  Countby.  News  Dealebs. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Cobbespondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  G02 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  MARCH  16, 1878. 


Call  it  by  what  name  you  will,  an  enact- 
ment such  as  the  Retraction  Law  is  a  muzz- 
ier of  the  Press  and  an  unconstitutional 
abridgment  of  human  rights.  By  placing 
excessive  burdens  on  the  Press  the  harpies 
that  prey  on  society  will  have  a  clear  field. 
If  the  public  prints  are  not  allowed  to  cry 
"Stop  Thief!"  rascality  will  ride  rampant 
over  the  land.  The  Press  is  the  natural  pro- 
tector of  the  people.  Fetter  the  Press  and 
liberty  is  destroyed. 


We  understand  that  a  number  of  people 
were  unable  to  procure  a  copy  of  last  week's 
"Wasp,  either  from  the  newsboys  or  dealers. 
The  fact  is,  so  great  was  the  demand,  that 
the  entire  edition  was  disposed  of  by  nine 
o'clock  on  Saturday  morning.  This  disap- 
pointment shall  not  occur  again.  With  the 
current  issue  we  have  largely  increased  our 
edition,  and  we  trust  that  everybody  will 
succeed  in  obtaining  a  copy.  Though  the 
extraordinary  demand  has  caused  us  some 
inconvenience,  we  are  heartily  glad  that  the 
people  so  appreciate  the  Wasp.  It  gives  us 
new  courage  to  proceed  with  our  work;  and, 
should  the  demand  require  it,  we  shall  be 
only  too  happy  to  print  one  hundred  thou- 
sand copies  for  the  amusement  and  instruc- 
tion of  our  readers.  Our  friends  will  accept 
our  warmest  thanks  for  their  munificent  sup- 
port. 


Newspaper  Paragraphists. 

The  newspaper  paragraphist  is  an  unfor- 
tunata  individual  who  is  employed  by  enter- 
prising newspaper  proprietors  to  furnish  a 
daily,  or  weekly,  as  the  case  may  be,  quan- 
tum of  witty  paragraphs  for  the  mental  de- 
lectation of  the  reading  public.  .  We  have 
often  in  our  souls  commiserated  these 
wretches.  We  do  not  now  speak  of  the 
dozens  that  have  expired  while  manufactur- 
ing coy  sprightliness  for  the  Wasp.  They 
have  gone  to  their  account,  and  the  authori- 
ties in  charge  of  our  State  bedlams  alone  are 
responsible  for  their  mental  and  physical  in- 
stauration.  We  speak  of  the  genus  at  large 
— the  wits  of  the  day,  the  jesters  who  are  still 
at  large. 

Think  for  a  moment,  if  you  can,  of  the  la 
bor  imposed  by  his  cruel  task  master  on  the 
hired  humorist  of  the  period.  He  is  expec- 
ted to  write  up  from  three  to  six  columns  of 
pungent  jokes  a  week,  everyone  of  which 
must  contain  an  original  point,  and  none  of 
which  must  be  alike  to  anything  that  has  yet 
appeared  in  print.  It  is  of  no  concern  to  the 
editor  that  his  literary  clown  is  sick  or  out  of 
sorts.  The  public  demands  its  daily  rations 
of  humor,  the  ravings  of  the  wearer  of  the 
cap  and  bells  are  necessary  as  a  condiment 
to  the  grave  utterances  of  the  oracle  who 
writes  indigestible  political  editorials. 

The  humble  paragraph-maker  has  come  to 
be  a  necessity  of  many  influential,  and  other- 
wise sane,  journals,  and,  whether  he  will  or 
not,  he  must  extract  humor  for  his  patrons 
or  succumb  to  the  inevitable.  It  has  been 
proved  by  actual  test  that  to  eat  a  quail  or  a 
pigeon  daily  for  thirty  consecutive  days  will 
surfeit  the  stoutest  digestion,  and  though  the 
feat  has  been  accomplished — by  some  cast- 
iron  stomach  in  Nevada,  we  believe — it  is  a 
very  difficult  one.  It  seems  easy,  on  the  face 
of  the  proposition,  for  a  healthy  individual 
to  eat  a  quail  a  day  for  an  indefinite  period, 
but  experience  teaches  differently.  It  is  the 
same  with  the  manufacturers  of  humor  to 
order.  The  creative  faculty  becomes  weary, 
as  the  digestive  organs  become  surfeited.  At 
the  beginning  of  his  toil  every  occurrence, 
no  matter  how  trivial  or  commonplace  seems 
to  invite  shrewd  conceits.  When  fresh  in 
the  harness  the  funny  man  can  torture  a 
dozen  meanings  out  of  the  simplest  word 
He  can  enlarge  on  the  unmanageable  stove- 
pipe, and  write  pages  of  witty  paragraphs  on 
the  woodshed,  and  the  paternal  shingle  toy- 
ing with  the  small  boy.  The  vegetable- 
masher,  the  cook-stove,  the  male  baldhead 
caused  by  uxorial  caressings,  the  mother-in 
law  and  all  the  domestic  appurtenances  of 
the  well-regulated  American  household  are 
contorted  into  risibility.  Nothing  is  so 
humble  that  the  ingenuity  of  the  paragra- 
pher  cannot  extract  humor  from  it.  But  af- 
ter a  while  he  finds  his  field  of  joking  sadly 
circumscribed.  When  he  has  made  a  hun- 
dred or  two  of  poignant  jokes  out  of  the  re- 
fractory stove-pipe  and  as  many  more  out  of 
each  of  his  humble  properties,  the  funny 
man  begins  to  feel  the  awful  responsibilities 
of  his  position.  There  is  nothing  more  that 
will  yield  a  scintillation  of  wit,  and  if  he  be 
too  conscientious  to  repeat  himself,   he   suc- 


cumbs to  despair.  Few  hold  out  longer  than 
a  year  or  two,  though  many  of  the  paragra- 
phers  on  such  journals  as  the  Hawkeye,  De- 
troit Free  Press,  Danbury  News,  etc.,  have 
been  plying  their  nefarious  trade  for  years, 
with  what  success  the  dismal  condition  of 
their  "funny  columns"  well  attests. 

Some  years  ago,  when  the  professional 
mirth-maker  first  appeared  among  journals 
there  was  a  novelty,  a  sprightly  freshness,  in 
his  productions  that  was  extremely  grateful 
to  the  risible  faculties.  The  audacity  with 
which  he  plunged  into  humor  was  astonish- 
ing. Nothing  was  too  sacred  for  his  satiric 
shafts,  nothing  too  obscure  to  escape  his 
argus  eye  of  fun.  But  since  the  inception  of 
this  style  of  writing  there  have  arisen  hun- 
dreds of  newspaper  jest  makers.  No  journal 
is  now  complete  without  its  wag.  With  the 
exception  of  occasional  scintillations  of  wit, 
there  is  no  more  any  spantaneity  in  the 
work  of  newspaper  merry-andrews.  The 
jokes  are  forced,  the  conceits  unnatural. 
The  drollery  that  once  characterized  Ameri- 
can humor  is  now  seldom  to  be  found.  This 
not  the  fault  of  the  paragraph-makers. 
There  is  as  much  humor  as  ever,  but  the 
forcing  process  has  so  diluted  it  that  it  has 
become  almost  unrecognizable. 


[  See  Illustration.] 
Our  Streets. 
On  page  528  our  artist  has  given  us  some 
sketches  illustrative  of  the  condition  of  San 
Francisco's  thoroughfares  as  he  saw  them 
during  a  recent  ramble  about  town.  During 
the  recent  phenomenally  heavy  rains  the  ut- 
ter inefficiency  of  the  San  Francisco  Street 
Department  was  clearly  shown.  We  are  fully 
aware  of  the  fact  that  the  Street  Superinten- 
dent is  trammeled  by  insufficient  appropria- 
tions and  other  causes,  but  we  do  think  that 
a  little  more  energy  might  be  infused  into 
the  office  without  detriment  to  the  public 
service.  Mr.  Manzer's  emissaries  are  ready 
enough  to  prosecute  a  citizen  who  allows  a 
sign  to  project  an  inch  more  than  the  legal 
distance  on  the  sidewalk,  or  haply  an  indis- 
creet merchant  that  leaves  a  box  standing 
before  his  door;  but  when  it  comes  to  re- 
moving genuine  obstructions  from  the  street, 
filling  dangerous  holes,  making  repairs  ne- 
cessary to  human  life,  etc.,  the  street  de- 
partment is  miserably  inadequate  to  the 
task. 

The  condition  of  our  streets  during  the 
past  winter  has  been  simply  abominable,  and 
if  no  power  to  improve  resides  in  the  street 
department,  then  such  legislative  enactments 
as  will  effect  a  change  are  in  order.  The 
sketches  are  hardly  overdrawn.  The  school 
children  crossing  on  Hayes  street,  between 
two  walls  of  mud,  is  a  scene  that  might  have 
been  viewed  at  any  time  during  the  rainy 
weather.  Another  sketch  shows  a  buggy 
passing  along  Davis  street,  the  loose  planks 
keeping  time  to  the  motion  of  the  vehicle. 
In  the  centre  of  the  page  a  heavily-laden 
truck  has  almost  disappeared  from  the  dri- 
ver's gaze  in  a  mess  of  mud  and  slush.  The 
astonishment  of  Jehu  is  strikingly  depicted. 
We   pass  by   the   lavish  display  of  feminine 
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hosiery  on  Kearny  street.  The  lower  part  of 
the  page  is  occupied  by  two  sketches,  one  re- 
presenting a  boys'  regatta  on  Fifth  street, 
the  other  a  dump  cart  going  through,  (liter- 
ally,) the  lower  part  of  Clay  street.  During 
the  week  we  had  a  few  fine  days  of  sunshine, 
which  helped  to  ameliorate  the  condition  of 
the  streets.  Nature  is  our  only  reliance,  art 
or  industry  or  the  street  department,  seems 
to  have  nothing  to  do  in  the  premises.  The 
McCoppin  Bill  restricting  the  monthly  ex- 
penditures of  the  city  to  one-twelfth  of  the 
annual  appropriation  does  not  tend  to  mend 
matters,  and  there  is  now  no  telling  when 
relief  will  come. 


Our  Illustrations. 
Our  double-page  illustration  is  a  series  of 
sketches  on  the  Spring-time,  which  is  now  at 
hand.  The  centre  sketch  illustrates  the 
rapacity  of  the  country  hotel-keeper,  who  is 
represented  by  an  enormous  spider  leisurely 
bleeding  the  unsophisticated  city  boarders 
whom  he  has  caught  in  his  net.  The  other 
sketches  explain  themselves,  and  are  full  of 
animation,  especially  that  of  the  mosquito 
march  on  Sacramento.  Our  frontispiece  rep- 
resents the  overloaded  condition  of  Califor- 
nia. Laws  are  pouring  from  the  Legislative 
shoot  so  thick  and  fast  that  the  panniers  of 
the  horse  (California)  are  filled  to  overflow- 
ing. It  is  evident  that  that  the  overloaded 
creature  cannot  carry  one  half  of  them,  and 
still  they  come.  "The  world  is  governed 
too  much."  Our  statute  books  are  crowded 
with  laws,  of  which  not  more  than  one-half 
are  enforced.  The  Legislature  now  in  ses- 
sion has  been  especially  prolific.  It  is  a 
strange  sight  to  see  an  intelligent  community 
incurring  enormous  expense  year  after  year 
for  the  manufacture  of  laws  that  nobody 
wants — except  the  lobby.  If  a  little  more 
were  done  to  strengthen  the  hands  of  the 
Executive,  and  less  ridiculous  law-making 
practised,  the  Commonwealth  would  be  the 
gainer. 


one — that  is  determined  to  undermine  the 
American  system  of  public  instruction.  Just 
such  efforts  have  been  made  in  nearly  every 
State  in  the  Union,  happily  with  but  little 
success.  We  are  confident  that  the  move- 
ment so  boldly  made  in  California  will  be  as 
emphatically  defeated. 


The  Educational  Bill. 
McCoppin's  Bill,  which  proposes  to  abolish 
the  teaching  of  music  and  languages  in  the 
public  schools,  has  met  with  the  most  violent 
opposition  from  the  great  majority  of  the 
friends  of  education  in  San  Francisco.  It  is 
generally  regarded  as  the  entering  wedge  of 
a  series  of  attacks  which,  if  successful,  will 
not  only  impair  the  present  usefulness  of  our 
public  school  system,  but  eventually  lead  to 
its  complete  destruction.  The  people  are 
rightly  jealous  of  any  interference  calculated 
to  lower  the  standard  of  our  public  educa- 
tion. The  insidious  attack  made  upon  the 
Cosmopolitan  Schools  by  Senator  McCoppin 
on  the  ground  of  economy  is  viewed  with 
just  alarm,  for  if  this  assault  succeeds,  the 
enemies  of  our  American  system  of  education 
will  be  encouraged  to  persevere  in  their  nefari- 
ous design.  The  expense  for  the  extra  instruc- 
tion of  the  pupils  of  the  seven  Cosmopolitan 
Schools  is  bnt  $21,000,  and  it  is  therefore 
ridiculous  to  suppose  that  economy  is  the 
motive  that  urges  Mr.  McCoppin  to  his  un- 
popular course.  He  is  but  the  representa- 
tive of  a  class — a  numerous  and  unscrupulous 


The    Meaning. 

The  recent  victories  of  the  Workingmen 
have  a  significance  that  cannot  well  be 
ignored  by  the  professional  politicians 
who  have  so  long  controlled  the  destinies  of 
the  State.  There  are,  we'  know,  those  who 
affect  to  underrate  the  importance  of  the 
municipal  elections  lately  held  in  Sacramento 
and  Oakland.  They  claim  that  the  issues 
were  purely  local,  that  the  strength  of  neither 
of  the  old  parties  was  called  out,  and  that 
this  apathy  naturally  resulted  in  the  success 
of  the  enthusiastic  Workingmen.  Such  ex- 
planations are  simply  puerile.  The  real  fact 
of  the  matter  is  that  the  people  have  become 
heartily  sick  of  both  Democratic  and  Be- 
publican  corruption.  They  have  seen  their 
representatives  in  the  councils  of  the  State 
ann  Nation  continually  betray  their  trusts 
and  shamefully  violate  the  pledges  given  be- 
fore election.  They  have  seen  their  most 
trusted  officials  use  the  power  and  patron- 
age, with  which  the  people  had  invested 
them,  for  the  attainment  of  their  own  pri- 
vate ends.  The  people  have  not  been  blind 
to  the  fact  that  machine  politics  has  been  a 
synonym  for  public  plunder,  rottenness  and 
corruption.  That  is  the  true  meaning  of  this 
uprising. 

The  genuine  success  achieved  by  the  Work- 
ingmen at  the  polls  this  spring  will  do  much 
to  crystalize  the  party  into  a  powerful  or- 
ganization; and,  though  we  dare  not  hope 
that  politicians  will  not  get  hold  of  it  sooner 
or  later,  we  are  confident  that  it  will  do  much 
to  purify  politics  while  it  lasts.  A  new 
broom  generally  sweeps  clean,  if  handled 
with  vigor  and  intelligence.  The  times  are 
ripe  for  a  change  in  our  political  methods 
may  more,  it  is  our  candid  belief  that  our 
very  existence  as  a  nation  and  a  republic  de 
pends  upon  political  regeneration. 


It  would  be  futile  to  look  for  reform  to 
organizations  that  have  given  us  such  a  Le- 
gislature as  is  now  sitting  in  Sacramento  vo- 
ting away  the  people's  money  with  a  reck- 
lessness that  has  scarcely  ever  been  equalled 
in  the  history  of  California.  As  an  instance: 
does  anyone  suppose  that  the  honorable  gen- 
tlemen— nearly  the  whole  San  Francisco  de- 
legation— who  have  ranged  themselves  on  the 
side  of  Spring  Valley,  would  stand  the  ghost 
of  a  chance  of  election  had  they  previously 
declared  themselves  in  favor  of  saddling  San 
Francisco  with  an  enormous  debt  to  pay  for 
the  Water  Company's  works  at  nearly  twice 
their  real  value  ?  These  men  pledged  them- 
selves to  resist  the  encroachments  of  Spring 
Valley.  They  have  kept  their  pledges  about 
as  well  as  politicians  generally  do.  Let  each 
be  tenderly  consigned  to  political  obscurity 
when  he  returns  from  the  halls  of  legisla- 
tion. 


THE    BILLS. 

See  these  tailors  with  their  bills, 
Clothing  bills, 
What  a  world  of  joyousuess  their  introduction  kills! 
How  they  bore  yon,  bore  you,  bore  you, 
As  you  walk  along  the  street, 
While  you  have  not  got  a  penny. 
And  but  little   hope   of   any, 
How  can  you  the  tailor  meet? 
You  tell  him,  "come  another  time, 
For    I    haven't    got    a    dime," 
While  your  heart  is  surely  breaking  with  his  ever- 
lasting bills, 
With  his  bills,  bills,  bills,  bills, 
Bills,  bills,  bills, 
With  the  wrangling  and  the  jangling  of  his  bills. 

There's  the  landlord  with  his  bills, 

Boarding  bills, 

What  a  mine  of  misery  their  presentation  drills! 

Though  you  know  you've  had  the  hash, 

You're    aware    you    have    no    cash 

To  satisfy  this  dun, 

Not  this  time, 

What  a  pity  'tis  your  busted, 

About  time  you  up  and  dUBted 

To  a  clime 

Where  there's  no  more  need  of  hoarding 

All    your  coin   to  pay  for  boarding — 

The  Black  Hills— 

If  it  kills! 

If  you  have  to  labor  bravely  in  the  mills, 

Or    beat    the  U.   S.   Revenue  in    stills! 

If  you  know  how,  better  go  thou 

From   his  bills,   bills,   bills,   bills, 

Bills,  bills,  bills, 

From  the  flurry  and  the  worry  of  his  bills. 

There's  that  wretched  heathen  with  his  bills, 

Washing  bills. 

What  a  depth  of  woe  that  coolie's  face  distils! 

As  he    reaches   out   his  hand 

With  his  paper  smiling,  bland, 

With  a  pleading  humble  air 

For  your  coin. 

And  you  haven't  got  a  dollar, 

Nor    another    paper    collar 

Can  purloin. 

How  you  wish  that  you  were  hurled 

Off  into    the    other    world 

Even  to  h — , 

'Tis  as  well 

As  to  have  to  swallow  all  these  hitter  pills, 

As  despairing  madness  through  your  bosom  thrills. 

From  the  wearing  and  the  tearing 

Of  these  bills,  bills,  hills,  bills, 

Bills,  bills,  bills, 

From  the  cunning  and  the  dunning  of  these  hills. 

Mark  the  Legislative  Bills, 

Num'rous  bills! 

What  a  little  equity  their  trickery  fulfills; 

As  they  issue  from  the  lobby, 

Each    a    politician's    hobby, 

To  filch  the  people's  gold 

Every  time ! 

See    that    Legislator  praying, 

His  corrupted  fellows  swaying 

On  to  crime! 

Small    integrity    restraining 

Them  from  wickedly  ordaining 

Selfish   laws, 

Without  pause, 

Or  a  thought  about  the  State, 

As  they  leave  it  to  its  fate, 

To  the  thievery  and  the  knavery 

Of  their  hills,  bills,  bills,  bills, 

Bills,  bills,  bills, 

To  the  taking  and  the  raking  of  their  bills. 
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popular    songs    itlusteated. 
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"They  Met  by  Chance." 

They  met  by  chance,  the  usual  way,' 

thist  stepping  off  the  cars; 
The  rough  was  strong,  and,  though  broad  day, 

The  other  saw  the  stars. 


"Molly  Darling 


Won't  you  tell  me,  Mollie  Darling. 

That  you  love  none  else  but  me, 
Bray  it  out,  O,  Mollie  darling! 

Bray  it  out  I  beg  of  thee! 


"Put  Me  in  my  Little  Bed/' 

0 !  Stranger,  I  am  tired  now, 

I'm  soaked  with  gin  from  feet  to  head, 
Please  send  a  cop  right  straight  along, 

To  put  me  in  my  little  bed. 


"The  Last  Kose  of  Summer.' 

'Tis  the  fair  nose  of  Bummer, 

Left  blooming  alone; 
All  his  brave  boon  companions 

To  Stockton  are  gone. 


"Gathering  Shells  by  the  Shore. 

Gathering  shells  by  the  sea  shore, 
Gathering  shells  by  the  shore, 
She  really  couldn't  stir, 
The  crab  had  gathered  her, 
"While  gathering  shells  by  the  shore! 


"Uncle  Ned." 

There  once  was  a  heathen  and  his  name  was  Ah  Tung  Bull, 

And  he  lives  up  to  this  date, 
He  had  long  capillaries  on  the  top  of  his  skull, 

Just  where  they  ought  to  vegetate. 
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The  'Woman  Question.  "What  kept  you 
out  so  late?" 

"We  are  told  that  Charles  Beade  wrote  the 
"Wandering  Heir"  -while  contemplating  a 
platter  of  boarding  house  butter.  This  joke 
is  heir-iditary  to  the  paragraphing  family. 

The  detectives  who  searched  that  Oakland 
house  for  Le  Warne  the  other  day  smothered 
their  disappointment  as  gracefully  as  could 
be  expected.  Ben  "was  not  lost,  but  gone 
before"  to  quote  from  cemetery  literature. 

There  being  little  of  interest  to  chronicle, 
the  daily  papers  have  detailed  reporters  to 
get  up  sympathy  for  Bunk  and  Duncan. 
The  former  is  represented  as  an  innocent, 
artless,  open-hearted  youth — the  latter  as  an 
aged  and  infirm  victim  of  circumstances. 

The  Democrats  and  Bepublicans  joined 
forces  against  the  Workingmen  in  the  late 
elections,  but,  like  the  horses  in  our  cartoon, 
"The  Balky  Team,"  the  political  hacks 
wouldn't  work  together.  And  now  the  poli- 
ticians smile  deeply  through  their  tears. 

Mr.  Meacham,  who  was  with  Canby  at  the 
time  of  the  massacre,  is  lecturing  on  the 
"Beligion  of  the  Bed  Man."  We  are  not 
told  how  he  is  getting  along,  but  it  must  re- 
quire a  good  deal  of  Indianuity  to  discover 
wherein  the  red  man's  religion  consists. 

A  fp.iend  of  ours  left  his  umbrella  in  the  Assembly 
chamber  on  Tuesday,  and  on  going  back  on  Wednes- 
day found  it  just  where  he  had  left  it.  He  says  it  is 
an  lionest  body  of  men — umbrella  honesty  being  the 
highest  type  of  honesty.  He  did  not  tell  us  on  -which 
side  or  in  what  corner  of  the  chamber  the  article  was 
left.  There  might  be  some  significance  in  that  point. 
—  The  Assembly  Chaplain's  Paper. 

They're  armed  in  proof,  these  makers  of  our  laws; 
They  would  not  touch  a  penny  with  their  claws, 
But  what  was  fairly  earned.   Why  should  they  steal, 
These  honest  guardians  of  the  public  weal  ? 
Why  to  temptation  should  the  House  give  way 
With  Fitz  to  teach  it  what  to  do  and  say. 
His  pray'rs  will  hold  them  in  fair  Virtue's  path, 
And  still  secure  them  from -the  Heav'nly  wrath, 
W7hile  public  vaults  burst  with  the  lucre  yellow 
No  Legislator  will  purloin  a  poor  umbrella. 
While  with  their  fingers  they  can  millions  feel, 
Our  law-givers  know  what  and  how  to  steal. 

His  coming  was  heralded  by  a  thick  odor 
of  strong  waters  several  seconds  before  his 
jovial  countenance  appeared  at  the  door  of  our 
sanctum. 

"You  don't  know,  me  maybe,"  he  casually 
remarked. 

We  had  reluctantly  to  admit  our  ignor- 
ance. 

"Well,  I  thought  as  how  you  might.  I'm 
the  sweet  singer  of  'Frisco.  I  can  write 
verses  as  fast  as  a  horse  can  trot.  Gimme  a 
pencil,  an'  I'll  show  you." 


We  heaved  a  deep  sigh  as  we  complied 
with  his  request. 

"Guess  I'll  write  about  temprance.  Here 
goes!" 

In  a  few  minutes  he  had  dashed  of  the  fol- 
lowing: 

"When  yu  fall  upon  your  back 

Just  think  yure  happy  jac 

If  yu  like  to  get  sum  cash 

Go  sellin  tempranee  hash 

And  them  winimin  fokes  will  eat 

You  out  ov  house  and  home  yu  bet 

Now  it  is  getin  late 

An'  I  reckin  as  how  I'll  git," 

He  did.  It  was  some  minutes  before  the 
Morgue  ambulance  arrived,  bnt  business  soon 
went  on  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  We 
are  getting  used  to  these  things. 

The  "Sweet  Singer"  of  Downieville  has  also 
appeared  upon  the  poetic  horizon.  The  last 
number  of  the  Mountain  Messenger  contained 
some  eight  verses  from  her  inspired  pen. 
The  subject  is  "The  Miner's  Wife,"-  and  is 
deftly  treated.  The  climax  is  reached  in  the 
last  two  verses,  which  we  reproduce  for  the 
benefit  of  our  readers,  who  otherwise  might 
miss  the  rich  literary  treat: 

"He  writes  and  calls  her  his  darling; 

He  calls  her  his  pet,  and  the  like, 
And  tells  her  he's  dying  to  see  her 

Now  friends,  do  you  think  that  is  right  ?" 
She,  it  must  be  understood,  is  teaching   a 
district  school  "thousands   of   miles   away." 
On  the  other  hand: 

"She  writes  and  calls  him  her  hubby, 

And  tells  him  she's  all  his  own. 
O,  the  deceit  that  there  is  in  poor  mortals 
Is  enough  to  make  anyone  groan." 

We  have  accordingly  groaned.  Vanity  of 
vanities,  and  all  is  vanity! 


A  Ludicrous  Incident. 
The  Coyote  Creek  is  a  small  stream  which 
bisects  the  seaward  portion  of  Los  Angeles 
County  from  north  to  south,  flowing  through 
what  used  to  be  the  Abel  Steam's  Banch, 
now  cut  up  into  small  holdings  fertile  in 
corn.  In  summer  it  is  merely  a  succession 
of  pools  with  scarcely  any  perceptible  cur- 
rent between  precipitous  banks,  affording 
only  three  or  four  practicable  crossings  for 
horse  or  wagon  throughout  its  entire  length; 
one  of  which,  lying  somewhat  out  of  the  gen- 
eral line  of  travel,  is  a  ford  about  thirty  feet 
in  width  by  three  or  four  in  depth,  and  im- 
practicable at  most  times  for  heavily  laden 
teams.  Near  this  crossing  stands  the  house 
of  my  friend  W ,  and  for  the  conveni- 
ence of  the  family  a  little  foot  bridge,  com- 
posed of  plank,  spans  the  creek.  The  near- 
est bridge  or  ford,  whether  above  or  below, 
is  not  less  than  two  miles  off.  Premising 
these  facts,  therefore,  it  happened  one  morn- 
ing when  I  was  staying  with  W that  I 

espied  approaching  the  "banks  of  the  creek 
from  the  opposite  side  a  light  wagon  of  pe- 
culiar appearance.  It  was  drawn  by  a  pair 
of  scraggy,  rawboned  horses,  and  on  the  front 
seat  there  sat  a  tall,  gaunt  rawboned  man, 
flanked  by  his  wife  and  a  couple  of  childien, 
while  in  the  back  were  two  more  olive 
branches  stretched  promiscuously  among  the 
household  goods  and  utensils  which  thorough- 
ly and  completely  filled  up  the  bed.     At  the 


bank  of  the  creek  he  reined  up,  and  a  collo- 
quy ensued,  the  gist  of  which  was  as  to 
whether  the  ford  would  admit  of  his  crossing. 
Having  ascertained  its  depth  and  that  the 
nearest  bridge  was  two  miles  below,  necessi- 
tating a  considerable  detour  from  the  direct 
line  to  Gospel  Swamp,  whither  he  was  bound 
— he  determined  to  make  the  attempt.  The 
old  lady  and  the  children  got  down,  and 
crossed  over  by  the  foot  bridge  before  men- 
tioned, and  the  old  man,  holding  his  team 
well  in  hand  with  black-snake  ready  for  use, 
drove  down  into  the  creek.  The  passage  is 
a  slanting  one,  and  had  he  kept  it,  his  load 
not  being  heavy,  he  would  have  got  through 
all  right;  but  just  as  he  neared  the  hither 
shore  his  mustangs  swerved,  and  in  the  at- 
tempt to  gain  the  bank  in  a  direct  line, 
missed  their  foothold,  and  landed  the  wagon  in 
a  pool  of  about  four  feet  in  depth.  The  jerk 
knocked  some  of  the  contents  into  the  water, 
and  the  water  itself  rose  two  or  three  inches 
in  the  bed.  In  vain  did  he  call  upon  the 
animals  with  whoop  and  rawhide — the  poor 
brutes  were  not  to  blame,  the  bank  was  bad; 
and  they  were  too  light  and  too  weak  to  be 
of  service.  Buefully  did  the  old  gentleman 
prospect  the  situation,  but  something  had  to 
be  done;  the  household  goods  now  calmly 
reposing  at  the  bottom  of  the  creek  must  be 
recovered.  His  western  pluck — he  was  from 
Arkansas — was  quite  equal  to  the  occasion; 
he  stepped  out  upon  the  tongue,  and  thence 
down  into  the  water.  It  was  May,  and  the 
water  was  warm,  and  he  being  tall  it  did  not 
come  higher  than  his  breast.  But  the  strug- 
gles of  the  animals  had  rendered  it  so  turbid 
that  nothing  could  be  seen,  and  doffing  his 
hat  and  tossing  it  on  the  bank — he  was  al- 
ready in  shirt  sleeves — he  prepared  to  go  it 
blind.  Down  he  went  disappearing  for  a 
second  or  two,  and  came  up  triumphantly 
with  a  frying  pan,  shaking  the  water  from 
his  tangled  locks  like  a  Newfoundland,  cheered 
by  the  presence  of  encouragement  of  his  wife 
and  offspring,  who  had  meanwhile  crossed 
and  were  standing  with  the  writer  upon  the 
bank  ready  to  receive  the  recovered  articles  as 
they  were  fished  up  and  handed  out.  Down 
he  went  again,  and  came  up  smiling  with  a 
big  tin  bucket  which  had  once  contained 
molasses,  now,  alas!  diluted  beyond  even  the 
ken  of  the  most  imaginative  of  grocers.  He 
had  now  fully  warmed  to  his  work,  and  en- 
tering into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  seemed 
rather  to  enjoy  his  watery  search,  and  finally 
succeeded  in  recovering  everything.  I  wish 
Keller  could  have  been  there.  His  facile 
pencil  would  have  immortalized  the  incident. 
Meanwhile  a  span  of  stout  American  horses 
had  been  brought  down  and  hitched  on  to 
the  lead  and  the  wagon  was  presently  safe 
and  sound  on  terra  firma.  A  trunk  was 
opened  and  the  gentleman  from  Arkansas  di- 
vested himself  of  his  wet  under  apparel  and 
indued  dry  clothing,  necessity  in  such  eases 
outruling  ceremony,  and  with  the  nonchal- 
ance of  western  pioneerhood  which  laughs  at' 
circumstances,  the  family  were  once  more  re- 
instated in  their  accustomed  places,  and  with 
a  flick  of  the  black-snake  the  little  mustangs 
jogged  merrily  towards  Gospel  Swamp. 

E.  D.  M. 
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I  "WARN'T  never  meant  for  no  sailor,  I 
warn't;  but  I  come  of  a  great  nation,  and  when 
a  chap  out  our  way  says  he'll  du  a  thing,  he  does 
it.  I  said  I'd  go  to  sea,  and  I  went — and  thar  you 
are.  I  said  I'd  drop  hunting,  and  take  to  mining. 
and  thar  I  was;  and  that's  how  it  come  about. 

You  see,  we  was  rather  rough  out  our  way,  where 
Hez  Lane  and  me  went  with  our  bit  of  tent  and 
and  pickers,  shooting-irons,  and  sech  like,  meaning 
to  make  a  pile  of  gold.  "We  went  to  Washoe,  and 
didn't  get  on;  then  we  went  to  Fort  Laramie,  and 
didn't  get  on  there.  Last,  we  went  right  up  into  the 
mountain,  picking  our  way  amongst  the  stones,  for 
Hez  ses,  "Look  here,  old  hoss,  let's  get  whar  no 
no  one's  been  afore.  If  we  get  whar  the  boys  are  at 
work  already,  they've  took  the  cream,  and  we  gets 
the  skim  milk.  Let's  you  and  me  get  the  cream,  and 
let  some  o'  the  others  take  the  skim  milk." 

"Good  for  you,"  I  says;  and  we  tramped  on  day 
arter  day,  till  we  got  right  up  in  the  heart  o*  the 
mountains,  where  no  one  hadn't  been  afore,  and  it 
was  so  still  and  quiet,  as  it  made  you  quite  deaf. 

It  was  a  strange,  wild  sort  of  place,  like  as  if  one 
o'  them  coons  called  giants  had  driven  a  wedge  into 
a  mountain  and  split  it,  making  a  place  for  a  bit  of 
a  stream  to  run  at  the  bottom,  and  lay  bare  the  gold 
we  wanted  to  find. 

"This'll  do,  Dab,"  says  Hez,  as  we  put  up  our  bit 
of  a  tent  on  a  pleasant  green  shelf  in  the  steep  val- 
ley place.  "This'll  do,  Dab;  thar's  yaller  gold 
spangling  them  sands,  and  running  in  veins  through 
them  rocks,  and  yaller  gold  in  pockets  of  the  rock." 

"Then  let's  call  it  Yaller  Gulch,"  I  says. 

"Done,  old  hoss!"  says  Hez;  and  Yaller  Gulch 
it  is. 

We  set  to  work  nest  day  washing  in  the  bit  ef  a 
stream,  and  shook  hands  on  our  good  luck. 

"This'll  do,"  says  Hez.  "We  shall  make  a  pile 
here.     No  one  won't  dream  of  hunting  this  out." 

"Say,  stranger!"  says  a  voice  as  made  us  both 
jump.     "Do  it  wash  well?" 

And  if  there  warn't  a  long,  lean,  ugly,  yaller-look- 
ing  chap  looking  down  at  us,  as  he  stood  holding  a 
mole  by  the  bridle. 

Why,  afore  a  week  was  over,  so  far  from  us  keep- 
ing it  snug,  I  reckon  there  was  fifty  people  in  Yaller 
Gulch,  washing  away,  and  making  their  piles.  Afore 
another  week  was  over  some  one  had  set  up  a  store, 
and  next  day  there  was  a  gambling  saloon.  Keep  it 
to  ourselves!  Why  stranger,  I  reckon  if  there  was  a 
speck  of  gold  anywheres  within  five  hundred  miles 
our  chaps  *d  sniff  it  out  like  vultures,  and  be  down 
upon  it. 

It  warn't  no  use  to  grumble,  and  we  kept  what  we 
thought  to  ourselves,  working  away  and  making  our 
ounces  the  best  way  we  could.  One  day  I  proposed 
we  should  go  higher  up  in  the  mountains;  but  Hez 
said  he'd  be  darned  if  he'd  move;  and  nest  day  if 
he'd  wanted  me  to  go,  I  should  have  told  him  I'd  be 
darned  if  I'd  move;  and  all  at  once  from  being  red- 
hot  chums,  as  would  have  done  anything  for  one 
another,  Hez  and  me  got  to  be  mortal  enemies. 

Now,  look  here,  stranger.  Did  you  ever  keep 
chickens?  P'r'aps  not;  butif  you  ever  do,  just  you 
notice  this.  You've  got,  say,  a  dozen  young  cocks 
pecking  about,  and  as  happy  as  can  be — smart  and 
lively,  an'  innercent  as  chickens  should  be.  Now, 
just  you  go  and  drop  a  pretty  young  pullet  in  among 
'em,  and  see  if  there  won't  be  a  row.  Why,  afore 
night  there'll  be  combs  bleeding,  eyes  knocked  out, 
feathers  torn  and  ragged — a  reg'lar  pepper-box  and 
bowie  set-to,  and  all  'acause  of  that  little  smooth, 
brown  pullet,  that  looks  on  so  quiet  and  gentle,  as  if 
wondering  who  made  the  row.  Now,  that's  what 
was  the  matter  with  us;  for  who  should  come  into 
the  Gulch  one  day  but  an  old  store-keeping  sort  of 
fellow,  with  as  pretty  a  daughter  as  ever  stepped, 


and  from  that  moment  it  was  all  over  between  Hez 
and  me. 

He'd  got  a  way  with  him,  you  see,  as  I  hadn't; 
and  they  always  made  him  welkim  at  that  thar  store, 
when  it  was  only  "How  do  you  do?"  and  "Good- 
morning,"  to  me.  I  don't  know  what  love  is,  stran- 
gers; but  if  Jael  Burn  had  told  me  to  go  and  cut  one 
of  my  hands  off  to  please  her,  I'd  ha'  done  it.  I'd 
ha'  gone  through  fire  and  water  for  her,  God  bless 
her!  and  if  she'd  tied  one  of  her  long,  yaller  hairs 
round  my  neck,  she  might  have  led  me  about  like  a 
bear,  rough  as  I  am. 

But  it  wouldn't  do.  I  soon  see  which  way  the 
wind  blew.  She  was  the  only  woman  in  camp,  and 
could  have  the  pick,  and  she  picked  Hez. 

I  was  'bout  y  tar  in'  mad  first  time  I  met  them  two 
together — she  a  hanging  on  his  arm,  and  looking  up 
in  his  face,  worshipping  him  like  some  of  them 
women  can  worship  a  great,  big,  strong  he;  and  as 
soon  as  they  got  by  I  swore  a  big  oath  as  Hez  should 
never  have  her,  and  I  plugged  up  my  six-shooter, 
give  my  bowie  a  whetting,  and  lay  in  wait  for  him 
coming  back. 

It  was  a  nice  time  that,  as  I  sot  there,  seeing  in 
fancy  him  kissin'  her  sweet  little  face,  and  she  hang- 
ing on  him.  If  I  was  'most  mad  afore,  I  was  ten 
times  worse  now;  and  when  I  heerd  Hez  comin',  I 
stood  there  on  a  shelf  of  rock,  where  the  track  came 
along,  meaning  to  put  half  a  dozen  plugs  in  him, 
and  then  pitch  him  over  into  the  Gulch.  But  I  was 
that  mad  that  when  he  came  up  cheery  and  singing, 
I  forgot  all  about  my  shooting-iron  and  bowie,  and 
went  at  him  like  a  bar,  hugging  and  wrastling  him, 
till  we  fell  together  close  to  the  edge  of  the  Gulch, 
and  I  had  only  to  give  him  a  shove  and  down  he'd 
ha'  gone  kelch  on  the  hard  rocks  ninety  foot  below. 

"Now  Hez,"  I  says,  "how  about  your  darling 
now?  You'll  cut  in  before  a  better  man  again, 
will  yer?" 

"Yes,  if  I  live!"  he  says,  stout-Ike,  so  as  I  couldn't 
help  liking  the  grit  he  showed.  "That's  right,"  he 
says;  "pitch  me  over,  and  then  go  and  tell  littla  Jael 
what  you've  done.  She'll  be  fine  and  proud  of  yer 
then,  Abinadab  Scales!" 

He  said  that  as  I'd  got  him  hanging  over  the  rocks, 
and  he  looked  me  full  in  the  face,  full  of  grit,  though 
he  was  as  helpless  as  ababby;but  I  didn't  see  his  face 
then,  for  what  I  see  was  the  face  of  Jael,  wild  and 
passionate  like,  asking  me  what  I'd  done  with  her 
love,  and  my  heart  swelled  so  that  I  gave  a  sob  like  a 
woman,  as  I  swung  Hez  round  into  safety,  and  taking 
his  place  like,  "Shove  me  over,"  I  says,  "and  put 
me  out  of  my  misery." 

Poor  old  Hez!  I  hated  him  like  pizen;  but  he 
wasn't  that  sort.  'Stead  of  sending  me  over,  now 
he  had  the  chance,  he  claps  bis  hand  on  my  shoulder, 
and  he  says,  says  he,  "Dab,  old  man,"  he  says, 
"give  it  a  name,  and  let's  go  and  have  a  drink  on 
this.  We  can't  all  find  the  big  nuggets,  old  hoss; 
and  if  I'm  in  luck,  don't  be  hard  on  yer  mate." 

Then  he  held  out  his  fist,  but  I  couldn't  take  it, 
but  turning  off,  I  ran  hard  down  among  the  rocks 
till  I  dropped,  bruised  and  bleeding,  and  didn't  go 
back  to  my  tent  that  night. 

I  got  a  bit  wilder  arter  that.  Hez  and  Jael  were 
spliced  up,  and  I  alius  kep  away.  When  I  wanted 
an  ounce  or  two  of  gold  I  worked,  and  when  I'd  got 
it,  I  used  to  drink — drink,  because  I  wanted  to  drown 
all  recollections  of  the  past. 

Hez  used  to  come  to  me,  but  I  warned  him  off. 
Last  time  he  come  across  me,  and  tried  to  make 
friends,  "Hez,"  I  says,  "keep  away.  I'm  desprit 
like,  and  I  won't  say  I  shan't  plug  yer!" 

"Then  Jael  came,  and  she  began  to  talk  to  me 
about  forgiving  him;  but  it  only  made  me  more  mad 
nor  ever,  and  so  I  went  and  pitched  at  the  lower  end 
of  the  Gulch,  and  they  lived  at  t'other. 

Times  and  times  I've  felt  as  if  I'd  go  and  plug  Hez 
on  the  quiet,  but  I  never  did,  though  I  got  to  hate 
him  more  and  more,  and  never  half  so  much  as  I  did 
nigh  two  years  arter,  when  I  came  upon  him  one  day 
sudden,  with  his  wife  Jael,  looking  pootier  than  ever, 
with  a  little  white-haired  squealer  on  her  arm.  An' 
it  riled  me  above  a  bit  to  see  him  so  smiling  and 
happy,  and  me  turned  into   a  bloodshot,   drinking, 


raving  savage,  that  half  the  Gulch  was  feared  on, 
and  t'other  half  daren't  face. 

I  had  been  drinking  hard — fiery  Bourbon,  you 
bet! — for  about  a  week,  when  early  one  morning,  as 
I  lay  in  my  ragged  bit  of  a  tent,  I  woke  up  sudden- 
like to  a  roaring  noise  like  thunder,  and  then  there 
came  a  whirl  and  a  rush,  and  I  was  swimmin'  for 
life,  half-choked  with  the  water  that  had  carried  me 
off.  Now  it  was  hitting  my  head,  playful  like,  agen 
the  hardest  corners  of  the  rock  it  could  find  in  the 
Gulch;  then  it  was  hitting  mo  in  the  back,  or  pound- 
ing me  in  the  front,  with  trunks  of  trees  swept  down 
from  the  mountains,  for  something  had  bust — a  lake, 
or  something  high  up — and  in  about  a  wink  the  hull 
settlement  in  Yaller  Gulch  was  swep'  away. 

"Wall,"  I  says,  getting  hold  of  a  branch,  and 
drawing  myself  out,  "some  on  'em  wanted  a  good 
wash,  and  this'll  give  it  'em;"  for  you  see  water  had 
been  skeerce  lately,  and  what  there  was  had  all  been 
used  for  cleaning  the  gold. 

I  sot  on  a  bit  o'  rock,  wringing  that  water  out  of 
my  hair — leastwise,  no;  it  was  some  one  else  like 
who  sot  there,  chaps  I  knowed,  you  see;  and  there 
was  the  water  rushing  down  thirty  or  forty  foot 
deep,  with  everything  swept  before  it — mules  and 
tents,  and  shanties,  and  stores,  and  dead  bodies  by 
the  dozen. 

"Unlucky  for  them,"  I  says;  and  just  then  I  hears 
a  wild  sorter  shriek,  and  looking  down,  I  see  a  chap 
half  swimming,  half-swept  along  by  the  torrent, 
trying  hard  to  get  at  a  tree  that  stood  t'other  side. 

"Why,  it's  you,  is  it,  Hez?"  I  says  to  myself,  as  I 
looked  at  his  wild  eyes  and  strained  face,  on  which 
the  sun  shone  full.  "You're  a  gone  coon,  Hez,  lad; 
so  you  may  just  as  well  fold  your  arms,  say  amen, 
and  go  down  like  a  man.  How  I  could  pot  you  now, 
lad,  if  I'd  got  a  shooting-iron;  put  you  out  o'  yer 
misery  like.    You'll  drown,  lad." 

He  made  a  dash,  and  tried  for  a  branch  hanging 
down,  but  missed  it,  and  got  swept  against  the  rocks, 
where  he  shoved  his  arm  between  two  big  bits;  but 
the  water  gave  him  a  wrench,  the  bone  went  crack, 
and  as  I  sat  still  thare  I  see  him  swept  down  lower 
and  lower,  till  he  clutched  at  a  bush  with  his  left 
hand,  and  hung  on  like  grim  death  to  a  dead  nigger. 

"Sarve  you  right,"  I  says,  cooly.  "Why  shouldn't 
you  die  like  the  rest?  If  I'd  had  any  go  in  me  I 
should  have  plugged  yer  long  ago." 

"Holloa!"  I  cried  then,  giving  a  start.  "It  ain't — 
'tis — tarnation!  it  can't  be!" 

But  it  was. 

There,  on  t'other  side,  fifty  yards  lower  down,  was 
a  bit  of  a  shelf  of  earth  that  kept  crumbling  away  as 
the  water  washed  it,  was  Jael,  kneeling  down  with 
her  young  'un;  and,  as  I  looked,  something  seemed 
to  give  my  heart  a  jigg,  just  as  if  some  coon  had 
pulled  a  string. 

"Well,  he's 'bout  gone,"  I  says;  "and  they  can't 
hold  'bout  three  minutes;  then  they'll  all  drown 
together,  and  she  can  take  old  Hez  his  last  baby  to 
nuss,  cuss  'em!  I'm  safe  enough.  What's  it  got  to 
do  with  me?    I  sha'n't  move." 

I  took  out  my  wet  cake  of  *bacca,  and  whittled  off 
a  bit,  shoved  it  in  my  cheek,  shut  my  knife  with  a 
click,  and  sot  thar  watehin'  of  'em — father,  and 
mother,  and  bairn. 

"You've  been  too  happy,  you  have,"  I  sayB  out 
loud:  not  as  they  could  hear  it,  for  the  noise  of  the 
waters.  "Now  you'll  be  sorry  for  other  people. 
Drown,  darn  yer!  stock,  and  lock,  and  barrel;  I'm 
safe. 

Just  then,  as  I  sot  and  chawed,  telling  myself  as  a 
chap  would  be  mad  to  try  and  save  his  friends  out 
of  such  a  flood,  let  alone  his  enemies,  darn  me!  if 
if  Jael  didn't  put  that  there  little  squealer's  hands 
together,  and  hold  them  up  as  if  she  was  making  it 
say  its  prayers — a  born  fool! — when  that  thar  string 
seemed  to  be  pulled,  inside  me  like,  agin  my  heart; 
and — I  couldn't  help  it — I  jumped  up. 

'Say,  Dab,"  I  says  to  myself,  "don't  you  be  a 
fool.  You  hate  that  lot  like  pizen,  you  do.  Don't 
you  go  and  drown  yourself." 

I  was  'bout  mad,  you  know,  and  couldn't  do  as  I 
liked,  for,  if  I  didn't  begin  to  rip  off  my  things,  wet 
and  hanging  to  me.     Cuss  me!  how  they  did  stick! 
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but  I  cleared  half  on  'eui  off,  and  then,  like  a  mad 
fool,  I  made  a  run  and  a  jump,  and  was  fighting 
bard  with  the  water  to  get  acrosB  to  Hez's  wife  and 
child. 

Down  I  went,  and  up  I  went,  and  the  water  twisted 
me  like  a  leaf;  but  I  got  out  of  the  roar  and  thunder, 
on  to  the  bit  of  a  shelf  where  Jael  knelt;  when  if  the 
Billy  thing  didn't  begin  to  hold  up  to  me  her  child, 
and  her  lips,  poor  darlin,  6aid  dumbly,  ''Save  it!  oh, 
Bave  it!" 

"In  the  midst  of  that  rush  and  roar,  as  I  saw  that 
poor  gal,  white,  horrified,  and  with  her  yaller  hair 
clinging  round  her,  all  my  old  lovt>  for  her  comes 
back,  and  I  swore  a  big  oath  as  I'd  save  her  for 
myself  or  die. 

I  tore  her  dress  into  ribbons,  for  there  warn't  « 
moment  to  lose,  and  I  bound  that  bairn  somehow  on 
to  my  shoulders,  she  watching  me  the  while;  and 
then,  with  my  heart  beating  madly,  I  caught  her  in 
my  arms,  she  clinging  tightly  to  me  in  her  fear,  and 
I  stood  up,  thinking  how  I  could  get  back,  and 
makiug  ready  to  leap. 

The  flood  didn't  wait  for  that,  though.  In  a 
moment  there*was  a  quiver  of  the  bank,  and  it  went 
from  beneath  my  feet,  leaving  me  wrastltng  with  the 
waters  once  more. 

I  don't  know  how  I  did  it,  only  that,  after  a  fight, 
and  being  half-smothered,  I  found  myself  crawling 
up  the  side  of  the  Gulch,  ever  so  low  down,  and 
dragging  Jael  into  a  safe  place  with  her  bairn. 

She  fell  down  afore  me,  hugged  my  legs  and  kissed 
my  feet;  and  then  she  started  up  and  began 
staring  up  and  down,  ending  by  seeing,  just  above 
us,  old  Hez  clinging  there  still,  with  his  sound  arm 
rammed  into  the  bush  and  his  body  swept  out  by  the 
fierce  stream. 

The  next  moment  she  had  seized  me  by  the  arm 
and  was  pinting  at  him,  and  she  gave  a  wild  kind  of 
shriek. 

"He's  a  gone  coon,  my  gal,"  I  says,  though  she 
couldn't  hear  me;  and  I  was  gloating  over  her 
beautiful  white  face  and  soft,  clear  neck,  as  I  thought 
that  now  she  was  mine — all  mine.  I'd  saved  her 
out  of  the  flood,  and  there  was  no  Hez  to  stand  in 
our  way. 

"Save  him! — oh,  save  him!"  she  shrieked  in  my 
ear. 

What,  Hez?  Save  Hez  to  come  between  us  once 
more?  Save  her  husband — the  man  I  hated,  and 
would  gladly  see  die?  Oh,  I  couldn't  do  it,  and  my 
looks  showed  it,  she  reading  me  like  a  book  the 
while.  No,  he  might  drown — he  was  drowned — must 
be.  No;  just  then  he  moved,  But,  nonsense!  I 
wasn't  going  to  risk  my  life  for  his,  and  cut  my  own 
throat  like  as  to  the  futur'. 

She  went  down  on  her  knees  to  me,  though, 
pinting  again  at  where  Hez  still  floated;  and  the 
old  feeling  of  love  for  her  was  stronger  on  me  than 
ever. 

"You're  asking  me  to  die  for  you,  Jael,"  I  shouted 
in  her  ear. 

"Save  him — save  Hez!"  she  shrieked. 
"Yes,  save  him!"  I  groaned  to  myself.     "Bring 
him  back  to  the  happiness  that  might  be  mine.     But 
she  loves  him — she  loves  him;  and  I  must." 

I  gave  one  look  at  her — as  I  thought  my  last — and 
I  couldn't  help  it.  If  she  had  asked  me  dumbly,  as 
she  did,  to  do  something  ten  times  as  wild,  I  should 
have  done  it;  and  with  a  run,  I  got  well  up  above 
Hez  afore  I  jumped  in  once  more,  to  have  the  same 
fight  with  the  waters  till  I  was  swept  down  to  the 
bush  where  he  was. 

I'd  got  my  knife  in  my  teeth  to  cut  the  bnsh  away 
and  let  him  free;  but  as  I  was  swept  against  it  my 
weight  tore  it  away,  and  Hez  and  I  went  down  the 
stream  together;  him  so  done  up  that  he  lay  helpless 
on  the  water. 

Something  seemed  to  tell  me  to  finish  him  off.  A 
minute  under  water  would  have  done  it;  but  Jael's 
face  was  before  me,  and  at  last  I  got  to  the  other 
side,  with  her  climbing  along  beside  us;  and  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  the  hand  she  stretched  down  to  me, 
I  should  never  have  crawled  out  with  old  Hez — I 
was  that  done. 


As  I  dropped  down,  panting  on  the  rock,  Jael  came 
to  my  side,  leaned  over  me  and  kissed  me,  and  I 
turned  away,  for  the  next  moment  she  was  trying 
hard  and  bringing  her  husband  to,  and  I  was  begin- 
ning to  feel  once  more  that  I  had  been  a  fool. 

I  ain't  much  more  to  tell,  only  that  the  flood  went 
down  'most  as  quick  as  it  had  come  up,  and  Hez  got 
all  right  again  with  his  broken  arm  and  d\d  well. 
They  wanted  muchly  to  be  friends,  but  I  kep'  away. 
I  felt  as  I'd  been  a  fool  to  save  him,  and  I  was 
kinder  'shamed  like  of  it,  so  I  took  off  to  Frisco, 
where,  after  chumming  about,  I  took  to  going  voyages 
to  Panama  and  back,  and  the  sea  seemed  to  suit  me 
like,  and  there  I  stuck  to  it. 

And  there  I  seem  to  stick  yet. 
[the  end. J 
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The  Sick  Man. 


The  term  "Sick  Man"  was  originally  used 
with  reference  to  Turkey  by  the  Emperor 
Nicholas,  the  predecessor  of  Alexander,  the 
present  monarch  of  Russia.  A  contempo- 
rary recalls  the  conversation  of  Nicholas  with 
the  British  Minister,  Sir  George  Seymour, 
in  1844.  The  Emperor  said:  "We  have  on 
our  hands  a  sick  man,  a  very  sick  man.  It 
will  be  a  great  misfortune,  I  tell  you  frankly, 
if  one  of  these  days  he  should  happen  to  die 
before  the  necessary  arrangements  are  all 
made.  But  this  is  not  the  time  to  speak  to 
yon  of  all  that."  In  another  interview,  a 
few  days  later,  Nicholas  said:  "Turkey  in 
her  condition  which  I  have  described,  has  by 
degrees  fallen  into  such  a  state  of  decrepi- 
tude that,  as  I  told  you  the  other  night, 
eager  as  we  all  are  for  the  prolonged  exist- 
ence of  the  man  (and  that  I  am  as  desirous 
as  you  can  be  for  the  continuation  of  his  life, 
I  beg  you  to  believe),  he  may  suddenly  die 
on  our  hands."  A  week  later  the  Emperor 
resumed  the  subject,  saying:  "I  think  your 
government  does  not  well  understand  my  ob- 
ject. I  am  not  so  eager  to  determine  what 
shall  be  done  upon  that  event  taking  place. 
I  repeat  to  you  that  the  sick  man  is  dying, 
and  we  can  never  allow  such  an  event  to  take 
us  by  surprise.  We  must  come  to  some  un- 
derstanding." 

The  minutes  of  this  conversation  were  duly 
transmitted  to  the  English  Government,  and 
were  by  the  ministry  laid  before  Parliament 
during  the  discussions  that  immediately  pre- 
ceded the  declaration  of  war  against  Russia 
The  phrase,  the  "sick  man,"  was  so  apt  that 
it  was  at  once  caught  up  until  it  became  the 
established  sobriquet  of  the  Sublime  Porte. 


Theke  is  a  bill  abolishing  the  Bible  in 
schools  under  consideration  in  the  Wisconsin 
Legislature,  but  there  is  no  probability  that 
it  will  be  passed.  The  Committee  ordered 
to  consider  Ex-Governor  Washburn's  gift  of 
property  for  an  industrial  school  for  girls 
have  reported  that  there  is  at  present  no  ne- 
cessity for  an  institution,  and  that  they  re- 
commend Governor  Smith  respectfully  to  de- 
cline the  gift. 


"A  Seminary  Alarmed  by  Toby  Rosen- 
thal" is  the  way  a  Kearny-street  sign  reads. 
The  question  is,  what  was  Toby  doing  in  that 
seminary  that  it  should  be  so  dreadfully 
scared  ?  In  the  words  of  the  bard  of  Avon, 
it  was  "Toby  or  not  Toby,  that  is  the  ques- 
tion."    Which? 


Proudhomme. — In  a  few  days.  Had  you 
given  us  your  real  address  you  would  have 
received  a  postal  card  before  this  time. 

Inquirer. — Yes,  if  her  maternal  relative 
still  lives,  you  are  liable  to  have  a  mother-in- 
law — and  plenty  of  occupation  in  your  leisure 
moments. 

Jones. — It  doesn't  affect  the  matter  ma- 
terially to  aver  that  you  are  "the  only 
Jones."  For  the  sake  of  humanity  we  hope 
you  are. 

X.  Y.  Z.  unburdens  himself  after  the  fol- 
lowing fashion : 
Cute,  critical  Wasp: 

By  all  that's  odd,  I  cannot  tell 

Why  you,  who  catch  your  cue  so  well, 

Permitted  "W.  P."  to  pass 

"My  Life"  on  you  as  his — alas! 

And  doesn't  every  school-boy  know 

That  piece  was  written,  years  ago, 

By  Richard  Henry  Wilde,  whose  name 

Was  rendered  famous  by  the  same. 

If  you  will  only  take  a  look 

At  Mr.  Dana's  Household  Book, 

You'll  not  require  your  specs  to  see 

The  fountain-head  whence  W.  P. 

His  mighty  inspiration  drew 

To  come  it  slightly  over  you; 

And,  as  you  would  our  trust  restore, 

Don't  let  him  do  so  anymore! 

Yours  respectfully,  X.  Y.  Z. 

P.  8.  —You  will  agree  with  me, 

A  shade  of  fitness  does  exist 
In  the  initials  W.  P., 
For  such  a  Wicked  Plagiarist. 

When  we,  the  editorial  We, 
*Such  kindly  criticisms  see, 
We  think  that  Beecher's  cry  infernal 
'Gainst  hot-house  punishment  eternal 
Is  wrong.     Now,  Mr.  X.  Y.  Z., 
We'll  tell  you  how  it  came  to  be 
That  W.  P.  imposed  on  us. 
The  naked  fact  is  simply  thus: 
(We  know  that  verse  as  well  as  you, 
But  such  response  will  hardly  do.) 
It  oftens  happens  in  the  worry, 
The  everlasting  press  and  hurry 
Of  our  profession,  that  a  screed, 
Which  those  who  know  to  run  may  read, 
Escapes  our  notice.    Thus  it  was 
That  W.  P.  put  in  his  claws, 
And  raked  our  editorial  heart, 
And,  more,  inspired  your  friendly  dart. 
If  W.  P.  should  ever  light; 
Upon  our  sanctum,  day  or  night, 
When  we  are  in,  we'll  take  our  club, 
And  sense  into  his  thick  skull  rub — 
And,  let  it  not  be  left  unsaid, 
We'll  put  more  mem'ry  in  our  head. 
But  that  larcenious  W.  P., 
Who  "came  it  slightly"  over  We, 
Is  doomed.    We  swear  it,  yes  we  do, 
We'll  murder  bim,  to  humor  you. 
We'll  put  him  in  the  silent  tomb — 
'Tis  all  he's  worth — to  Jill  up  room. 

P.  S.— When  next  you  play  a  rhymy  caper, 
Please  do  not  mutilate  the  paper. 

Io. — It  will  require  much  mental  mastica- 
tion, not  to  say  an  inordinate  amount  of  li- 
terary cooking,  so  to  speak,  to  render  that 
joke  satisfactory  to  the  criticalness  of  our 
censorious  palate.  In  other  words,  the  joke 
is  too  stale,  and  you  are  too  fresh,  as  it  were. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

Has  a  sane  person  any  rights  that  a  lunatic 
asylum  is  bound  to  respect? 

When  a  man  sees  his  wife  shedding  a  cat- 
aract of  tears  for  nothing,  it  well-Niagara- 
vates  him  beyond  endurance. 

Said  Mrs.  Partington,  "What  is  all  this 
fuss  about  rheumatizing  silver  and  this  de- 
mand for  the  plumbago  of  our  fathers  I" 

If  a  man  shovels  snow  off  a  roof  into  your 
neck  and  follows  it  up  by  coming  down  him- 
self, that  is  defined  as  accumulated   disaster. 

It  is  almost  impossible  to  wash  ink-stains 
out  of  clothing,  but  if  you  use  the  same  ink 
to  mark  a  name  on  a  boiled  shirt  it  will  dis- 
appear in  two  weeks. 

It  may  be  explained  that  a  majority  of  the 
Senate  did  not  know  we  were  opposed  to  the 
passage  of  the  Silver  Bill.  Otherwise  the 
result  would  have  been  different. 

Enamored  writing-master  (to  a  young  lady 
pupil):  "I  can  teach  you  nothing;  your  hand 
is  already  a  very  desirable  one,  and  your  I's 
are  the  most  beautiful  I  ever  seen." 

The  man  of  genius  may  by  a  single  effort, 
rise  to  the  very  summit  of  Fame's  temple ; 
but  we  defy  him  to  go  dunning  this  winter 
and  collect  more  than  fifteen  cents. 

Almost  every  idea  is  already  patented;  but 
the  man  who  shall  invent  a  bootjack  that  will 
kill  two  cats  at  one  throw,  will  find  a  clear 
field,  and  may  realize  from  it  his  everlasting 
fortune. 

Is  there  a  woman  in  all  this  broad,  sunny 
land  of  ours,  who  doesn't  believe  that  carv- 
ing-knives are  created  and  kept  sharp  and 
nifce  for  the  sole  purpose  of  splitting  kindling 
and  opening  fruit  cans  ? 

A  returned  missionary  was  recently  invited 
to  a  party,  where  all  the  ladies  appeared  in 
low  cut  dresses.  Said  he  to  his  host,  "I 
don't  mind  it  at  all;  I've  spent  ten  years 
among  the  savages." 

Worth  says  that  not  one  woman  in  ten 
knows  how  to  sit  down  on  a  dress.  He 
means  her  own,  of  course.  Any  woman  can 
sit  down  on  another's  in  a  stage  or  horse  car, 
and  do  it  scientifically  the  first  time. 

A  tramp  dropped  in  this  morning  and 
meekly  inquired  the  location  of  the  town  of 
Thunder.  He  said  whenever  he  asked  for 
work  he  was  told  to  "go  to  Thunder,"  and 
he  suppossed  they  must  want  some  hands 
there. 

Good  clothes  make  more  difference  with 
the  world's  opinion  than  a  good  many  people 
are  willing  to  admit.  How  do  you  suppose 
Senator  Conkling  would  look  climbing  the 
heights  of  fame  with  a  patch  on  his  panta- 
loons ? 

A  candid  Kentucky  editor  advances  the 
suggestion  that  a  special  tax  of  $5  on  each 
pistol  owned  in  the   State   would  beat  the 


bell-punch  plan  for  taxation  all  hollow.  He 
wants  to  tax  'em  by  the  barrel,  instead  of  by 
the  drink. 

A  shrewd  patent  medicine  man  has  been 
chasing  Ales.  Stephens  around  for  three 
months,  trying  to  draw  a  bead  on  him  with 
a  pocket  camera.  He  wants  him  for  a  pre- 
face to  his  advertisement  to  illustrate  "be- 
fore taking." 

The  reason  why  a  woman  requires  a  large 
wallet  for  the  transportation  of  a  twenty-five 
cent  shinplaster,  is  as  deeply  wrapped  in 
mystery  as  the  reason  why  a  dog  always 
turns  around  three  times  when  he  gets  up 
after  a  nap. 

An  editor  is  described  as  a  man  liable  to 
grammatical  blunders,  typographical  errors 
and  lapse  of  memory,  and  has  twenty-five 
thousand  people  watching  him  tripping — 
poorly  paid,  poorly  estimated,  yet  envied  by 
some  of  the  great  men  he  has  made. 

The  last  snake  story  is  to  the  effect  that  a 
party  of  school  girls  in  Pennsylvania  were 
attacked  by  rattlesnakes,  and  that  the  girls, 
to  scare  the  snakes,  exposed  their  red  skirts, 
upon  which  the  reptiles  ran  away.  Now  let 
every  devoted  wife  whose  husband  if  attacked 
by  snakes  shake  her  red  skirt  at  them. 

We  don't  know  Buth  Natallie  Cromwell, 
but  we  judge  she  is  a  very  nice  girl  to  have 
for  an  acquaintance.  She  poetically  sighs, 
"Kiss  me,  love,  kiss  me  ever,  Till  I  dream 
but  this,  Till  the  world  on  golden  lever,  All 
its  minutes  steeped  in  bliss  Turns  upon  a 
rosy  kiss."  We  don't  believe  it  can  be  done 
Ruth.  The  young  man  would  become  ex- 
hausted before  the  world  had  half  turned. — 
Norrislown  Herald. 


"Not  with  this  black  eye  looking  me  square 
in  the  face  I  won't." 

"You'll  let  the  Bosphorus  continue  to 
sweep  along  in  its  old  channel,  will  you?" 

"I  will  that.  I  don't  care  a  copper  for  the 
Boss-a-fo-rus,  sir.  What  I  want  now  is  ham 
and  eggs  and  two  or  three  hospitals.  Thanks 
for  the  dismissal." — Detroit  Free  Press. 


A  Sanguinary  Subject. 

Daniel  O'Connell  read  the  war  news  in  the 
Detroit  evening  papers.  It  was  the  same  war 
news  which  had  appeared  hours  before  in  the 
morning  dailies,  but  Daniel  didn't  know  it, 
and  as  he  came  to  such  names  as  Bosphorus 
and  Constantinople  he  rushed  out  upon 
Michigan  Avenue  and  yelled  out: 

"We've  got  them  blasted  Chinamen  just 
where  we  want  'em !  Whoop !  Hurrah  for 
the  King  of  Dahomey !" 

A  stranger  passing  by — ■ 

Passing  by. 
Heard  Daniel's  bloody  cry- 
Bloody  cry; 
And  he  baited  and  be  said, 
"I  can  stand  upon  bis  bead 
Any  man  with  snch  a  yell!" 
And  he  did  it,  qnick  and  well. 

He  got  away  from  the  police,  while  the  en- 
thusiastic Daniel  came  to  judgment. 

"Mr.  O'Connell,  why  did  you  whoop?" 
asked  the  court. 

"It  jist  makes  me  shake  all  over  to  read  of 
war,  sir,"  was  the  reply. 

"And  you  got  shook  all  over,  didn't  you?" 

"I  did  sir." 

"Wouldn't  it  have  been  better  for  you  to 
have  let  the  war  news  alone  and  put  in  your 
time  trying  to  translate  the  marks  on  a  tea 
chest?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"In  the  event  of  being  allowed  to  go  home 
this  morning,  what  will  you  do  ?" 

"I'll  go,  sir!" 

"You  won't  get  up  any  war  discussion  on 
the  route  ?" 


Old  Dan  Tucker. 
Mr.  Daniel  Tucker,  as  we  see  from  a  Bos- 
ton paper,  celebrated,  a  few  days  since,  his 
100th  birthday.  There  was  a  time  when  Mr. 
Tucker  stood  very  conspicuously  before  the 
American  people,  but,  overcome  by  the  in- 
firmities of  age,  he  has  long  since  retired 
from  the  public  gaze,  and  his  name,  once  in 
everybody's  mouth,  is  now  mentioned  in  the 
public  prints  for  the  first  time  in  many  years. 
In  1844  he  was  either  a  tremendous  Whig  or 
a  tremendous  Democrat,  and  consequently  a 
great  worshipper  of  either  Mr.  Clay  or  Mr. 
Polk,  it  is  not  now  generally  known  which. 
It  was  during  the  memorable  campaign  of  that 
year  that  the  poet  wrote  of  him : 

"Old  Dan  Tucker  cloinb  a  tree 

His  lord  and  master  for  to  see, 

But  a  limb  it  broke  and  he  got  a  fall, 

And  never  saw  bis  lord  at  all," 

this  statement  of  facts  being  accompanied  by 
a  request  that  Mr.  Tncker  should  get  out  of 
the  way  of  some  party  or  other  whose  name 
was  withheld,  together  with  the  assurance 
that  owing  to  the  lateness  of  the  hour  of  his 
arrival,  all  ideas  of  supper  were  quite  out  of 
the  question,  the  kitchen  fires  having  been 
long  since  extinguished.  To  the  man  of 
middle  age  the  name  of  Daniel  Tucker  recalls 
many  pleasant  recollections  of  boyhood. 
He  is  chiefly  remembered  from  the  fact  that 
he  was  always  in  everybody's  way,  or,  at 
least,  was  always  being  told  by  somebody  to 
get  out  of  the  way,  and  he  seems  to  have 
been  known  as  "Old  Daniel  Tucker"  almost 
from  his  infancy.  Long  may  he  live  to 
awaken  in  us  memories  of  the  past  bjr  the  re- 
currence of  the  anniversary  of  his  birthday. 
— Courier  Journal. 


"Marked  $14." 
The  following  story  illustrates  a  very  pre- 
valent fashion  of  present-giving  and  may 
serve  its  purpose  in  intimidating  others  from 
trying  the  same  nefarious  dodge.  Newspa- 
per rcen,  especially,  are  frequently  the  vic- 
tims of  cheap  present  donations:  "A  coun- 
try merchant  visited  the  city  a  few  days  ago, 
and  purchased  from  a  dollar  store  a  table- 
castor,  which  he  took  home  with  him,  after 
putting  a  tag  on  it  marked  '$14',  made  it  a 
present  to  a  Methodist  preacher,  whose 
church  his  family  attended.  The  reverend 
gentleman  took  the  package  home,  opened 
it,  and  examined  the  contents.  The  next 
day  he  brought  the  castor  (with  the  tag  at- 
tached), back  to  the  groceryman,  and  said  to 
him:  T  am  too  poor  in  this  world's  goods  to 
afford  to  display  so  valuable  a  castor  on  my 
table,  and  if  you  have  no  objection  I  should 
like  to  return  it  and  take  fourteen  dollars' 
worth  of  groceries  for  my  family  instead  ?' 
The  merchant  could  do  nothing  but  ac- 
quiesce; but  fancy  his  feelings." 
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The  snow  blockade  on  the  Union  Pacific 
has  been  raised,  and  mail  matter  is  now 
coming  through. 

Happy  Jack  has  resumed  lis  normal  con- 
dition. Those  who  know  the  "Colonel's" 
history  will  be  able  to  grasp  our  meaning. 

James  Hamilton,  the  famous  marine  pain- 
ter, was  buried  on  Wednesday  afternoon. 
The  funeral  services  were  conducted  by  Dr. 
Stebbins. 

Senator  Bones  says  that  he  is  trying  to 
get  the  hang  of  the  Legislature.  If  he 
doesn't  look  out  he  may  get  the  hang  of  his 
party.  That  hemp  doctrine  is  a  very  sug- 
gestive one. 

The  body  of  an  unknown  man  was  found 
floating  in  the  Bay  the  other  day.  On  being 
searched  a  parody  on  the  "Beautiful  Snow" 
was  found  in  his  pocket.  His  death,  in  any 
case,  was  only  a  question  of  time.  The  first 
editor  he  encountered  would  probably  have 
settled  him. 

The  Retraction  Bill  has  been  virtually  de- 
feated in  the  Assembly.  It  was  indefinitely 
postponed  by  a  vote  of  37  to  29.  It  is  re- 
markable, that  of  the  statesman  who  voted  in 
the  minority,  scarcely  one  has  made  any  other 
than  a  negative  record  in  public  life.  The 
worth  and  intelligence  of  the  Assembly  were 
undoubtedly  on  the  side  of  the  Press. 

Pocket-picking  is  alarmingly  on  the  in- 
crease. The  wonder  to  us  is  that  citizens 
have  anything  in  their  pockets  worth  pick- 
ing, seeing  that  the  Legislature  is  in  the 
midst  of  a  session  of  more  than  usual  viru- 
lence. However,  when  the  Water  Bill  is 
finally  passed  the  sleight-of-hand  thieves  will 
probably  find  their  occupation  gone. 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  iu  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

We  have  received  the  first  number  of  the 
Ribbon   Reporter,    a  monthly  journal    that, 


from  its  name,  we  judged  to  be  devoted  to 
the  ribbon  department  of  the  dry  goods 
trade;  but  which  on  examination  we  found  to 
be  a  lively,  interesting  advocate  of  temper- 
ance. As  Abe  Lincoln  used  to  say:  "for 
people  who  like  such  things,  they  are  just 
the  kind  of  things  such  people  would  like." 
The  Reporter  is  creditably  edited  by  Ada 
Hutchings,  and  presents  a  good  appearance. 

Every  political  party  that  has  seen  the 
light  in  California  has  been  accused  by  its 
opponents  of  collusion  with  the  Central  Pa- 
cific Railroad.  The  Republicans  have  rested 
under  the  odium,  nor  has  the  charge  been 
explained  away  by  the  Democrats.  Even  the 
Workingmen's  party,  young  as  it  is,  has  been 
taxed  with  the  imputation  that  its  skirts  are 
not  altogether  clean.  But,  so  far  as  we  can 
see,  there  is  no  ground  for  the  accusation  of 
Railroad  domination  over  the  Workingmen, 
other  than  the  fact  that  several  of  their  suc- 
cessful candidates  in  the  late  political  con- 
tests are  employees  of  the  company.  Why 
should  not  a  railroad  workingman  be  eli- 
gible to  political  preferment  ?  It  strikes  us 
that  the  charge  against  the  Workingmen  is 
unfounded  and  untenable.  Still  it  is  a  sin- 
gular coincidence — to  say  the  least — that 
most  of  the  men  elected  by  the  new  party 
are  either  employees  or  have  close  affiliations 
with  the  Railroad. 

We  have  received  a  copy  of  a  report  of  a 
committee  of  creditors  signed  by  C.  J.  Flatt, 
Chas.  A.  Sumner,  Hyman  P.  Bush,  Chas. 
Alpers  and  Wm.  Ahlborn,  and  adopted  at  a 
meeting  of  the  depositors  of  the  Pioneer 
Bank,  held  at  Mercantile  Library  Hall  on 
Saturday,  March  2nd.  The  report  is  very 
severe  on  the  parties  who  endeavored  to 
shield  Duncan  from  punishment,  and  depre- 
cates the  commercial  immorality  of  the  day 
in  unmeasured  terms.  The  Committee  de- 
nounce those  who  are  trying  to  get  up  false 
sympathy  for  Duncan  quite  as  much  as  those 
who  assisted  him  in  his  concealment,  and 
concludes  with  these  words:  "What  is  the 
spectacle  ?  Is  it  that  of  a  body  of  depositors 
iu  a  Savings  Bank  prosecuting,  persecuting  an 
old  man  who  has  simply  been  unfortunate  in 
business  ?  Or,  is  it  a  case  where  the  Presi- 
dent and  officers  of  every  honest  Savings 
Bank  in  the  same  city,  and  every  business 
man  of  intelligence  should  join  with  the  vic- 
timized depositors  in  demanding  that  just 
penal  statutes  shall  be  executed  against  the 
person  of  the  real  manager  of  a  swindling 
concern,  misnamed  a  Pioneer  Land  and  Loan 
Association." 


Smoke. 
A  London  paper  says  concerning  the  weed : 
"The  entire  mass  of  tobacco  which  is  annu- 
ally consumed  in  smoking,  snuffing,  and  in 
chewing  on  the  earth  is  4,000  millions  of 
pounds — manifestly  too  high  an  estimate  for 
from  twelve  to  fifteen  hundred  millions  of 
inhabitants.  Let  us  take  the  half  as  more 
probable,  and  let  us  suppose  the  tobacco 
serpent  is  created  which,  with  a  diameter  of 
two  inches,  and  following  the  direction  of 
the  equator,  could  wind  itself  around  the 
the  earth  thirty  times.     Let  us  suppose  that 


the  tobacco  is  formed  into  tablets  similar  to 
the  chocolate  tablets,  and  which,  indeed,  is 
the  shape  which  chewing  tobacco  of  sailors 
and  Yankees  takes,  and  we  have  a  colossal 
pile  worthy  of  a  pyramid  of  Gizeh,  that  of 
the  Mykerinos,  and  as  massive  and  as  high 
as  that  old  regal  edifice.  Let  us  grind  all 
the  tobacco  into  snuff,  and  let  us  picture  to 
ourselves  the  sad  case  that  an  evil  equinoc- 
tial wind  one  fine  morning  blows  the  snuff 
over  the  ocean  and  showers  it  on  one  of  our 
German  States!  We  are  certain,  more  than 
one  of  the  Lilliputian  States  would  have 
difficulty  in  recovering  its  existence  by 
shoveling  away  the  snuff." 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquor-, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 
«  »  > 

Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


Mr.  A.  Magee, 

The  former  traveling  agent  of  the  Wasp, 
was  discharged  from  our  employment  on  the 
26th  day  of  November,  1877,  for  persistently 
neglecting  to  hemit  the  money  he  had  collec- 
ted on  account  of  this  paper.  The  public 
will  therefore  take  notice  that  we  will  fill  no 
more  okdees  of  MAGEE'S,  nor  will  we  be  re- 
sponsible for  any  business  transactions  he 
may  do  in  our  name. 

The  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 
N.  B. — Parties  who  hold  receipts  signed 
by  Magee  prior  to  November  26th,  1877,  will 
oblige  us  by  sending  them  to  this  office. 
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THE    ILLUSTEATED    WASP. 


OEAUD   OPEEA   HOUSE. 

On  Tuesday  evening  Miss  Ada  Gray  made 
her  appearance  as  "Cora"  in  "Article  47." 
Miss  Gray,  it  may  be  remembered,  made  a 
hit  in  that  character  at  the  Metropolitan 
Theatre  in  this  city  some  years  ago,  and  we 
can  truly  say  that  she  has  much  improved 
during  the  interval.  The  scenery  for  "Sar- 
danaplus,"  recently  arrived  from  New  York, 
proved  to  be  too  shabby  and  worn  to  suit 
the  fastidious  tastes  of  Mr.  Kennedy;  and 
accordingly  the  production  of  this  new  sen- 
sation had  to  be  postponed  for  a  week  in 
order  that  new  sets  may  be  painted.  On 
Monday  next  we  are  promised  "Sardanapa- 
lus"  with  Mr.  P.  C.  Bangs  in  the  title  role. 
Mile.  Bonfanti  will  make  her  first  appear- 
ance. 

CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 

"The  Exiles,"  which  had  been  heralded 
with  such  a  magnificent  flourish  of  trumpets, 
was  presented  at  this  theatre  on  Monday 
evening  to  an  extremely  large  audience.  It 
lasted  nearly  five  hours,  closing  at  about 
12.45.  "The  Exiles"  is  a  Russian  play 
founded  on  incidents  connected  with  the  po- 
licy of  that  Government.  The  play  consist 
of  five  acts,  including  nine  sensational  tab- 
leaux, is  well  mounted,  and  fairly  acted. 
During  the  week  the  action  was  materially 
shortened,  to  the  manifest  improvement  of 
the  piece.  "The  Exiles"  may  fairly  be  set 
down  as  a  success. 

Baldwin's. 

"A  Celebrated  Case"  holds  the  boards  at 
this  theatre.  It  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the 
best  dramas,  in  conception  and  construction, 
that  was  eyer  placed  before  the  public  of 
San  Francisco.  The  cast  includes  James 
O'Neill,  Lewis  Morrison,  T.  T.  Mackay,  Miss 
Rose  Wood,  etc.  The  support  has  been  good 
and  the  play  is  rapidly  growing  in  public 
favor. 

BUSH    STEEET   THEATRE. 

Oliver  Doud  Byron  is  playing  in  "Hero  or 
Donald  McKay,"  a  drama  founded  on  the 
Modoc  war. 

EMERSON'S. 

Mr.  Denman  Thompson  opened  at  this 
house  on  Monday  evening  in  the  comedy 
drama,  "Joshua  "Whitcomb."  As  a  delinea- 
tor of  genuine  "Yankee  character,  Mr.  Thomp- 
son is  certainly  unique. 

woodward's  gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 


don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


J.  K.  Emmet  has  joined  the  Blue-ribbon 
brigade.  Mr.  Emmet  has  occasionally  failed 
to  make  connections  through  "severe  indis- 
position." 

The  noble  red  man  looks  well  when  set 
off  by  a  fierce  mustache.  Vide  Oliver  Doud 
Byron's  picture  in  the  store  windows.  The 
unities  must  be  preserved. 

Kiralfy  dances  exquisitely  under  the  influ- 
ence of  a  mustard  plaster.  He  tried  it  un- 
wittingly the  other  night  and  was  so  success- 
ful that  the  audience  was  stricken  with  con- 
vulsions. 

Again  we  beg  to  call  the  attention  of  the 
Grand  Opera  House  management  to  the  fact 
that  the  urchins  who  continuously  bellow 
' '  Op'ra  Glasses !"  are  a  nuisance  that  the  pub- 
lic would  like  to  see  abated.  Whatever  of 
illusion  there  may  be  on  the  stage  is  effectu- 
ally dissipated  by  the  unearthly  yells  of 
these  opera-glass  boys. 

Mr.  Clay  M.  Greene  writes  the  New  York 
Dramatic  News  that  it  is  a  mistake  to  attri- 
bute the  dramatization  of  the  "Gilded  Age" 
to  him.  He  says  that  it  was  the  work  of  G. 
B.  Densmore,  of  the  Call,  and  Mr.  Twain. 
It  appears  that  John  T.  Raymond  paid 
Twain  $100,000  for  the  play.  The  liberal 
Mark  gave  Densmore  $400. 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jb. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Courso  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dibectob. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from    -    -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST HOOBS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEY 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
84  Post  Street, 

Near  Kenroy 
San  Franritco,  Cat. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5,tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.   Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 


EEI8EXtXffX.A. 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


PBESrDENT 

Vice-Pbesident  . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

...CD.  O'SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES: 

M.  D.  Sweeny,      CD.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Doriohue, 

Tbeasubeb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attobney. RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FKOM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  sale  delivery.     . 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  32.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


CHANCE   OF  TIME. 


"Winter  Arrangement. 

Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


O.KJ\J  Donahue," 


M.  Daily,  [Sundays  included]  Steamer  "James  M. 
[from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays*  and  Thursdays  only. 

^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods.     . 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M-] 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kexxedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


"ARTICLE  47" 


MISS    ADA    GRAY    as     "CORA." 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


THE  EXILES. 


BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,  March  16th 
and  17th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 


O.  EC.  BROOKS, 

DEALER  IN 

Oil    Lands    and    Leases, 

405  California  St.,  San  Francisco. 
jan!2-tf 


W  O  M  D  IS  It  E"  U  la 


All  Sickness  and  Disease  of  whatever  name  or  uainre 
Cureil  without  Medicine. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer,  No. 
719  California  street,  cures  without  medicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  bathe 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

jE^I  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  719  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

feb23-lm 
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AQUARIUM, 
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B.  S.  BURNS, 

Agent  for 

The  Illustrated  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth   Street,   between  J  and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


0.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &  CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  infl 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO. 


p ©2*y  ezmsusi  t 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 
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Printers  of  the  WASP. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITEOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER 
C0A3T! 


THE  PACIFIC 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

Eg^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


COME 


—AND— 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  CENITO-URINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years   Practice    in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M,  and  from  7  to  8 
svenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 

IMPORTANT ! 


DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
ire  at  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
AUNTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  hini 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
•celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  $3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.  I). 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
keen  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.M.;  evenings,  6  to 8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential,  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late   Re- 
sident   Surgeon     Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal 
janl2-3mos 
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DR.  SPINNEY  SCO'S 

Dispensary;, 


DK.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVTLLE  IN- 
FIBMARY,  would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  "procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  win  goi. 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG  MEN! 

"Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grini  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  too  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Keamy  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  also  Dr.  Speeb's. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  tbe  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 
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P.    FERNANDEZ, 

HAT    BAZAAR 


COS  and  «04  Kearny  Street, 

Corner  Sacramento,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


S^-HATS  MADE  TO  ORDER,  .^s 
feb2-lm 


DR.  SALFIELD'S 

KEJU  VENATOR. 

The  great  remedy  for  weakness  peculiar  to  men; 
cnreK  nervous  and  physical  debility  and  restores  ex- 
hausted vitality  to  strength  of  manhood  and  vigor  of 
youth  in  from  four  to  sis  wekks  with  unfailing  cer- 
tainty; sure  cure  for  kidney,  urinary  and  bladder 
complaints;  price  $2.50  per  hottle,  or  five  bottles  ii 
case  for  $10;  sent  everywhere  secure  from  observu- 
tion;  communications  strictly  confidential;  consulta- 
tion by  letter  or  in  person  free.  Call  on  or  addre*:- 
DR.  SALFIELD,  Si  Kearny  street,  San  Francisco. 
Office  hours,  9  till  3  and  6  till  8  P.  M. 

mar2-tf 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 
o 

Henry  .AJtirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


DOAHE    <Se    O0, 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

SSaeil  Oysters^ 

Stall  Xo.  93,  California  market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


IX  HIOKS  <3fe  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


C.  P.  Sheffield.    N.  "W.  Spaulding.    J.  Pattebson. 

paoific 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 


17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


laws  ®f  ©¥ery  Seseirtpf  £®n 

On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
jgTRepairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice.^ 


^^=>-$ AN  r RAN 01$ CO ■. 

city  omo  cotwr/tr  orders  j=/fo/»pTj.y  ^ttea/teo  to  ■ 


AfOETHlD  &r  TURK. 

PROPRIETORS  . 


mimmffr. 
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EVERY    SATURDAY 


OFFICII  : 


OO'^   CAMF'  ORNI  A      ST. 

^N.WCOR    OFKEAfiNYStrr    - 


SanPrancisco,  Marcha3t.h  1878 


.-     RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAt.^— - 
BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE   WASP. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCKIBEES 
Thirty-five  cents  peb  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(MVABIABLY    IN   ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -         -         -         -      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PAETS  OF  EUROPE: 
(^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -         -         -         -        $5.00 
Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTBATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  602 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  MARCH  23, 1878. 


Mr.  Bones,  whose  counterfeit  presentment 
graces  our  first  page,  has  introduced  a  bill  in 
the  Senate  which  has  a  worthy  object  and 
ought  to  pass.  It  proposes  to  prohibit  the 
sale  of  liquor  to  minors.  Many  of  our  most 
vicious  criminals  are  minors  who  have  been 
urged  to  the  commission  of  the  most  heinous 
atrocities  by  the  stimulation  of  liquor.  The 
State  should  take  cognizance  of  this  fact. 


"We  receive,  from  time  to  time,  a  number 
of  anonymous  communications.  It  should 
be  distinctly  understood  that  we  can  take  no 
notice  of  any  correspondence  that  is  not 
sigued  by  the  writer's  real  name  and  address. 
Several  valuable  communications  have  been 
set  aside  because  of  the  neglect  or  forgetful- 
ness  of  the  writers  to  sign  their  names.  The 
law  of  signature  is  insisted  upon  by  every 
newspaper.  It  is  not,  as  some  suppose, 
through  motives  of  curiosity  that  the  editor 
demands  to  know  the  identity  of  his  corres- 
pondents;  it  is  done  for  his  own  protection, 
and  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith  on  the  part 
of  contributors.  The  "Wasp  is  always  willing 
to  accommodate  correspondents,  but  the  rule 
must  be  complied  with,  and  parties  whose 
anonymous  communications  are  ignored 
must  not  feel  aggrieved.  "When  anyone 
writes  a  letter  he  should  have  courage  enough 
to  sign  it. 


The  Water  Question. 

It  is  generally  feared  that  the  proposition 
to  pay  the  Spring  "Valley  Water  Company 
the  enormous  sum  of  fifteen  millions  of  dol- 
lars for  their  property  will  be  favorably  en- 
tertained by  the  Legislature.  The  people 
seem  to  have  lost  all  confidence  in  the  in- 
tegrity of  representatives.  The  coolness  with 
which  the  Spring  Valley  members  proceed  is 
one  of  the  most  astonishing  features  of  the 
whole  business.  It  is  safe  to  say  that,  had 
they  declared  their  real  sentiments  three  days 
before  the  election  at  which  they  were 
chosen,  not  one  of  the  truculent  crowd  would 
have  succeeded  in  obtaining  a  seat.  But  as 
soon  as  the  office  is  secured  beyond  a  perad- 
venture  they  put  themselves  up  to  the  high- 
est bidder — whether  a  railroad,  water,  gas  or 
any  other  kind  of  monopoly. 

The  money  involved  in  this  question  is 
enormous.  The  price  that  it  is  proposed  to 
pay  is  $15,000,000.  The  bonds  representing 
this  amount  at  six  per  cent,  per  annum,  will 
bear  a  total  interest  in  thirty  years  of  $27,- 
000,000,  which,  added  to  the  principal,  gives 
a  grand  total  of  $42,000,000.  It  will  there- 
fore be  seen  that  the  game  is  a  desperate 
one,  involving  high  stakes  and  played  by  ut- 
terly unscrupulous  men.  It  has  been  pretty 
clearly  established  that  the  entire  property 
of  the  Water  Company,  including  all  its  im- 
provements and  vested  rights,  would  be  a 
dear  purchase  at  $9,000,000.  With  that 
knowledge  in  view  how  can  any  honest  man 
vote  for  a  bill  that  proposes  to  force  the  city 
to  pay  $15,000,000?  Can  anyone  in  his 
senses  imagine  that  the  Water  Company's 
champions  act  from  a  conviction  that  they 
are  in  the  right  ?  To  our  mind  it  appears 
perfectly  clear  what  the  motive  is  that  in- 
fluences the  honorable  members.  That  mar- 
gin of  six  millions  of  dollars  is  very  potent. 
A  million  would  probably  buy  all  the  pur- 
chasable votes,  including  a  newspaper  or  two. 
If  this  has  not  already  been  done,  it  looks 
very  like  it.  Members  who  support  this 
swindle  will  have  a  good  deal  of  difficulty  in 
explaining  their  action  satisfactorily  to  their 
constituents.  The  voters  of  San  Francisco 
are  almost  as  a  unit  in  opposition  to  the  pur- 
chase of  Spring  Valley  at  any  such  a  ridicu- 
lous figure.  For  ourselves,  we  believe  it 
would  be  better  to  leave  the  Water  Works  in 
private  hands.  The  authorities  have  the 
power  to  establish  equitable  water  rates  and 
to  exercise  a  general  supervision  over  the  af- 
fairs of  the  company.  If  the  city  owned  its 
own  works,  we  do  not  believe  for  a  moment 
that  water  would  be  any  cheaper  to  the  tax- 
payers. Certainly  not  if  we  had  to  pay  six 
per  cent,  interest  annually  on  $15,000,000  for 
thirty  years.  Were  the  ownership  of  its 
water  supply  vested  in  the  city,  it  would  but 
open  the  door  to  any  number  of  hungry  po- 
liticians who  would  undoubtedly  bleed  the 
taxpayers  at  every  pore.  The  less  govern- 
ment has  to  do  with  such  things  the  better 
for  the  people.  At  any  rate,  the  abominable 
swindle  that  the  honorable  Legislature  seeks 
to  perpetrate  should  be  sternly  frowned 
down  by  public  opinion.  We  warn  the 
friends  of  Spring  Valley  that  the  people  are 
not  disposed  to  stand  any  such  daylight 
plundering. 


Our  Illustrations. 

The  double-page  cartoon  in  the  current  is- 
sue of  the  Wasp  is  a  spirited  picture  of  the 
race  for  power  between  the  Workingmen's 
party,  the  Democrats  and  Kepublicans.  The 
result  of  the  late  contest  is  graphically  por- 
trayed by  our  artist.  The  horses  represen- 
ting the  two  old  parties  have  come  to  grief, 
while  the  Workingman's  nag  is  triumphant- 
ly nearing  the  wire.  A  great  political  revo- 
lution has  been  wrought  within  the  last  few 
months.  It  is  now  pretty  certain  that,  so 
far  as  local  politics  are  concerned,  the  Re- 
publican and  Democratic  parties  are  well- 
nigh  demolished.  The  uprising  has  been  at 
once  timely  and  necessary.  On  the  vital 
question  of  the  day — the  Chinese  puzzle — • 
neither  of  the  political  organizations  has 
been  sufficiently  definite  and  outspoken  to 
warrant  the  confidence  of  the  people.  They 
are  both  far  behind  the  times,  as  their  astute 
managers  will  doubtless  discover  before 
many  weeks.  The  Workingmen's  party  re- 
present a  principle  that  is  of  more  impor- 
tance to  Californians  than  any  purely  na- 
tional issue. 

On  our  last  page  our  artist  has  devised  an 
ingenious  puzzle  which  is  easy  to  solve  after 
you  know  how.     "What  is  it?" 

The  cartoon  on  the  title  page  will  prob- 
ably explain  itself.  Worked  by  the  two 
strings  of  Labor  and  Capital  the  Senator 
from  Alameda  is  cutting  rather  a  sorry  figure 
at  Sacramento.  He  will  get  the  hang  of  it 
bye  and  bye. 


The  Weather. 

When  in  the  course  of  human  events,  the 
average  newspaper  man  can  find  nothing  else 
to  electrify  his  readers  with,  he  solemnly 
composes  his  beating  heart  to  write  about 
the  weather.  We  have  had  a  good  deal  of 
weather  during  the  past  few  months,  more, 
indeed,  to  the  square  inch  than  has  visited 
us  for  several  years.  It  would  be  sad,  in- 
deed, if  we  did  not  have  some  weather  daily, 
because  we  have  by  constant  usage  come  to 
regard  it  almost  a  necessity  of  our  existence. 

The  weather  has  been  of  inestimable  value 
to  the  venturesome  Granger  who  had  gone 
in  for  another  dry  year.  His  heart  is  now  as 
light  as  his  crops  will  be  heavy;  and  though 
the  drowning-out  process  had  come  near 
swamping  him  and  his  crops,  and  mules  and 
flocks  and  herds,  he  can  afford  to  laugh  at 
the  dangers  he  has  passed. 

In  the  mines,  water  will  flow  plentifully 
for  the  season,  and  the  gay  delver  in  the  stub- 
born ore  will  be  rewarded  a  thousand  fold 
for  his  unremitting  toil.  The  mines  will 
overflow  with  precious  bullion,  and  the  un- 
sophisticated operators  on  California  street 
will  scoop  the  most  of  it  as  usual.  The  stock 
market  will  boom  again  and  the  crash  will 
come  when  all  the  outside  coin  is  gathered 
in,  as  before.  Everyone  will  have  plenty  of 
money  this  coming  summer,  and  the  wrinkled 
face  of  the  land  will  smile  with  joyous  plen- 
ty. People  will  subscribe  for  the  Wasp  by 
the  thousand,  and  we  shall  purchase  a  Hoe 
perfecting  press  for  the  accommodation  of 
our  readers,  and  hire  a  special  affidavidist  to 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


531 


He  about  our  circulation,  as  the  custom  ob- 
tains with  every  journal  having  any  preten- 
sions to  activity  ami  enterprise  in  these  latter 
days. 


THE    EDITOR. 


Who  reads  fill  night  and  writes  all  day, 
And  always  knows  just  what  to  say, 
And  oft  receives  but  scanty  pay  ? 
The  editor. 

Who  is  it  stands  a  heap  of  cheek 
From  men  who  wordy  quarrels  seek, 
And  always  is  polite  and  meek  1 
The  editor. 


Who's  daily  asked  to  give  a  puff 
To  Smith,  or  some  such  cheeky  muff, 
And  cussed  because  'taint  long  enough  ? 
The  editor. 

Who's  always  met  upon  the  street, 
And  asked  to  send  his  "lively  sheet" 
Unto  a  many  a  tough  old  beat  ? 
The  editor. 

Whose  work  is  criticized,  poor  wight! 
By  fools  who  don't  know  how  to  write, 
And  cannot  tell  the  wrong  from  right  ? 
The  editor's. 

Who's  ne'er  permitted  to  forget, 
To  be  impatient,  or  to  fret, 
To  take  a  drink,  or  win  a  bet  ? 
The  editor. 

Who's  bored  to  death  from  day  to  day 
By  people  who  have  come  to  stay, 
And  never  want  to  go  away? 
The  editor. 

Who  often  stands  behind  the  door 
To  club  that  slowly  coming  bore, 
And  lays  a  friend  out  in  his  gore  ? 
The  editor. 

Who  oft  is  asked  to  print  an  ad. 
For  friendship,  though  the  pay  looks  bad, 
And  then  gets  very,  very  mad  ? 
The  editor. 

Who,  when  the  printer  loudly  calls 
For  "copy,"  gets  his  club  and  mauls 
That  typo's  head  against  the  walls  ? 
The  editor. 

Who's  asked  to  be  the  willing  tool 
Of  each  and  every  born  fool, 
From  Balaam's  ass  to  Pixley's  mule  ? 
The  editor. 

Who  can't  be  bought  by  vulgar  gold, 
And  never  his  opinions  sold — 
Enough  of  that — it's  rather  old  ? 
The  editor. 

Who,  when  the  final  call  is  given, 
On  all  delinquents  will  get  even, 
And  surely  will  ascend  to  heaven  ? 
The  editor. 


A  Legislative  Colloquy. 


The  other  day  a  citizen  and  a  prominent 
member  of  the  Legislature  met,  and,  after 
the  usual  bibulous  courtesies,  so  dear  to  the 
politician's  heart,  had  been  exchanged  and 
enjoyed,  the  following  conversation  took 
place: 

Citizen. — I  had  the  honor  of  voting  for  you 
at  the  last  election,  and  I  have  naturally 
taken  some  interest  in  your  Legislative 
career. 

Member. — That's  right,  sir;  I  always  like 
people  to  take  an  interest  in  and  criticise  my 
actions. 

C. — I  helped  to  send  you  to  Sacramento, 
believing  you  to  be  an  honest  man. 

M. — I  hope,  sir,  I  have  given  you  no 
reason  to  change  your  mind. 

C. — I  don't  know  about  that.  In  the  first 
place,  how  came  you  to  vote  for  that  $15,- 
000,000  steal  ?  I  noticed  your  name  on  the 
side  of  our  enemies.  You  distinctly  pledged 
yourself  to  oppose  Spring  Valley.  Did  you 
not? 

M. — Eeally,  my  dear  sir;  I  don't  recollect 
giving  any  assurances  of  the  kind.  I  simply 
said  that  the  city  should"  no  longer  suffer 
from  Spring  Valley  extortions,  and  to  that 
end  I  voted  for  the  purchase  of  the  works. 

C— Did  you  not  know  that  $15,000,000  is 
twice  their  real  value  ?  "Would  you  buy  a 
house  or  a  farm  for  yourself  with  such  extra- 
ordinary liberality  to  the  seller  ? 

M. — My  dear  fellow,  you  don't  under- 
stand these  things.  You  see  I  only  voted 
for  the  bill  that  they  might  beat  it  in  the 
other  House. 

C. — Why  the  devil  didn't  you  try  to  beat 
it  in  yonr  own?  What  have  you  to  do  with 
the  other  House  ? 

M. — Again  I  tell  you,  my  dear  fellow,  you 
don't  understand  these  Legislative  doings. 

C. — A  bribe  of  ten  thousand  dollars  might 
open  my  eyes,  however. 

M. — O,  pshaw;  you're  surely  joking,  you 
know  me  too  well. 

C,  (sententiously. ) — I  believe  I  do.  How 
came  you  to  vote  for  the  Gag  Law  ? 

M. — I  believe  in  putting  down  ruffianism. 

C. — And  yet  you  voted  against  the  bill  to 
increase  the  police  force.  Were  you  not  in- 
fluenced by  a  grab  at  that  purse  the  specials 
made  up  ? 

M. — The  specials  are  poor,  hard-working 
men,  and  ought  to  be  supported. 


C. — Why  did  you  not  support  the  bill  for 
the  relief  of  the  destitute  laborers  of  San 
Francisco  ? 

M. — I  don't  believe  in  supporting   tramps. 

C. — How  dare  you  call  them  tramps,  when 
you  know  they  are  willing  to  work  for  the 
merest  pittance  ? 

M. — That's  what  we  call  them  in  Sacra- 
mento. They  spend  all  their  money  for 
whisky,  and  then  they  naturally  starve  when 
out  of  work.  Try  another  cocktail?  Jim 
knows  how  to  fix  'em. 

C. — You  voted  for  the  Eetraction  Bill,  did 
you  not  ? 

M. — True.  I  believe  in  keeping  these 
d— n  newspapers  within  bounds. 

C, — But  I  know  that  you  paid  a  newspa- 
per to  vilify  your  opponent  in  the  last  elec- 
tion. How  would  you  like  to  pay  for  all  that 
now,  or  have  you  suddenly  become  virtuous  ? 

M. — O,  pshaw!  All's  fair  in  love,  war,  or 
politics. 

C. — In  the  whole  course  of  my  experience 
I  never  saw  such  a  set  of  dangerous  imbeciles 
gathered  together  as  that  Sacramento  crowd, 
I  had  hoped  better  things  of  you. 

M. — I  acted  according  to  my  conscience. 

C. — And  your  pocket.  You  and  your  vil- 
lainous colleagues  are  "dead  ducks"  in  po- 
litics for  evermore. 

M. — O,  I  guess  not.     So  long! 

C. — Yes,  so  darned  long. 

And  the  indignant  citizen  left  the  honora- 
ble politician  to  the  discussion  of  his  Bour- 
bon. 


Beautifully  Non-committal. 
The  learned  treatment  that  the  future 
punishment  question  received  at  the  hands 
of  the  Wasp,  both  in  its  editorial  and  picto- 
rial departments,  has  created  much  sensation 
as  well  in  Eastern  religious  circles  as  those 
nearer  home.  Though  we  neither  pretend 
or  aspire  to  be  theologians,  we  are  satisfied, 
from  the  many  flattering  letters  we  have  re- 
ceived, that  we  treated  the  matter  in  a  com- 
mon sense,  business  way;  and,  while  there 
may  be  grave  doubts  concerning  the  dura- 
tion, or  existence,  at  all,  of  future  soul-cook- 
ing, we  can  lay  the  flattering  unction  to  our 
soul  that  we  have  endeavored  to  do  our 
whole  duty  in  the  premises.  The  Universa- 
list  clergymen  of  Boston,  after  six  months' 
discussion  of  the  hell  question,  have  by  near- 
ly a  unanimous  vote  resolved  that  sin  is  ac- 
companied and  followed  by  misery;  that,  till 
the  requisitions  of  divine  justice  are  obeyed, 
God  administers  such  discipline,  including 
hot  chastisement  and  instruction,  and  for  as 
long  a  period  as  may  be  necessary  to  secure 
obedience;  and  that  repentance  and  salvation 
are  not  limited  to  the  life.  The  following 
was  also  agreed  to:  "Whatever  differences  in 
regard  to  the  future  may  exist  among  us, 
none  of  us  believe  that  the  horizon  of  eterni- 
ty will  be  relatively,  either  largely  or  for  a 
long  time,  overcast  by  the  clouds  of  sin,  or 
punishment,  and  in  coming  into  the  enjoy- 
ment of  salvation,  whenever  that  may  be,  all 
the  elements  of  penitence,  forgiveness  and 
regeneration  are  involved."  This  is  the  de- 
licately ambiguous  position  that  the  Wasp 
took,  and  we  complacently  await  the   event. 
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THE   HISTORY    OF    A.    CRIME. 


IN    TWO    PARTS-PART    I. 


Old  Sweigelheimer  sits  and  smiles 
Beneath  the  greenwood  tree; 

Little  he  wots  of  Tommy's  plana 
To  cause  him  misery ! 


The  festive  youth  on  mischief  bent, 
(Let  fall  the  pitying  tear!) 

Takes  aim,  and,  with  a  sudden  puff, 
Hits  Sweigelheimer's  ear. 


The  old  man  thinks  it  very  odd. 
And  looks  before,  behind, 

Around  the  table,  on  the  floor, 
But  nothing  oan  he  find. 


"I  vonder  vat  dot  vos, "  he  says, 

'I  like  to  know  vats  up    . 
Veil  nefer  mind,  dot  tea  vos  good 
I  dakes  anoder  cup." 


^1i-u^vs  zwr* 
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Scarce  has  he  lifted  up  his  cup, 
Which  well  with  him  agrees, 

When  Tommy  shoots  again,  and  sends 
His  pretzel  to  the  breeze. 


Old  Sweigelheimer  turned  and  sighed 

A  very  heavy  sigh; 
This  time  the  tube  was  better  aimed, 

He  got  it  in  the  eye. 
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"We  know  now  why  all  the  postage  stamps 
get  licked  with  osculatory  gestures.  They 
are  made  by  eighty  pretty  girls  in  "Washing- 
ton. 

The  Piatt's  Hall  Water  Committee  is  the 
modern  happy  family.  Which  are  the  lions 
and  which  the  lambs  is  being  developed  very 
rapidly. 

They  are  now  trying  to  make  a  motor  out 
of  Keely  himself.  The  defrauded  stockhold- 
ers want  him  utilized  for  breaking  stone  in 
the  Penitentiary. 

Omt  Lake  County  contemporary  is  in- 
formed that  the  Wasp  is  still  in  existence, 
and  that  it  is  published  at  the  subscription 
price  of  four  dollars  a  year — invariably  in  ad- 
vance. 

It  has  always  been  considered  a  hopeless 
task  to  undertake  to  fatten  a  greyhound.  It  is 
equally  fatuous  to  expect  statesmanship  from 
legislators  who  vote  to  cripple  the  usefulness 
of  the  Press. 

One  of  the  slang  expressions  of  the  day  is 
"hire  a  hall."  But  when  you  do,  it  is  by  no 
means  certain  that  you  will  be  allowed  to 
speak  in  it.  This  was  shown  conclusively  at 
Piatt's  Hall  on  Saturday  last. 

An  exchange  says  that  the  Sweet  Singer  of 
Michigan  has  a  brand  new  baby  whose  hair 
is  like  its  mother's  poetry,  We  have  strug- 
gled manfully  with  this  enigma.  Can  it  be 
red?  Or,  perhaps,  it  is  light?  Or  fair? 
What  can  it  be  ? 

It  is  estimated  by  cautious  thinkers  that  if 
the  Spring  Valley  Water  Works  are  bought 
by  the  city  for  $15,000,000,  and  manipulated 
by  politicians,  water  will  become  as  Bcarce 
and  as  bad  as  whisky.  This,  however,  will 
be  of  slight  moment  to  those  brave  spirits 
that  take  theirs  straight. 

O'Donovan  Rossa,  who,  since  his  liberation 
from  an  English  prison,  has  been  collecting 
money  for  a  "Skirmishing  Fund,"  left  his 
adherents  in  Toronto  to  fight  his  battles 
while  he  retired  to  the  country.  It  makes  all 
the  difference  in  the  world  who  does  the 
"skirmishing."  Skirmishing  for  money,  and 
skirmishing  for  broken  heads  are  two  very 
different  things. 

Senator  Bones  stubbornly  refuses  to  resign, 
notwithstanding  that  he  voted  for  the  Oak- 
land water  job  as  well  as  for  the  Spring  Val- 
ley $15,000,000  swindle.  An  indignation 
meeting  of  workingmen  recently  held  in  Oak- 
land resolved,  among  other  things,  "that  it 
is  the  duty  of  the  workingmen  of  Alameda 


County  to   enforce  the   unwritten   plank   of 
the  Kearny  platform."     K.  I.  P. 

The  Senate  Bill  restoring  the  franking 
abuse  limits  the  weight  of  free  parcels  to  ten 
ounces.  Here  is  an  opportunity  for  some 
inventive  Yankee  to  supply  Congressional 
shirts  in  convenient  sections.  Such  an  ele- 
phant as  Judge  Davis  would  probably  want 
eight  or  ten.  Other  parts  of  the  Legislative 
wardrobe  might  be  similarly  arranged.  The 
average  Congressman  will  go  to  any  lengths 
to  have  his  linen  washed  at  home. 

A  Paris  paper  has  solved  the  retraction 
business,  and  did  not  wait  to  hear  from 
Grove  L.  Johnson,  either.  Attached  to  the 
editorial  department  is  a  room  where  the 
editors  are  regularly  coached  in  fencing  and 
boxing.  The  man  who  struts  around  look- 
ing for  the  editor,  with  a  club  in  one  hand 
and  a  marked  copy  of  the  paper  in  the  other, 
has  not  been  seen  in  that  sanctum  since,  and 
the  tone  of  the  paper  is  getting  cheerfully 
bold  and  warlike. 

The  Canadian  definition  of  a  Chinaman  is 
a  man  who  wears  his  hair  more  than  five  and 
a  half  inches  long,  as  appears  from  a  resolu- 
tion of  Mr.  Bunser  in  the  Canadian  Parlia- 
ment, instructing  the  Government  to  insert 
"in  every  contract  let  for  the  Canadian  Pa- 
cific Bailway  a  provision  that  no  man  wear- 
ing his  hair  longer  than  five  and  one  half 
inches  shall  be  deemed  eligible  for  employ- 
ment on  the  said  work."  This  is  certainly  a 
neat  way  of  putting  it. 

The  Asylum  for  the  Insane  at  Napa  which 
was  to  have  cost  not  more  than  six  hundred 
thousand  dollars  has  already  had  a  million 
and  a  half  expended  on  it,  and  is  not  yet 
finished.  It  is  becoming  an  open  question 
whether  Asylums  are  built  to  keep  lunatics 
in  or  crazy  taxpayers  out.  To  continue  men 
in  office  who  could  perpetrate  so  palpable  a 
job  argues  but  poorly  for  the  good  sense  of 
the  people.  The  Branch  Prison  job  at  Fol- 
som  is  another  of  the  same  order.  However, 
we  are  cheered  by  the  reflection  that  Gover- 
nor Irwin  is  still  in  complete  possession  of 
his  senses,  and  will  promptly  veto  Mr.  John- 
son's bill,  should  it  unfortunately  pass  the 
two  Houses. 

It  is  feared  that  the  bill  to  increase  the 
Police  force  to  400  men  will  hardly  become 
a  law  this  session.  The  substitute  offered, 
to  increase  our  present  force  by  150  men  may 
possibly  be  acted  upon,  but  there  is  great 
danger  that  neither  of  the  bills  will  pass. 
San  Francisco  now  has  one  regular  officer  to 
every  two  thousand  inhabitants.  There  is 
probably  no  other  city  in  the  civilized  world 
with  so  meagre  a  police  establishment.  Of 
course,  there  are  a  few  hundred  specials,  who 
are  paid  by  private  parties,  levy  blackmail, 
superintend  faro  and  tan  games,  exercise  a 
friendly  supervision  over  notorious  women, 
and  are  generally  ravenous,  parasitic,  inef- 
ficient, unreliable  and  irresponsible.  If  a 
sufficient  force  of  regular  officers  were  em- 
ployed the  predacious  specials  would  find 
their  occupation  gone,  and  life  might  be 
rendered  tolerable  even  in  the  suburbs.    We 


hope  the  Legislature  will  act  at  once  on  this 
police  measure.  The  session  will  last  but 
nine  days  more. 


EVERY    MAN    TO    HIS   TASTE. 

It  can't  be  denied  that  each  man  has  his  taste, 
Some  like  to  he  saving,  while  others  like  waste, 
This  man  is  religious;  another  profane; 
Here's  a  sensible  fellow;  while  there's  one  insane; 
Vonder  youth  is  ambitions,  his  neighbor  is  vain. 
That  most  people  marry  is, very  well  known, 
Tho'  Borne,  on  the  contrary,  "play  it  alone," 
Here  is  one  sighs  for  pleasure,  another  for  gold, 
While  yon  sage  would  be  young,  and  yon  youth  would 

be  old. 
The  gentleman  there  is  a  temperance  man; 
This  fellow  indulges  whenever  he  can. 
Some  people  in  politics  take  such  delight, 
That  they  Bpout  all  the  day,  and  scheme  thro'  the 

night; 
While  to  win  a  good  place  they  would  swear  black 

was  white; 
Tho'  Bome  few  there  are  who  political  place 
Instead  of  an  honor  consider  disgrace, 
This  man  is  a  sceptic,  or  fond  of  deceiving, 
While  his  neighbor  is  saintly  and  fond  of  believing. 
That  man  has  a  talent  for  carving  and  bleeding, 
And  this  is  well  versed  in  what's  termed  "legal  read- 
ing." 
Yonder  orator  earnest,  again  and  again, 
Addresses  a  concourse  of  poor  workingmen, 
Shows  them  how  to  grow  rich;  tells  them  how  to  be 

free, 
And  concludes  with  a  curse  on  the  "moon-eyed  Chi- 
nee." 
That  broker  so  honestly  dealing  in  stocks, 
If  you  called  him  a  thief  would  feel  terrible  shocks; 
While  some  editors  (needless  for  me  to  describe) 
Would  feel  piqued  if  you  said  that  they  lied  for  a 

bribe. 
Since  the  time  of  old  Adam  every  man  's  had  his  fall, 
Every  writer  his  calling,  ev'ry  preacher  his  call, 
Yonder  man  in  his  cell  had  a  whim  for  a  bank, 
In  which  a  cool'million  of  money  was  sank; 
The  depositors  once,  for  some  reason  or  other 
Took  a  notion  to  draw,  and  it  made  quite  a  bother 
In  our  State  Legislature  (at  least  so  'tis  claimed) 
There's  a  man  who  for  thefts  thro'  the  whole  coun- 
try's famed, 
And  it  puzzles  poor  me  that  among  legislators 
He  should  find  such  good  friends  as  well  as  good 

haters. 
But  we  all  must  agree  that  each  man  has  his  taste, 
If  it  were  not  for  that  life  would  be  a  mere  waste. 

E.  A.  G. 


THE    GYMNAST'S  WISH. 

Oh,  some  may  speak 

With  glowing  cheek 
Of  fame  on  the  field  of  Mars( 

My  only  aim 

Is  winning  fame 
In  feats  on  the  parallel  bars. 

No  deep  debate 

On  things  of  State 
I'll  join.    My  ambition  is  humbler 

I  only  care 

The  crown  to  wear 
•  Of  a  ground  and  lofty  tumbler, 

I  do  not  claim 

The  poet's  name 
No  sparkling  odes  I  sing, 

But  I  mean  to  try 

Before  I  die 
And  master  the  giant  swing. 

And  when  stern  death 

Cuts  short  my  breath 
And  lays  me  forever  flat, 

Uporrmy  stone 

Carve  this  alone 
"He  knew  how  to  'skin  the  cat'.", 
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THE   FATE 

OF 


IT  WAS  in  the  reign  of  Louis  the  Well- 
beloved — Louis  the  Fifteenth  of  France.  It  was 
toward  the  close  of  that  reign  and  the  reign  of 
the  third  of  the  three  famous  Cotillons.  France  was 
miserably  poor,  and  Paris  was  very  splendid — and 
very  poor  too  at  the  heart,  and  at  the  extremities. 
As  in  a  neighboring  island,  nearly  three-quarters  of 
a  century  after,  a  poet  sang  that,  though  Ireland 
starved,  great  George  weighed  twenty  stone,  so,  in 
France,  if  the  people  were  miserable,  the  king  had 
everything  he  could  wish  for,  and  plenty  of  syco- 
phants round  him  to  suggest  new  wishes  to  him,  that 
they  might  have  the  honor  and  profit  of  gratifying 
the  wishes.  The  fair  Du  Barry,  now  a  little  on  the 
wane,  was  still  delighting  her  subject-master  by  her 
pretty  and  refined  jokes  about  the  spilling  of  the 
coffee,  and  so  forth,  and  holy  princes  of  the  Church 
were  still  contending  for  the  honor  of  holding  her 
slippers  while  Bhe  put  her  dainty  feet  into  them. 

Down  in  a  country  town  by  the  sea  that  washes 
between  France  and  the  English  coast  there  lived  a 
poor  young  man,  Etienne  Faret  by  nanie,  a  clever 
lad,  who  had  more  of  good  looks  and  talents  than 
common  sense.  His  father  and  mother  were  decent 
people,  who  kept  the  Fleur  de  Lis  inn — a  comfort- 
able house  enough,  where  even  the  great  people 
sometimes  condescended  to  pass  a  night  when  they 
happened  to  be  making  a  journey  to  or  from  England. 
Such  journeys,  indeed,  were  not  very  common  among 
the  great  at  that  time — that  is,  among  the  French 
great  people;  for  the  English,  then  as  now,  were  for- 
ever coming  and  going,  the  grand  tour  was,  of 
course,  part  of  the  necessary  education  of  every  Eng- 
lish gentleman.  The  English,  when  they  came  and 
went,  did  not  much  visit  the  Fleur-de-Lis,  for  it  was 
but  the.  second  inn  belonging  to  the  town,  and  the 
Briton,  in  his  lordly  way,  only  asked  where  the  first 
inn  was,  and  went  there  directly-  and  spent  his 
money.  But  the  noblesse  of  France  was  not  then 
much  given  to  spending  money,  except  were  direct 
personal  gratification  was  to  be  had  by  it;  and  as  the 
Fleur-de-Lis  was  inferior  to  the  other  inn  only  in 
name,  many  French  nobles  or  gentlemen  connected 
with  the  embassy  at  the  British  court  were  accus- 
tomed, when  travelling  backward  and  forward,  to 
use  the  Fleur-de-Lis  for  a  night.  So  it  happened 
that  the  youth  whom  I  have  Bpoken  of  came  to  see 
great  people  and   to   observe   their  manners. 

Once  there  came  to  rest  at  the  inn  for  a  night  the 
Vicomte  de  Moleville,  with  his  wife,  his  daughter, 
and  his  retinue.  The  vicomte  was  a  staid,  stately, 
stern  personage,  with  an  aquiline  nose  and  a  pale 
cheek.  The  vicomtesse  was  a  handseme  woman,  still 
in  her  prime,  likewise  with  an  aquiline  nose  and  a 
pale  cheek;  but  she  had  dark  flashing  eyes,  while  her 
husband's  were  a  cold  light  blue.  She  belonged  to 
a  family  greater  than  that  of  the  vicomte,  and  she 
was  very  proud  of  it.  Her  daughter  waa  a  beautiful, 
stately  girl,  like  a  young  queen,  with  deep  bine  eyes, 
in  which  some  of  the  darker  light  of  her  mother's 
might  be  seen  to  flash.  Etienne  Faret  saw  her  as 
she  entered  the  court-yard,  and  the  sight  was  his 
rain.  He  had  stepped  fbrwardto  open  the  carriage 
door  for  her,  or  to  do  some  other  such  trifling  cour- 
tesy; and  although  he -was  not  permitted  to  carry  out 
his  intention — there  were  followers  enough  express- 
ly kept  to  do  all  such  offices— the  young  lady 
noticed  his  movemant,  and  thanked  him  with  a 
gracious  bend  of  the  head,  and  a  gentle  fall  and  then 
elevation  of  her  eyelids,  from  beneath  which  her 
glance,  for  just  one  short,  delicious,  bewildering 
moment,  rested  on  him.  He  saw  her  only  once 
again  that  time,  when  she  entered  her  carriage  to  go 
away  next  day.  Again  she  threw  him  a  sort  of  half- 
recognizing  glance,  and  the  poor  young  fellow's 
heart  nearly  burned  within  him.     If  he   could  only 


have  known  what  would  come  of  that  glance  in  the 
end,  perhaps  he  would  have  been  prudent  in  time, 
and  have  leaped  at  once  from  the  cliffs  outside  the 
town  straight  into  the  sea  that  now  tossed  so  wildly, 
and  put  himself  out  of  pain.  Yet  I  ought  not  to  say 
that,  for  he  had  a  generous  soul,  with  all  his  vanity 
and  nonsense,  and  would  have  been  content,  could 
he  but  have  known,  that  things  should  go  as  they 
did. 

Etienne  was  an  aspiring,  romantic  young  fellow, 
with  a  fine  handsome  face  and  a  good  figure.  He 
had  some  little  gift  of  poetry,  too.  His  head  was 
stuffed  with  verses  of  Bonsard  and  other  poets  whom 
love  supplied  with  most  of  their  inspiration,  while 
he  looked  down,  or  affected  to  look  down,  on  the 
stately  pathos  of  Bacine,  and  the  grandiloquent 
tragic  verse  of  Corneille.  He  had  but  little  appre- 
ciation of  the  immortal  humor  of  Moliere;  and  of  all 
the  great  works  of  M.  De  Voltaire,  from  the  Philo- 
sophical Dictionary  to  the  Henriade,  he  cared  for 
nothing  but  one  little  love  poem,  or  rather  one  little 
lament  for  the  lost  season  of  love,  which  had,  in  my 
poor  hero's  eyes,  a  gleam  of  true  poetry  and  tender 
nature  in  it: 

"If  you  desire  me  still  to  love, 

Restore  to  me  Love's  youthful  day; 
To  my  life's  twilight,  cold  and  gray, 
Give  back  the  Aurora  from  above. 

"From  the  bright  scenes  where  gods  of  wine 
And  gods  of  love  hold  Joyous  sway, 
Time,  with  a  warning  hand  on  mine, 
Tells  me  at  last  I  must  away. 

"Ah,  twice  we  die,  his  warnings  prov**: 
'Tis  little  pain  to  part  with  breath; 
The  other  and  the  bitter  death 
Is  when  we  lose  the  soul  of  love!" 

And  so  on  through  many  other  verses,  which 
Etienne  often  repeated,  but  which  I  need  not  attempt 
to  translate.  The  young  fellow  was,  as  I  have  said, 
himself  to  some  degree  a  poet.  He  really  had  com- 
posed some  tender  and  touching  little  verses,  into 
which  there  entered,  perhaps  because  be  had  lived 
so  much  away  from  cities,  more  of  the  spirit  of 
nature  than  may  be  commonly  seen  in  the  poetry  of 
France.  Young  Etienne  loved  the  country  and  the 
sea  and  the  face  of  nature,  the  clouds  and  the  sun- 
shine and  the  shadows,  and  he  might  perhaps  have 
sung  some  of  these  things  in  verse  that  would  live, 
if — if  the  "might  have  been"  ever  could  become  the 
"has  been."  But  some  of  his  poems  were  very 
pretty,  and  the  village  cure,  a  man  who  had  traveled 
and  had  some  gifts  and  culture,  and  was  not 
afraid  or  ashamed  to  read  Rousseau,  told 
Etienne  that  he  really  believed  he  would  yet  come  to 
be  a  poet,  with  patience  and  labor — great  labor  and 
patience  and  modesty,  added  M,  the  Cure,  smiling. 

From  the  day,  however,  that  our  young  poet  saw 
Germaine  de  Moleville  he  ceased  to  sing  of  Nature, 
and  took  to  singing  only  of  Love.  Now  Nature  is  an 
easily  offended  goddess,  and  when  Etienne  ceased  to 
praise  her,  she  ceased  to  inspire  him,  and  his  love 
poems  were  very  fantastical  and  extravagant  things 
indeed.  He  was  as  much  in  love  with  Germaine  as 
a  man  can  possibly  be  with  a  woman  he  has  never 
spoken  one  word  to;  but  even  if  his  love  had  been 
the  deep,  steady  gaowth  of  intimacy  and  affinity,  it 
does  not  by  any  means  follow  that  it  could  make  him 
a  true  poet  of  love.  So  his  love  being  real,  his  style 
of  poetry  was  nevertheless  very  unreal,  glittering, 
fantastic  and  false. 

Tke  cure  shook  his  head.  But  the  cure's  mind 
did  not  reflect  the  opinion  of  his  day  and  his 
people;  and  whereas  the  poems  which  the  cure  ap- 
proved were  cared  for  by  nobody  else,  the  poems  over 
which  he  shook  his  head  were  immensely  admired 
by  all  the  neighbors.  They  became  quite  the  talk  of 
the  whole  place,  and  people  began  to  boast  that  their 
town  had  a  wonderful  young  poet,  who  could  aston- 
ish some  of  your  famous  Parisians  and  make  Aca- 
demicians envious;  quite  a  young  Bonsard — nay,  a 
very  Petrarch  of  modern  days,  Etienne's  verses 
were  full  of  inflated,  hyperbolical,  euphuistic  phrases, 
of  extravagant  rapture  and  sickly  adulation,  and 
there  was  a  propriety  and  prudery  about  them  which 
they  certainly  did  not  borrow  from  Bonsard.     This 


was  an  effete,  corrupt,  unwholesome,  vicious  age, 
and  in  such  ages  the  true  and  manly  love  of  man  for 
woman  and  her  womanhood  has  always  disguised 
itself  in  sickly  euphuism  and  milk-and-water  affecta- 
tion. Young  Etienne's  verses  exactly  hit  the  taste  of 
the  age,  and  great  people  resting  at  the  inn  came  to 
hear  of  them,  and  they  read  and  admired  them,  and 
graciously  sent  for  the  poet  and  patronized  him,  and 
brought  to  Parisian  salons,  always  craving  for 
novelty,  the  Btory  of  a  handsome  young  innkeeper 
boy  down  in  the  provinces  who  could  compose 
poems  that  far  surpassed  those  of  La  Fontaine. 

The  echo  of  Etienne's  verses  soon  returned  to  his 
own  ear.  His  poetry,  shot  out  by  his  inspired 
moods,  came  back  to  him  like  the  Australian  boom- 
erang. He  began  to  think  that  he  was  already  a 
name  and  a  fame  in  Paris,  that  Paris  waited  for  him, 
yearned  for  him;  and  he  longed  to  be  there.  Letme 
do  him  justice.  Not  vanity,  not  egotism,  not  self- 
love,  not  the  sickening  thirst  for  praise,  was  the 
chief  impulse  which  drove  him  to  Paris.  But  he 
knew  that  Paris  held  the  lovely,  queenly  girl  he  was 
foolish  enough  to  love,  and  he  said  in  his  heart,  "I 
shall  be  near  her  in  Paris."  He  thought  to  himself, 
"A  poet  in  Paris,  no  matter  what  his  birth,  is  the 
equal  of  nobles,  Louis,  the  great  monarch,  rebuked 
the  courtiers  who  looked  coldly  on  Moliere;  and 
Moliere  was  the  son  of  a  tradesman.  Why  may 
not  I  meet  on  something  like  equal  terms  the 
daughter  of  a  vicomte?" 

So  one  day  he  told  his  father  and  mother  that  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  be  an  innkeeper.  He 
was  going  to  be  a  great  poet,  and  as  the  proper  and 
necessary  condition  preliminary  of  being  a  great 
poet,  he  was  going  to  live  in  Paris. 

He  was  a  spoiled  child;  his  mother  could  not  deny 
him  anything;  and  what  his  mother  said,  his  father 
would  not  gainsay,  Neither  liked  much  the  step 
their  son  was  taking.  The  father  would  have  wished 
him  to  carry  on,  honestly  and  decently,  the  old 
Fleur-de-Lis,  and  thought  little  of  poets;  the  mother 
would  have  been  well  pleased  that  her  son  should  be 
a  poet,  provided  he  staid  with  her.  But  he  had  his 
way;  his  father  and  mother  consented  that  be  should 
go,  and  being  people  well-to-do,  promised  to  make 
him  a  respectable  yearly  allowance,  in  order  that  he 
might  not  be  as  poor  as  some  poets  they  had  heard 
of.  There  was  a  parting,  sad  on  both  sides,  indeed, 
but  made  brighter  on  the  part  of  Etienne  by  the 
thought  that  now  at  last  he  was  going  to  Paris  and 
to  the  lovely  Germaine;  and  so  he  went  his  way,  and 
before  long  stood  for  the  first  time,  a  wonder- wounded 
provincial,  in  the  gardens  of  the  Tuileries. 

There  is  an  exquisite  old  English  ballad  about  a 
country  shepherd  who  forsook  the  haunts  of  his 
youth,  and  came  to  the  glittering  city,  leaving  behind 
him  his  Amynta,  and  believing  that  ambition  would 
soon  cure  him  of  love.  Our  poor  French  provincial 
came  up  to  town  under  different  auspices;  he  came 
to  pursue  his  love  and  his  ambition  together.  The 
ambition,  at  least,  was  fed  to  the  full.  The  hand- 
some young  poet  made  what  we  would  now  call  a 
great  success.  He  was  quite  the  lion  of  the  hour  in 
Paris  salons.  His  manners  had  that  native  grace 
which  hardly  needs  the  teachings  of  etiquette.  He 
would  have  seemed  a  graceful  gentlemen  anywhere; 
and  his  training  in  an  inn  would  at  least  have  saved 
him  from  the  mishap  of  the  adventurer  whom  a  cer- 
tain celebrated  French  cardinal  discovered  to  be  no 
gentleman  because  of  his  inaccurate  way  of  eating 
olives.  His  poesies  were  immensely,  extravagantly 
admired  and  praised.  Men  of  genuine  literary  merit 
looked  coldly  or  pityingly  at  him;  other  men  sneered 
at  him;  many  men  hated  him;  but  the  women  adored 
him,  in  their  own  way,  and  .this  pleased  the  young 
poet's  vanity.  But  it  only  touched  his  vanity,  not 
his  heart.  TTiat  was  wholly  filled  and  governed  by 
his  Amynta,  whom  now  he  sometimes  saw  in  the 
salon  of  her  mother,  and  whom  he  grew  to  love  with 
all  the  passion  of  his  earnest  and  manly  nature. 

Now,  with  all  the  meanness  and  vice  of  those  times, 
it  was  not  the  fashion  to  bind  up  unmarried  women 
with  as  rigid  bonds  of  seclusion  and  constraint  as  ia 
now  the  way  in  Paris,  where  absolute  restriction 
before  marriage  is  the  prelude  to   absolute  license 
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after.  Our  poet  had  much  better  opportunities  of 
occasionally  conversing  freely  with  the  daughter  of 
the  house  than  he  could  have  if  he  lived  in  Paris 
now  The  sublime  aristocrats,  her  father  and 
mother,  no  more  thought  of  keeping  their  daughter 
back  from  speech  with  Etienne  than  they  would  have 
imposed  a  check  upon  her  courtesy  to  the  gardener 
or  the  concierge.  Poet  or  not,  the  son  of  an  inkeeper 
was  an  inkeeper's  son,  and  the  daughter  of  M.  the 
Ticomte's  wife  was  not  likely  to  carry  her  admiration 
for  an  inkeeping  poet  to  any  dangerous  length.  So 
our  poet  hung  after  her,  wrote  eternal  sonnets  to 
her,  lived  only  in  the  light  of  her  gracious  presence; 
and  was  so  unhappy  that  he  grew  thinner  as  he 
grew  more  celebrated,  and  his  eyes  began  to  burn 
with  a  wan  lustre  which  the  mere  craft  of  rhyme 
making  never  yet  lighted. 

As  for  Germaine,  she,  of  course,  saw  his  idolatry 
from  the  first.  It  alternately  gratified  and  wearied 
her;  now  she  was  proud  of  it,  and  now  she  was  pos- 
itively ashamed  of  it,  But  at  no  time  did  it  occur  to 
her  as  being  a  matter  worthy  of  any  serious  consid- 
eration. She  was  proud,  she  was  capricious,  but  she 
had  a  heart;  and  in  that  heart  our  poor  poet  had  no 
place. 

Time  passed  on,  and  Etienne  was  nearly  driven 
to  madness  by  sheer  love  for  the  girl  who  alternate' 
ly  fired  him  and  froze  him,  as  her  humor  might  be. 
and  who  meanwhile  hardly  ever  bestowed  a  genu- 
ine and  serious  thought  on  him.  At  last 
crisis  came. 

The  Vicomte  and  Vicomtesse  de  Moleville  had  a 
chateau  not  far  from  the  palace  gardens  of  Versailles. 
They  gave  a  grand  fete  there  one  summer  evening, 
and  our  poet  was  one  of  the  guests.  He  came  with 
his  sonnet  ready  for  the  occasion,  which  was  read 
before  the  guests  at  the  proper  time,  and  much  ad- 
mired and  patronized.  But  he  had  his  private  son- 
net too,  his  hyperboles  and  his  euphuistic  nongense, 
addressed  to  the  divine  Germaine  herself  (whom  he 
called  Artemisia,  or  some  such  silly  name),  and 
when  chance  allowed  him,  he  pressed  it  tenderly  into 
her  hand,  and  bade  her  read  it  alone,  and  favor  him 
with  the  decision  of  her  exquisite  judgment  on  it. 
He  chose  a  bad  time.  Artemisia's  soul  was  heavy 
within  her  that  night,  and  she  was  in  no  mood  for 
poetry  or  for  love-making — at  least  for  love-making 
such  as  his. 

Evening — a  delicious  summer  evening — fell  upon 
the  groves  and  the  turf,  and  the  fountains  and  plaster 
nymphs,  and  the  walks  and  summer  houses  of  the 
De  Moleville  chateau.  Germaine  stole  away  down  a 
silent,  shady  path,  to  be  rid  of  her  friends  and  fol- 
lowers and  admirers.  Our  wretched,  ill-starred 
Etienne  Faret,  who  had  kept  a  burning  eye  on  her 
movements,  must  see  in  this  retirement  of  hers  a 
favorable  opportunity,  Heaven-sent,  for  him,  and  so 
he  pursued  her,  and  stood  by  her  side  just  as  the  sun 
had  gone  down  and  Venus  was  beginning  to  shine  in 
the  sky. 

Germaine  looked  coldly  at  him,  with  ominous  con- 
traction of  eyebrows,  as  he  Btood  by  her  side. 

Had  mademoiselle  done  him  the  honor  to  read  his 
poor  poem? 

She  stared;  then  recollected  herself.  "Yes — oh 
yes." 

"It  was  at  least  sincere." 

"Was  it?" 

She  had  forgotten  what  it  was  all  about,  and  did 
not  care  to  rack  her  brains  to  remember  any  of  its 
contents. 

"It  expressed  a  homage  which  mortal  might  pay 
only  to  his  divinity;  and  oh,  mademoiselle,  oh  Ger- 
maine," the  poor  poet  went  on,  becoming  positively 
simple  and  natural  in  his  deep  and  true  emotion, 
"have  you  nothing  to  say  to  me?" 

"Nothing.     What  do  you  mean?" 

"What  do  I  mean?  Can  you  ask  me?  Do  you 
ask  me?     Do  you  not  know? 

She  came  to  a  dead  stand,  now  quite  aroused  to 
attention,  and  she  turned  the  cold  light  of  her  eyes 
fixedly  upon  him. 

"Germaine,  do  you  not  know,  have  you  not  long 
known,  that  I  love  you,  that  I  adore  you,   that  you 


are  life  and  light  and   heaven"    (par  dim,   he   might 
have  added,  'and  hell')  "to  me." 

She  started,  and  seemed  for  a  moment  as  if  Bhe 
were  about  to  scream,  so  wild  was  the  expression  in 
the  eyes  and  on  the  lips  of  the  distracted  youth. 
But  Bhe  crushed  down  her  emotion,  and  asked  in  a 
tone  of  cold  irony,  "Is  this  a  poetic  recitation,  M. 
the  Poet?  If  so,  it  is  wasted  here;  it  ought  to  be 
given  for  the  delight  of  the  whole  company." 

"You  mock  me;  but  you  must  and  you  do  under- 
stand me.  I  love  you,  Germaine;  I  will  live  and  die 
loving  you.  I  have  loved  you  Bince  first  I  saw 
you — " 

"At  your  father's  inn." 

This  was  a  cruel,  an  ignoble  stab.  But  the  woman 
who  stood  before  him  then  was  capable  of  any  thing; 
and  no  woman  ever  knows  or  cares  to  know  the  rules 
about  hitting  fair.  He,  however,  heeded  little.  Had 
she  spat  upon  him,  he  would  still  have  abased  him- 
self and  adored. 

"Germaine,  even  your  scorn  can  not  wound  me,  I 
love  you  so  much.  No,  you  shall  not  go;  you  shall 
hear  me  out." 

"M.  Faret,  you  know  that  a  cry  from  me  would 
bring  friends  of  mine  who  would  resent  your  love- 
maldng  as  the  deadliest  insult,  and  in  whose  con- 
sideration your  life  would  not  count  for  half  the 
value  of  this  glove  upon  my  hand.  J  am  more  for- 
giving and  calm.  I  pity  you  and  spare  you.  Go 
away,  and  let  me  hear  no  more  of  this." 

He  smiled  a  wild  smile.  "Give  an  alarm,"  he 
said,  "and  call  your  people,  if  you  will.  I  am  not 
afraid  to  die;  lam  weary  of  life,  and  should  like 
nothing  better  now  than  to  be  killed  her  under  your 
eyes  because  I  loved  you.  My  very  death  would  be 
the  proof  and  the  stamp  of  my  love.  Oh,  Germaine, 
have  you  no  heart,  no  sympathy,  no  pity?  Never, 
never  will  you  be  loved  as  I  have  loved  you!  Thank 
God,  at  least  you  now  know  that  I  love  you." 

"M.  Faret,  do  you  know  yourself?  Do  you  know 
who  you  are  and  who  I  am,  and  my  father  and 
mother?" 

"Too  well.  I  know  that  I  am  a  plebian,  and  that 
you  are  patricians.  But  I  am  a  poet,  and  poets  are 
the  equals  of  kings." 

Ito  be  continued.  1 


Articles  of  Vertu. 


The  Chief  of  Police  was  visited  by  a  sharp- 
nosed,  keen-eyed  woman  who  carried  a 
chromo,  10x15  in  size,  in  her  hand,  and  who 
placed  it  before  him  and  asked : 

"Are  you  a  judge  of  chromios  and  oil 
paintings  1" 

"Well,  I  can  tell  what  suits  me,"  he  re- 
plied. 

"Can  you  tell  one  from  the  other?" 

"Yes'm." 

"And  what  do  you  call  this  ?" 

"That  is  a  chromo." 

He  wanted  to  say  that  it  was  the  worst  one 
he  ever  saw,  but  he  didn't. 

"Now,  you  are  sure,  are  you?"  she  asked. 

"Certainly  I  am." 

"Well,  that  makes  me  feel  a  good  deal 
better.  I  bought  that  yesterday  of  an  agent 
for  a  chromio,  and  he  had  scarcely  left  the 
house  when  some  of  the  neighbors  came  in 
and  said  he'd  swindled  me,  and  that  it  was 
nothing  but  an  oil  painting.  I  thought  I'd 
bring  it  down  and  get  your  opinion;  and  you 
say  it's  a  chromio,  do  you  ?" 

"I  do." 

"All  right-^thanks.  I've  always  been  an 
enthusiastic  patron  of  art,  and  if  that  man 
had  got  four  dollars  out  of  me  on  false  pre- 
tenses, it  would  have  kind  o'  set  me  up 
against  the  old  masters.  If  the  neighbors- 
stick  to  it  that  this  isn't  a  chromio  I'll  tell 
'em  to  come  and  ask  you." 


v^> 


T.  S.— Next  week. 

Yuma. — You  may  not. 

Judge. — We  are  unable  to  give  the  infor- 
mation desired. 

J.  P.  C. — It  is  a  disputed  question;  though 
the  weight  of  the  testimony  adduced  seems 
to  lean  towards  Gallic  nativity. 

D.  P.  D. — Your  communication  concern- 
ing the  municipal  deadlock  is  received.  We 
cannot  use  it  in  its  present  shape. 

Fbed. — It  is  too  lengthy  for  our  columns. 
Whatever  of  humor  there  is  in  your  effort  is 
so  diluted  that  it  has  lost  its  snap. 

Esther. — We  have  not  the  pleasure  of  the 
reverend  gentleman's  acquaintance.  Prob- 
ably you  had  better  see  him  yourself.  Fifth 
street,  opposite  the  new  Mint. 

X.  Y.  Z.— 

Your  fragrant  favor  came  to  hand, 
Also  the  poem  that  you  planned. 
May  ev'ry  light,  good-humored  joke 
Be  just  like  ours,  and  eud  in  smoke. 

Y.  M. — You  may  be  able  to  break  the  ma- 
trimonial bonds  in  Utah.  All  you  have  to 
do  is  to  prove  thotyou  are  a  worthless,  grace- 
less vagabond.  You  can  probably  do  so. 
We  cannot  tell  you  about  the  alimony  part. 
Better  consult  a  lawyer,  it  is  out  of  our  line. 

J.  S.- — We  are  always  willing  to  allow  cor- 
respondents a  reasonable  amount  of  space  in 
our  columns,  but  we  don't  propose  to  make 
the  Wasp  a  medium  for  scurrility  and  perso- 
nal invective.  Probably  about  the  best 
thing  you  could  do  would  be  to  start  a  little 
paper  of  your  own.     Ours  is  not  for  sale. 

Jestek. — At  a  meeting  of  newspaper  read- 
ers held  on  Telegraph  Hill,  February  the 
29th,  it  was  decided  to  offer  a  reward  for  the 
body  (dead)  of  any  person  who  should  per- 
petrate another  parody  on  the  "Beautiful 
Snow."  We  are  too  magnanimous  to  claim 
the  lucre,  and  we  let  it  pass  this  time. 
Another  such  an  indiscretion  may  be  your 
ruin. 

Leo. — The  best  way  to  attain  to  excellence 
is  to  study  the  most  faultless  models.  By 
making  yourself  familiar  with  the  standard 
authors,  yon  will  almost  unconsciously  come 
to  imitate  them,  and  reproduce  in  your  own 
words  the  niceties  and  delicacies  of  expression 
which  have  engaged  and  charmed  your  at- 
tention. In  this  way  a  vivid  and  exact 
phraseology  and  rhetoric  will  become  habi- 
tual. It  is  hard  to  name  the  most  appropri- 
ate author,  but  Fielding,  Smollet,  Gold- 
smith and  Sterne  are  types  of  the  class  of 
writers  that  you  would  do  well  to  read. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    "WASP. 


The  Yery  Freshest  American  Ilnuior 

George  "Washington  wasn't  always  the  first 
even  in  war  or  in  peace.  He  married  a 
widow. 

Has  your  wife  heard  this?  A  man  in 
Texas  brained  his  wife  because  she  would 
not  get  out  of  bed  first  and  build  the  fire. 

An  Hlinois  school  teacher  was  bounced  be- 
cause he  could  not  tell  the  difference  between 
a  jug  and  a  jar.  The  idiot  had  always  car- 
ried his  around  in  a  bottle. 

There  is  a  demented  colored  man  in 
Georgia  who  insists  on  spending  every  dollar 
he  earns  in  expensive  clothing.  The  war- 
drobe him  crazy,  he  says. 

A  scientific  correspondent  of  this  paper 
explains  that  the  centre  lamp  on  the  street 
cars  has  been  introduced  as  a  relief  to  the 
horses:  it  makes  the  car  lighter. 

Taking  Time  by  the  forelock  isn't  such  an 
easy  thing  after  all,  when  you  come  to  think 
that  old  Father  Time  has  been  as  bald  as  a 
cheese  box  for  eighteen  centuries. 

"Me.  Pebkins  a  free-lover!    I'll  not  believe 

Such  a  thing  of  the  spouse  of  my  Ida." 
And  at  once  Mrs.  B.  bade  her  child  to  explain; 

Which  she  did  as  she  sat  down  beside  her. 
"Why,  mamma!  it  is  one  of  my  dear  hubby's  jokes, 

Which  he  ventures  so  oft  with  impunity, 
When  you  gave  him  an  int'rest  in  me  he  averred 

That  he'd  joined  the  own-Ida  community. 

"Is  he  a  good  horse  to  go  ?  "Thee  would 
be  pleased  to  see  him  go,"  said  the  conscien- 
tious Quaker.  A  bargain  was  struck,  and  a 
balky  horse  changed  owners.  His  purchaser 
in  high  dudgeon  went  back  upon  the  Quaker. 
He  defined  his  position:  "I  have  not  lied  to 
thee,  friend.  I  told  thee,  thee  would  be 
pleased  to  see  him  go.  Now  wouldn't  thee 
be  pleased  to  see  him  go  ?" 

In  the  excavations  at  Pompeii,  a  man  was 
discovered  all  lathered  and  ready  to  be 
shaved,  but  the  barber  hasn't  been  found 
yet.  Just  wait  until  the  evcavators  get  over 
into  the  next  ward  and  run  across  two  bull- 
dogs with  a  crowd  of  men  around  them,  and 
we'll  bet  all  that  is  left  of  our  last  year's  in- 
come that  standing  on  the  nearest  dry-goods 
box  they'll  find  a  man  with  a  lather  brush 
razor  in  his  hand. 

A  man  was  going  over  a  field  when  sudden- 
ly he  saw  a  bull  with  head  down  and  feet 
pawing  in  grass.  The  man  went  for  the 
nearest  fence,  but  just  as  he  reached  it  he 
felt  himself  lifted  by  the  two  masts  of  the 
bull,  and  he  fell  on  the  other  side.  He  got 
up,  and  pointing  his  finger  at  the  beast  said, 
"I'll  have  revenge.  I'll  get  even  with  you. 
I've  been  eating  mutton  all  my  life.  Hence- 
forth I  eat  nothing  but  beef." 

"Rather  windy,  isn't  it  ?"  said  a  Sunday- 
school  teacher  to  one  of  his  heathen  Chinese 
pupils  yesterday,  by  the  way  of  salutation. 
The  wash  man  looked  up  at  the  teacher  with 
a  face  illuminated  by  a  cherubic  smile,  and 
emphasized  an  affirmative  nod  with  "Yes, 
dauaee  coolee,  damee  coolee."  The  burst  of 
laughter  that  followed  this  somewhat  profane 


sally  struck  the  Mongolian  with  amazement, 
and  he  could  not  be  brought  to  a  realizing 
sense  of  the  enormity  of  his  offense  or  the  in- 
congruity of  his  remark.  The  Pagan  i3  a 
"rum-critter." 

A  bankrupt  wretch  in  Brooklyn  pours  forth 
his  soul  in  verse: 

Who  taught  me  first  to  litigate, 
My  neighbor  and  my  brother  hate, 
And  my  own  rights  to  overrate  ? 
My  lawyer. 

Who  cleaned  my  bank  account  all  out, 
And  brought  my  solvency  in  doubt; 
Then  turned  me  to  the  right  about? 
My  lawyer. 

Who  brought  me  down  to  rags  and  sin, 
And  then  refused  a  cent  for  gin, 
But  called  the  cob  to  take  me  in  ? 
My  lawyer. 

"That's  awful — that's  worse  than  butch- 
ery ?"  gasped  the  prisoner,  and  he  wanted 
some  one  to  lend  him  five  dollars  to  fee  a 
shyster  lawyer  with.  When  seated  in  the 
corridor  he  mournfully  sang: 

"I  wish  that  woman  had  fired  at  me, 

And  fatally  shot  me  dead — 
I  wish  I  was  drowned  in  the  moaning  sea, 

And  a  shark  on  my  body  had  fed," 

The  boys  heard  him,  and  looking  through 
the  bars,  they  sang: 

"I  wish  he  had  soap  and  a  fine,  fine  comb, 
And  some  one  to  cut  his  hair — 

And  some  one  to  cure  his  red,  red  nose, 
And  his  ears — oh!  cracky! — see  there!" 

The  man  who  has  written  anything  for  the 
editor  and  didn't  "scratch  it  off  in  a  hurry," 
will  please  call  at  this  office  and  hear  some- 
thing to  his  advantage. — Oil  City  Derrick. 
He  is  busy  looking  after  the  man  who  read  a 
personal  paragraph  and  did  not  have  his  "at- 
tention called  to  it." — N.  Y.  Mail.  And 
when  he  has  found  him  the  two  will  inaugu- 
rate a  search  for  the  fellow  who  made  up  his 
mind  to  become  a  candidate  for  office  without 
being  "urged  to  do  so  by  his  friends." — El- 
mira  Advertiser.  The  three,  arm  in  arm,  will 
then  start  out  to  find  the  reporter  who  never 
spoke  of  fire  as  "the  devouring  element," 
and  the  orator  who  never  "expressed  himself 
in  a  few  wellchosen  words." — Jamestown 
Journal.  Having  found  him  the  four  will 
call  on  the  man  who  "don't  care  much  for 
the  paper,  but  his  wife  likes  to  read  it." — 
Camden  Post. 

A  very  respectable  Kangaroo 

Died  week  before  last  in  Timbuctoo; 

A  remarkable  accident  happened  to  him ; 

He  was  hung  head  down  from  a  banyan-limb; 

The  Royal  Lion  made  proclamation 

For  a  day  of  fasting  and  lamentation, 

Which  led  to  a  curious  demonstration : 

The  Elephant  acted  as  if  he  were  drunk — 

He  stood  on  his  head,  he  trod  on  his  trunk; 

And  over-sensitive  she-Gorilla 

Declared  that  the  shock  would  surely  kill  her; 

A  frisky,  gay,  and  frolicsome  Ape 

Tied  up  his  tail  with  a  yard  of  crape; 

The  Donkey  wiped  his  eyes  with  his  ears; 

The  Crocodile  shed  a  bucket  of  tears; 

The  Khinocerous  gored  a  young  Giraffe 

Who  had  the  very  bad  taste  to  laugh ; 

The  Hippopotamus  puffed  and  blew, 

To  show  the  respect  for  the  Kangaroo; 

A  sad  but  indignant  Chimpanzee 

Gnawed  all  the  bark  from  the  banyan  tree. 


English    Fun. 

Our  special  punnist,  at  the  Dore  Gallery, 
the  other  day,  wanted  to  know  if  the  guide- 
book to  the  collection  was  called  a  "cattle- 
hog,"  because  it  referred  to  "pig-tures?" 
Pork  reature! 

The  Conservative  papers  denounce  the  re- 
signation of  the  Earl  of  Caernarvon  as  an  act 
of  cowardice,  and  the  Liberal  organs  allude 
to  it  as  an  act  of  conscience.  For  once,  then, 


the  two  parties  are  agreed,  since  Shakespeare 
says,  "Conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us 
all." 

The  following  is  from  a  contemporary,  of 
whom  better  things  might  be  expected :  "We 
are  pleased  to  state  that  the  health  of  H.  R. 
H.  Prince  Leopard  is  improving  very  slow- 
ly" (!)  A  person  who  can  find  pleasure  in 
such  a  condition  of  affairs  is  simply  beyond 
the  reach  of  criticism. 

Mr.  Tremmles. — "I  assure  you,  Mrs.  Jones, 
I  would  never  go  out  at  all  if  I  could  help 
it  in  this  dreadful  climate— one  day  cold,  the 
next  day  hot.  "What  miserably  wretched 
weather  we  have."  Mrs.  J. — "We  do,  in- 
deed, Mr.  Tremmles;  but  try  and  bear  up, 
it's  better  than  none,  you  know." 

Mrs.  Juggins  can't  make  out  why  there's 
such  a  fuss  about  a  split  in  the  Cabinet. 
She  noticed  a  split  in  her  cabinet  once,  but 
it  was  only  in  the  join,  and  a  little  glue  put 
it  right.  Perhaps  Mrs.  Juggins  will  not  be 
astonished  to  hear  that  this  little  affair  is 
owing  to  a  jawin' — the  jawin'  administered 
to  Carnarvon. 

In  a  letter  to  the  Dramatic  Reform  Asso- 
ciation, Mr.  Charles  Reade  gives  some  very 
original  ideas  for  the  reformation  of  the 
stage.  He  says,  "That  bloodsucker,  the 
stage  carpenter,  should  be  chained  hand  and 
foot."  Of  course,  if  Mr.  Reade  says  so,  it 
must  be  right ;  and  yet  how  would  it  be  pos- 
sible for  the  stage  carpenter  to  do  his  work 
"chained  hand  and  foot?"  We  fear  his 
workmanship  would  be  of  the  yam-shackle 
order. 

In  the  Chilian  penal  colony  of  Punta 
Arenas,  Patagonia,  the  convicts  broke  out 
a  short  time  back  and  fired  into  the  British 
Consulate  with  a  12-pounder  gun.  The  Vice- 
Consul  had  to  put  out  to  sea  in  a  small  boat, 
and  was  eventually  picked  up  by  a  passing 
steamer.  The  convicts  were,  singularly 
enough,  unable  to  explain  their  motive. 
Why,  it  would  have  been  the  easiest  thing  in 
the  world,  as  well  as  the  most  natural  for 
them  to  have  said  they  were  anxious  to  ob- 
tain a  little  Vice-Consultation. 


"The  Philosopher." 
Mrs.  McGinnis'  little  girl  was  crying  very 
bitterly.  Her  nose  was  pressed  close  to  the 
window  pane  and  ornamenting  the  glass  with 
a  liberal  supply  of  briny  dew.  The  fact  was 
that  her  brother  Patsy  was  joint  proprietor 
with  her  in  a  Christmas  present  of  a  veloci- 
pede, and  he  had  been  going  up  and  down 
the  sidewalk  for  two  hours  with  every  pros- 
pect of  continuing  his  amusement  for  the 
rest  of  the  day,  only  varying  his  regular  per- 
formance by  occasionally  putting  out  his 
tongue  as  he  passed  the  house.  But  his 
sport  was  rudely  disturbed  by  the  halcyon 
baritone  voice  of  his  mother  who  appeared 
on  the  steps  and  sang  the  following  recita- 
tive in  triple  time:  "Kim  offde  philosopher, 
yer  homadawn,  and  let  yer  sister  divairt  her 
legs  an,  her  moind."  (Whack  whack.) 
"Eily,  darlin',  kape  your  driss  down,  an'  go 
slow,  acushla!  To-morrow  oi'll  be  afther 
makin'  yez  a  foine  habit  to  go  roiding  on  the 
philosopher  wid!  Git  out  in  the  back  yard 
dis  minnit,  Patsy,  and  be  chopping  some 
wood,  or  I'll  flay  the  hide  of  yez!"  And  Miss 
M.  glided  peacefully  up  and  down  the  side- 
walk on  the  "philosopher,"  while  the  dull 
thud  of  the  hatchet  echoed  in  the  rear,  and 
all  was  peace  in  the  mansion  of  P.  McGinnis, 
Esq.,  J.  P. 
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It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  Goodwin  Jail 
Delivery  Bill  will  be  vetoed  by  the  Gover- 
nor. 

All  the  free  ads.  that  Happy  Jack  received 
did  not  suffice  to  keep  him  from  utter  bank- 
ruptcy— or  from  looking  on  the  rye  when  it 
is  red. 

Sargent's  speech  on  the  Chinese  question 
has  gained  him  a  number  of  friends.  What- 
ever its  motive,  it  was  a  masterly  and  com- 
prehensive effort. 

People  do  say  that  the  Legislature  now  on 
its  last  legs  in  Sacramento  is  composed  of 
the  most  corrupt  and  imbecile  body  of  men 
ever  gathered  together  to  make  laws. 

"With  the  advent  of  fine  weather,  the  num- 
ber of  applicants  for  relief  at  the  free  lunch 
tables  is  decreasing  rapidly.  There  will  soon 
be  remunerative  employment  for  all  of  our 
proletaires  who  choose  to  work. 

A  prominent  quasi-medico  agitator  always 
addresses  the  crowd  as  "My  fellow  Work- 
ingmen."  This  always  creates  an  audible 
smile  which  keeps  the  audience  in  good  hu- 
mor for  the  rest  of  the  entertainment. 

"When  the  Legislature  has  consumated  its 
steal  of  §15,000,000  from  the  City  Treasury, 
we  should  seriously  advise  that  the  New  City 
Hall  be  heated  red-hot,  or  they  will  come 
down  from  Sacramento  and  steal  that. 

General  Anderson,  of  Returning  Board  no- 
toriety, having  been  released  from  prison, 
Hayes  sits  more  securely  in  his  dubious 
seat,  feeling  confident  that  one,  at  least,  of 
his  props  is  safe.  But  there  are  several 
others. 

Notwithstanding  the  passage  of  the  Silver 
Bill,  the  dollar  of  our  fathers  is  very  slow  in 
getting  around  this  way.  We  have  made 
adequate,  and  perhaps  unnecessarily  huge, 
preparations  for  its  reception.  But  we  live 
in  hopes. 

Professor  Gunning  has  been  lecturing  in 
this  city  on  Goldmaking  and  Silvermaking. 
He  would  be  invaluable  in  the  business  of- 
fice of  a  newspaper — that  is,  if  he  can  carry 
his  theories  into  successful  practice,  which  is 
not  always  the  case  with  scientists. 

A  sympathetic  but  inquisitive  young  man, 
who  was  visiting  a  county  prison,   gently 


asked  a  girl  prisoner  the  cause  of  her  being 
in  such  a  place.  "Oh,"  said  she,  with  a  con- 
temptuous toss  of  her  head,  "I  stole  a  water- 
mill,  and  got  off  safe,  but,  like  a  fool,  I  went 
back  after  the  stream  that  turned  it,  and  was 
arrested."  The  sympathetic  young  man  left 
immediately. 

It  seems  to  be  about  time  that  that  the 
President  ordered  one  or  two  of  his  skeleton 
regiments  to  the  hazing  New  England  col- 
leges. Had  such  scenes  as  those  at  Princeton 
occurred  in  Alabama,  the  horse,  foot  and  ar- 
tillery of  the  nation  would  soon  be  hurried 
to  the  scene  of  action.  After  all  it  may  be 
the  felicitous  name  these  students  give  to 
their  outrages — Hayse-ing — that  deters  the 
President  from  interfering.  What's  in  a 
name  ? 

The  widow  Van  Cott  is  amiable  in  dispo- 
siton.  The  effect  of  her  manners  on  the 
genial  Bishop  Gil.  Haven  was  to  make  him 
say  that  she  was  the  most  lovable  woman  he 
had  ever  known.  Yet  there  are  things  out- 
rageous enough  to  arouse  her  indignation, 
and  one  of  them  is  Col.  Bob  Ingersoll's  at- 
tacks on  her  religion.  They  were  in  Buffalo 
a  few  days  ago,  she  plucking  souls  like 
brands  from  the  burning,  and  he  throwing 
them  back  toward  the  fire.  She  spoke  of 
him  as  "a  poor,  barking  dog,"  and  he  re- 
plied by  asking,  "What  would  you  think  of 
me  if  I  should  retort,  using  your  language, 
changing  only  the  sex  of  the  last  word?" 

Come,  now,  what  infernal  barbarity  is  this 
— leaving  a  clothes-line  out  after  darkl  A 
great  deal  of  funny  comment  has  been  made 
upon  the  custom  by  thoughtless  people,  but 
it  is  a  most  serious  matter,  and  it  is  high 
time  the  tomfoolery  was  abolished.  We  are 
just  as  ready  as  anybody  to  see  the  funny 
side  of  a  thing,  but  we  have  ceased  to  ob- 
serve anything  amusing  in  being  unexpec- 
tedly sawed  across  the  neck,  or  rasped  across 
the  face  by  a  clothes-line.  It  is  time  there 
was  a  legislative  enactment  to  either  hang 
clothes-lines  sixty  feet  above  the  earth,  or 
make  leaving  them  out  after  nightfall  a  State 
Prison  offence.  It  is  a  most  incomprehen- 
sible fact  that  a  clothes-line  is  always  hung 
across  a  garden  path.  If  the  yard  was  ten 
miles  square  and  a  path  two  feet  wide  crept 
along  close  to  the  fence,  and  the  woman  had 
but  eight  feet  of  line,  she  would  manage  to 
cover  the  path.  Whether  this  is  because  she  is 
perverse,  or  because  she  cannot  help  it  we  do 
not  know.  We  only  know  that  it  is  so ,  and  that 
it  is  an  appalling  evil.  No  home  circle  is 
safe  where  this  custom  prevails.  It  matters 
not  how  good-natured  a  man  is,  it  matters 
not  how  carefully  he  has  been  educated,  it 
matters  not  how  lofty  and  noble  are  his  as- 
pirations— the  moment  a  clothes-line  catches 
him  under  the  chin,  especially  if  he  has  a 
pan  of  ashes  in  his  arms,  that  moment  he 
sinks  with  awful  velocity  to  the  level  of  a 
brute,  and  proceeds  to  act  out  the  conditions 
thereof  at  once.  In  its  proper  place  a  clothes- 
line is  a  valuable  companion,  but  across  a 
path  after  dark,  it  is  simply  a  brutalizing 
force. 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.     There 


are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


A  New  Use  for  High  Collars. 


Everything,  however  nonsensical,  may  be 
utilized.  The  above  idea,  though  our  own 
private  patent,  is  free  to  all  newspaper  men 
who  care  to  employ  it. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Pa. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  XJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 
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THE    ILLUSTEATED    WASP. 


GRAND   OPERA  HOUSE. 

"Sardanapalus"  was  presented  at  this 
theatre  for  the  first  time  on  Monday  after- 
noon. In  the  evening  a  large  audience  as- 
sembled to  see  the  new  play,  and  it  has  been 
continued  to  good  audiences  throughout  the 
week.  The  setting  and  mounting  of  "Sar- 
danapalus" is  simply  gorgeous,  nothing  to 
equal  it  having  ever  before  come  under  our 
notice.  Mr.  Bangs  is  one  of  the  best  actors 
ever  seen  upon  the  San  Francisco  stage,  and 
he  has  justly  obtained  celebrity  in  his  grand 
creation  of  the  title  role  of  this  wonderful 
play.  He  is  a  splendid  elocutionist,  which, 
added  to  a  commanding  figure  and  graceful 
carriage,  eminently  fit  him  to  assume  the 
heroic  character  with  telling  effect.  The 
character  of  "Myrrha"  is  well  rendered  by 
Miss  Ada  Gray.  Miss  Corcoran  makes  an 
effective  "Zarina,"  while  Mr.  Grismer  does 
the  part  of  "Salemenes"  ample  justice. 
Bonfanti's  dancing  is  received  with  uproari- 
ous applause.  Altogether  there  is  enough 
of  attraction,  both  scenic  and  dramatic  to  en- 
sure success  for  "Sardanapalus,"  and  cer- 
tainly the  enterprising  management  well  de- 
serves success.  "Sardanapalus"  every  even- 
ing, and  until  further  notice. 

CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 

"The  Exiles"  has  not  proved  as  successful 
as  was  expected  by  the  management.  It  will 
probably  be  replaced  next  week  by  "The 
Gascon,"  in  which  Mr.  Charles  Pope  will  ap- 
pear. 

Baldwin's. 

"A  Celebrated  Case"  is  running  smoothly 
at  this  house.  This  is  the  last  week  of  its 
performance.  Sardou's  comedy  drama, 
"Agnes,"  will  succeed  it. 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

Oliver  Doud  Byron  is  playing  "Across  the 
Continent"  to  moderate  business. 
emehson's. 

Denman  Thompson  is  drawing  fair  houses 
in  "Joshua  Whitcomb"  at  this  place  of 
amusement. 

woodward's  gardens. 

"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.    Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 


lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

Tom  Keene  is  going  to  join  the  Kiralfy 
troupe  at  Chicago;  Alice  Harrison  is  nearly 
ready  to  make  tracks,  and  Bill  Mestayer  will 
leave  us  with  our  grief  in  less  than  a  month. 
"One  by  one,  the  roses  fade."  Hence  these 
tears. 

Admirers  of  Shakespeare  will  be  astonished 
to  learn  that  his  name  is  spelled  in  no  less 
than  forty-six  ways.  HalliwelTs  book  is  re- 
sponsible for  this  statement.  Following  are 
the  combinations  that  have  been  rung  on  the 
great  dramatist's  patronymic: 

1.  Shakespeare,  24.  Shakysper, 

2.  Shakespere,  25.  Shakespeyre, 

3.  Shakspere,  26.  Shakspeer, 

4.  Shakespeyre,  27.  Shaxpere, 

5.  Shacsper,  28.  Shaksper, 

6.  Shakyspere,  29.  Shakspear, 

7.  Schakspere,  30.  Shakspeare, 

8.  Schakespiere,  31.  Shoekspeare, 

9.  Schakspeer,  32.  Shakispere, 

10.  Sheakspere,  33.  Shaksper, 

11.  Schakspear,  34.  Shasepeare, 

12.  Shasper,  35.  Shaxkespere, 

13.  Shaxpeer,  36.  Shnxpeare, 

14.  Shacxper,  37.  Shakspeer, 

15.  Shaekspire,  38.  Sackesper, 

16.  Shaekespeare,  39.  Shakespear, 

17.  Shaxesper,  40.  Shagspere, 

18.  Shakper,  41.  Shexpere, 

19.  Saxpere,  42.  Shakespheer, 

20.  Shakuspeare,  43.  Shaksphare, 

21.  Shakspeyr,  44.  Shakspher, 

22.  Shacksper,  45.  Shackspeare, 

23.  Shakyspere,  46.  Shackespere. 


W.  E.  Chambeblatn,  Jb. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


FRENQH 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAKE,  DrBECTOB. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from    -    -     -    $20.00 

— THE — 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

mar!6-4mos 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
24  Post  Street, 

Near  KearnT 
San  Franeuco,  Cal. 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P,  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.   Cleaning, 
Bepairing  and  Dyeing.    .  jan26-3mos 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICEES: 


Pbesident 

Yice-Pbesideht  . 


.  ...M.  D.  SWEENY 
.CD.  O'SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 


M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sulliran,    It.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tbeasubeb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attobney RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co'a  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  HouBe,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  IB  made. 
Deposits  received  from  83.50  upward.      Office  Houra  from  9  to  3. 
july21-t£  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


CHANGE  OF  TIME. 


"Winter  Arrangement. 

Commencing    SUNDAY,   DEC.   2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

H^,Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  the 
Fulton  and  Ouerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guemeville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES,    A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY 
Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Streot,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


"SARDANAPALUS !" 


MR.  BANGS  in  the  Title  Role. 


CALIFOKMi  THEATRE. 


THE  EXILES. 


BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


IBIS    IS   OSB    SIDE    OF 


Across  the  Continent 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,  March  23rd 
and  24th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 


O.  BL  BROOKS, 

DEALER  IN 

Oil    Lands    and    Leases, 

405  California  St. ,  San  Francisco. 
janl2-tf 


AH  Stnkiiess  and  Disease  of  whatever  name  or  nature 
Cured  without  Medicine. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer,  No. 
719  California  street,  cures  without  medicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  aud  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  baffie 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

jg?°I  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  719  California  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

feb23-lm 


SCOLLATTS 

AQUARIUM, 
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b.  s.  Bimisrs, 

Agent  for 

The  Illustrated  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


0.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  E.  KELLY, 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  inj 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 


409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


A.    SCHROEPFER,     . 

AEOHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 

be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,    -         -         -         -    $i  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

{E^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


cor/iE 


-AND— 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  CENITO-URINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.    The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London, 

Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 
In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  II 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 


IMPORTANT ! 


DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  $3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.  D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  Bkill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  iiim,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours — 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M. ;  evenings,  6  to  8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential/  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late  Re- 
sident   Surgeon    Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal 
janl2-3mos 
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DR.  SPINNEY  &CO'S 

Dispensary, 

11  Kmsmy  Bi-f  B&u  Fpsmlsm* 


DP*.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVILLE  IN- 
FIBMAKY,  would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  '  'procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED ! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  win  con 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG  MEN! 

Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DB.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  too  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dai'k  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.    Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

N.B. — Dr.  Spinney's  diploma  can  be  seen 
at  his  office;  also  Dr.  Sfeeb's. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


PATENT  GOVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 
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P.    FERNANDEZ, 

HAT    BAZAAR 


<;<>•:  and  604  Kearny  Street, 

Comer  Sacramento,  SAN'  FRANCISCO. 

S3THATS  MADE  TO  ORDER.^a 
fel.J-lm 


DR.  SALFIELD'S 

REJUVENATOR. 

TliM  great  remedy  for  weakness  peculiar  to  men; 
cures  nervous  and  physical  debility  and  restores  ex- 
hausl-  '1  vitality  to  strength  of  manhood  and  vigor  of 
youth  iu  from  four  to  sis  wekks  with  unfailing  cer- 
tainty; sure  cure  for  kidney,  urinary  and  bladder 
complaints;  price  $2.50  per  bottle,  or  rive  bottles  iu 
case  for  $10;  sent  everywhere  secure  from  observa- 
tion; cmnmunications  strictly  confidential;  consulta- 
tion by  letter  or  in  person  free.  Call  on  or  address 
DB.  SALFIELD,  3i  Kearny  street,  San  Francisco. 
Office  hours,  *J  till  3  and  0  till  8  P.  Jtt. 

mar2-tf 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420-1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


FJOAISTE    <3c,    OO. 

Importers  and  "Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  No.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTEES  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


D.  KICKS  <!fe  co„ 

BOOK  BINDERS 

AND 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan-5-tf 

C.  P.  Sheffield.     N.  W.  Spaulding.    J.  Patterson. 

Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 


17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


^TTn^uDnLPH-  .^m^.^ 

yoHrsamr/rrefo/tfi/vr  Sri. 

$AN  FRANCISCO.- 

oirr  AMO  cotwrftr  OfioZRS  f/to/nprir  ArrsMTtD  to  . 


On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
ryEepairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice. „,£] 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

—    AT  — 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 

Thirty-five  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN   ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Tear        ....      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PAETS  OF  EUROPE: 
(.Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -         -         =         -        $5.00 
Six  Months       -         <■  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -         -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTBATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  G02 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,"  602  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  MARCH  30, 1878. 

Hon.  J.  K.  Luttkell  -will  please  accept  our 
thanks  for  valuable  political  documents  fur- 
nished. Mr,  Luttrell  is  one  of  the  most  ac- 
tive and  intelligent  members  of  the  Pacific 
Coast  Delegation. 


Not  content  with  stealing  our  squibs  and 
sketches  by  the  column,  as  it  has  been  doing 
for  the  past  year,  the  New  York  Wild  Oats  of 
March  16,  appropriates  nearly  a  column  of 
our  "Answers  to  Correspondents,"  without 
even  taking  the  trouble  to  change  the  names 
or  localize  them  in  any  way.  The  answers 
to  "Erkhart,"  "Pentateuch,"  "Youmans" 
.and  "Anonymous,"  etc.,  which  appear  as 
original  in  the  correspondent  department  of 
the  last  Wild  Oats,  were  printed  in  the  Wasp 
of  February  the  23rd.  The  enterprise  of 
these  New  York  publishers  is  something 
wonderful.  And  yet  they  affect  to  believe 
that  Calif  ornians  are  outside  barbarians,  with- 
out humor,  education,  taste,  culchaio,  or  any 
of  that  Mnd  of  thing.  For  pure,  unmitiga- 
ted, brass-mounted,  copper-fastened,  ada- 
mantine cheek,  commend  us  to  New  York 
weekly  newspaper  publishers.  The  editors 
steal  our  literary  matter;  the  artists  steal  our 
original  designs.  In  neither  case  do  they 
give  .us  the  customary  journalistic  credit. 
We  might  get  even  with  Wild -Oats  by  using 
our  gleaming  shears  on  its  columns;  but,  un- 
fortunately, "there's  nothing  in  it." 


Our  Illustrations. 

The  situation  of  San  Francisco  with  re- 
ference to  the  assaults  of  the  Legislature 
upon  her  strong  box  has  attracted  a  good 
deal  of  attention,  not  only  on  the  Pacific 
Coast  but  even  in  the  Eastern  States.  It  is 
generally  understood,  both  at  home  and 
abroad,  that  San  Francisco  has  been  for 
some  months  entirely  at  the  mercy  of  the 
politicians  assembled  at  Sacramento,  men  of 
whom  it  may  safely  be  said  that  the  intelli- 
gent are  rapacious  and  the  honest  unusually 
ignorant.  Our  artist  gives  us  a  striking  il- 
lustration of  the  situation  a  few  days  ago. 
San  Francisco  is  represented  as  being  at- 
tacked by  a  burglar,  (the  Legislature),  whom 
she  is  keeping  at  bay  with  a  pistol  marked 
"Protest."  In  one  corner  of  the  room  the 
City  Treasury  may  be  recognized,  while  the 
two  taxpaying  babies  are  waking  the  echoes 
with  their  lusty  clamor.  The  honest  watch- 
dog, who  stands  ready  to  strangle  the  mid- 
night intruder,  represents  the  San  Francisco 
Press,  to  which,  more  than  to  an)-  other 
agency  is  due  the  defeat  of  the  Water  Bill. 
On  the  outside  may  be  noticed  Spring  Val- 
ley giving  the  Legislative  burglar  a  "boost" 
to  reach  the  window.  In  the  distance  Gov- 
ernor Irwin  and  Mayor  Bryant  are  seen  run- 
ning to  the  rescue.  The  cartoon  is  a  graphic 
one,  and  will  be  readily  understood  by  all. 

On  page  560  we  present  a  faithful  sketch 
taken  at  the  Portrero  Cut  during  lunch  time. 
Some  of  the  men  are  taking  their  humble 
meal,  others  enjoying  the  soothing  pipe. 
The  cart  horss,  is  gratefully  discussing  his 
midday  barley  and  everything  wears  an  air 
of  calm  repose,  soon,  however,  to  be  broken 
by  the  shrill  whistle  of  the  engine  calling  the 
laborers  back  to  their  toil.  Since  fine 
weather  set  in  the  number  of  men  has  been 
much  increased.  During  an  interview  with 
one  of  the  foremen  in  the  Cut,  we  learned 
that,  though  paid  but  a  dollar  a  day,  the  men 
work  as  hard  as  though  they  were  receiving 
five.  No  shirking  has  been  noticed,  and  they 
all  seem  thankful  for  the  opportunity  to  earn 
a  living,  no  matter  how  scanty  the  pay.  It 
has  often  been  affirmed  that  the  idle  laborers 
of  San  Francisco  would  not  work.  Papers 
in  the  interests  of  monopolies,  of  one  kind 
or  another,  have  characterized  our  working- 
men  as  lazy,  dissipated  men  who  were  not  to 
be  compared  to  Chinamen  for  industry  and 
efficiency.  The  Eastern  Press  has  been  es- 
pecially virulent  and  short-sighted  in  this  re- 
spect. Yet,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  established 
by  the  Portrero  Cut  and  the  Park  improve- 
ment schemes,  the  laborers  of  San  Francisco 
are  not  only  willing  and  anxious  to  work,  but 
they  are  willing  to  labor  for  one  half  the 
customary  remuneration,  rather  than  beg, 
steal,  or  starve.  We  trust  that  the  present 
low  wages  will  not  be  instanced  as  a  prece- 
dent in  future  operations  of  this  kind.  This 
has  been  an  exceptionally  hard  season  for 
laborers.  It  has  been  hard  on  every  inter- 
est. We  are  now,  however,  assured  of  a 
prosperous  year,  and  wages  will  regulate  it- 
self accordingly. 

Our  first  page  is  ornamented  with  a  sketch 
of  Col.  Smedberg's  new  military  company. 
It  is  composed  of  the  jeunesse  doree  of  San 


Francisco,  and  is  as  exclusive  as  it  is  unique. 
The  gallant  Colonel  conceived  the  idea  of 
forming  a  high-toned  military  organization 
under  the  protecting  ssgis  of  the  National 
Guard,  and  even  went  so  far  as  to  ask  the 
Safety  Committee  to  advance  the  funds  for 
its  equipment.  This  the  Committee  very 
properly  declined  to  do,  and  so  the  company 
had  to  be  organized  from  other  companies  of 
the  2nd  Eegiment  under  the  same  rules  and 
regulations  that  govern  the  National  Guard. 
It  now  consists,  if  we  are  informed  rightly, 
of  about  seventy-five  men,  types  of  whom  are 
cleverly  depicted  on  our  first  page.  The 
members  are  represented  with  quills  in  their 
ears.  Their  pose  is  elegant,  their  alignment 
more  than  perfect,  (a  solecism,  but  exagger- 
ation is  necessary  in  such  a  case  as  this.)  In 
the  rear  may  be  noticed  some  heathens  bear- 
ing the  shakos  of  this  wonderful  company. 


The  Office  Seeks  the  Man. 

On  Saturday  last  the  citizens  of  Santa 
Rosa  assembled  for  the  purpose  of  nomina- 
ting candidates  for  the  coming  election. 
Among  other  nominations  made,  the  selec- 
tion of  Judge  Geo.  A.  Johnson  as  candidate 
for  the  Mayoralty,  is  worthy  of  much  com- 
mendation. It  is  certainly  a  great  step  to- 
ward the  purification  of  politics  when  such 
men  as  Mr.  Johnson  are  put  forward  for 
prominent  offices,  because  the  gentleman  is 
a  type  of  a  class  of  citizens  who  never  seek 
office  under  any  circumstances  and,  who  can 
only  be  prevailed  upon  to  serve  by  motives 
of  consideration  for  the  public  welfare. 
From  parties  who  were  present  we  learn  that 
the  citizens  had  much  difficulty  in  persuad- 
ing Judge  Johnson  to  accept  the  eomination. 
It  was  a  clear  case  of  the  office  seeking  the 
man — a  state  of  affairs  that  is  unfortunately 
very  rare  indeed  in  these  days  of  chronic  of- 
fice-seeking. We  congratulate  the  good  peo- 
ple of  Santa  Rosa  on  their  excellent  choice 
and  trust  that  it  will  be  confirmed  by  the 
electors. 


The  Eastern  Imbroglio. 

The  Wasp  has  been  lamentably  behind  its 
contemporaries  in  war  news.  When  we  read 
the  profound  opinions  of  the  Press,  from  the 
Bumglown  Eagle  to  the  Evening  Post,  and 
marvel  at  their  wisdom,  we  are  filled  with  a 
lively  sense  of  our  own  littleness  in  this  im- 
portant department  of  current  literature. 
The  Wasp  has  offered  but  few  opinions  on 
this  Oriental  entanglement.  We  have  not 
been  admitted  to  the  confidence  of  either 
Prince  Bismarck,  or  General  Ignatieff,  or 
Lord  Beaconsfield,  or  in  fact  any  of  the 
functionaries  who  are  so  popularly  supposed 
to  control  the  destinies  of  Europe.  Count 
Andrassy  turned  a  cold  shoulder  on  our  re- 
presentative, while  he  cordially  unveiled  his 
policy  to  Sam  Seabough  and  John  McComb. 
The  most  obscure  of  our  interior  contempo- 
raries have  advices  from  the  seat  of  trouble 
that  would  gladden  the  heart  of  the  first  of 
European  diplomats,  but  the  Wasp  has  been 
strangely  ignored  in  this  almost  universal 
distribution  of  intelligence.     There  seems  to 
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have  been  an  extraordinary  jealousy  prevail- 
ing against  us  in  the  Courts  of  Europe. 
True,  we  have  occasionally  published  car- 
toons that  reflected  strongly  on  the  policy  of 
Continental  Governments  but  we  hardly 
thought  they  would  push  their  animosity  so 
far  as  to  exclude  our  representative  from 
their  councils  while  attaches  of  the  San  Fran- 
cisco dailies  were  freely  admitted. 


Foreign  Trade. 

A  profound  sensation  was  caused,  a  couple 
of  years  ago,  when  a  cargo  of  American  beef 
was  landed  in  England  in  fresh  and  whole- 
some condition.  British  butchers  and  cattle 
raisers  made  war  on  the  movement  thus  in- 
augurated; they  hung  out  the  lean  and  stale 
refuse  of  their  shambles  with  the  label 
"American  Meat"  attached.  But  the  deceit 
was  not  of  long  duration.  The  experiment 
of  the  refrigerating  cabin  became  a  palpable 
success,  and  has  already  wrought  a  striking 
revolution  in  many  branches  of  commerce. 

Through  this  ingenious  and  valuable 
agency  we  now  send  abroad  a  steady  stream 
of  fresh  meat,  fish,  and  other  perishable 
goods.  We  are  also  creating  a  large  foreign 
demand  for  goods  done  up  in  hermetically 
sealed  cans — a  branch  of  business  in  which 
France  is  our  only  strong  competitor.  The 
United  States  have  little  to  fear  from  the  ri- 
valry of  the  world  in  articles  of  this  kind. 
Our  boundless  territory  and  prolific  soil  teem 
with  life,  and,  while  it  would  doubtless  be 
better  to  have  it  peopled  it  is  none  the  less 
certain  that  the  present  inhabitants  benefit 
by  its  lack  of  population.  "We  cannot  do 
better  in  this  regard  than  to  give  our  readers 
a  few  of  the  striking  observations  recently 
made  by  the  London  Week.  It  says: 
'•The  United  States,"  say  the  Commer- 
cial Editors,  "can  never  compete  with  Eng- 
land. We  can  afford  to  laugh  at  their 
efforts."  According  to  the  old  story,  when 
the  man  was  sitting  in  the  stocks,  a  lawyer 
came  by  and  said,  'My  dear  sir,  they  can  not 
put  you  there.'  'But  I  am  here,' replied  the 
man.  'No  matter,  I  tell  you  they  can't  put 
you  there.'  So  with  those  Commercial  Edi- 
tors. The  United  States  are  competing  with 
us  in  all  our  markets,  and  their  competition 
will  become  every  year  more  and  more  for- 
midable, for  the  Americans  are  quite  as  push- 
ing and  enterprising  a  people  as  ever  we 
were,  and  they  are  a  good  deal  more  so  than 
we  are  at  this  moment.  They  are  opening 
up  a  great  market  in  Japan — a  country  we 
have  neglected — and  are  fast  overtaking  us 
in  India.  Indeed,  if  the  truth  must  be  told, 
they  send  better  cotton  goods  to  India  than 
we  do.  Our  manufacturers  have  been  falling 
out  of  favor  among  our  Indian  fellow  sub- 
jects for  years  past.  The  Americans  make 
shoddy,  plenty  of  it;  but  they  are  too  wise  to 
send  it  to  the  countries  in  which  they  wish 
to  open  up  and  establish  a  trade.  It  is  true, 
as  one  of  their  papers  recently  said,  the 
"American  houses  established  in  China  and 
Japan  are  now  furnishing  a  superior  and 
more  elegant  article  at  the  price  which  is 
asked  for  the  inferior  British  fabrics." 

Here  in  California  we  have  almost  solved 
the  question  of  transporting  fresh  meat,   not 


in  sea-going  vessels,  but  in  refrigerator  cars. 
The  vast  herds  of  cattle,  which  were  so  un- 
remunerative  under  the  old  plan  of  driving 
and  shipping  by  rail,  alive,  have  b)-  the  in- 
vention of  refrigerators  become  a  source  of 
immense  profit  to  the  owners.  We  are  not 
in  possession  of  statistics  to  show  the  pre- 
cise quantity  of  fresh  meat  which  arrives 
daily  from  Nevada,  but  we  know  that  it  is 
very  considerable,  and  that  it  has  already  af- 
fected the  market,  and  promoted  the  inter- 
ests of  consumers.  There  is  an  immense 
quantity  of  the  raw  material  in  California  and 
Nevada,  and  we  believe  that  the  day  is  not 
far  distant  when  we  will  supply  the  markets 
of  the  Old  World,  as  well  as  those  of  the 
Orient  with  our  food  products.  All  that  is 
needed  is  a  little  enterprise.  With  our  bank 
vaults  filled  to  bursting  with  idle  capital,  and 
our  laborers  idle,  there  seems  to  be  a  chance 
now  to  increase  our  trade.  We  have  all  the 
advantages  which  an  enterprising  people 
could  desire.  With  a  little  commercial  cour- 
age, assisted  by  prudent  legislation,  Califor- 
nia might  become  the  foremost  commercial 
power  in  the  world. 


An  Explanation. 

The  Alia  has  taken  a  decided  stand  against 
the  insane  talk  of  "Hemp."  We  are  in  full 
accord  with  the  old,  conservative  paper  in 
this  regard.  We  don't  believe  that  any  cause 
can  be  much  advantaged  by  cries  of  "Hemp." 
Those  men  who  are  so  very  willing  to  egg  on 
the  rabble  to  deeds  of  blodshed,  should  see 
to  it  that  their  own  skirts  are  clean.  If  there 
be  hemp  for  all  thieves  then  we  think  it 
about  time  that  funeral  music  were  prepared 
and  distributed  among  the  populace.  We 
are  sick  of  hearing  thieves  cry  "Stop  Thief!" 

The  Wasp  has  probably  done  more  in  the 
Anti-Chinese  cause  than  all  the  other  papers 
in  the  State  put  together.  We  have  not  de- 
manded, or  even  requested,  special  credit  for 
our  work.  Our  subscription  list  shows  the 
exact  measure  of  the  public  appreciation,  and 
we  are  well  satisfied  with  it.  We  have  been 
calm,  temperate  and  conservative.  We  hope 
to  see  the  Workingmen's  Party  of  California 
at  the  top  of  the  heap  — if  that  party  by  its 
actions  and  leaders,  deserves  the  elevation. 
We  do,  however,  object  to  "Hemp,"  either 
present  or  prospective.  We  are  satisfied  that 
those  who  speak  so  flippantly  of  hanging 
men  have  not  the  courage  to  assassinate  a 
bedbug.  We  are  not  so  obtuse  as  to  be  de- 
ceived by  glittering  generalities.  We  hope 
to  see  Labor  assert  its  rights,  and  we  trust 
that  it  will  have  power  enough  to  make  its 
demands  respected. 

We  are  conscious  of  the  thieving  of  men  in 
high  places.  We  are  well  aware  that  robbery 
has  been  legalized,  and  swindling  commen- 
ded. But  we  insist  that  the  men,  in  propria 
persona,  who  talk  hemp  shall  use  it.  If 
there  is  anything  in  this  cry  we  should  like 
to  know  it.  If  there  is  nothing  in  it  we  think 
that  the  men  that  mouth  it  should  be  amen- 
able to  the  law.  The  Wasp  is  as  indepen- 
dent a  journal  as  can  possibly  be  found  in 
the  United  States.  We  are  independent  of 
party  and  faction.  It  is  our  boast  that  we 
have  no  allegiance   but  the  public  welfare. 


To  the  public  will,  and  our  own  private 
opinions,  as  far  as  they  correlate,  we  are 
willing  to  bow.  For  those  who  think  that 
they  can  use  the  Wasp  to  advantage  them- 
selves we  have  more  commiseration  than 
sympathy.  The  Wasp  is  not  to  be  hired. 
It  is  well  to  define  our  position.  This  it  is: 
we  are  entirely  independent  of  cliques,  par- 
ties, factious  and  fraternities.  We  stand 
on  our  own  bottom. 


The  Sewerage  Bill. 

The  Chronicle  presents  its  compliments  to 
the  advocates  of  the  Sewerage  Bill,  and  says 
that  it  was  engineered  from  first  to  last  in 
the  interest  of  the  Street  Superintendent  and 
other  politicians.  It  is  not  necessary  here  to 
restate  its  provisions  in  detail.  The  main 
ones  are  an  increase  of  the  salaries  and  per- 
quisites of  the  three  Commissioners  and  the 
levy  of  a  special  tax  of  $300,000  a  year,  to  be 
on  a  sewerage  system  which  is  on  its  face  a 
failure,  and  which,  if  carried  out,  will  almost 
surely  breed  pestilence  in  the  city  every  Fall. 
The  plan  is  the  Surveyor's.  He  received 
$10,000  for  it.  Let  him  pocket  the  money 
and  stand  aside ;  but  we  appeal  to  the  Gov- 
ernor not  to  approve  it.  It  is  better  to  lose 
$10,000  than  $600,000,  and  not  so  bad  the 
latter  as  the  consequences  which  will  flow 
from  any  system  discharging  the  sewerage  of 
the  city  into  the  Mission  Bay.  The  removal 
of  Butchertown  with  all  its  horrors  to  Union 
Square  would  not  create  so  dangerous  and 
deadly  a  nuisance  as  this. 

It  is  the  suggestion  of  many  eminently 
practical  citizens  that  this  sewerage  question 
had  better  be  put  off  till  the  meeting  of  the 
next  Legislature.  In  the  meantime  let  a 
number  of  public-spirited  citizens  raise  a 
fund  large  enough  to  employ  the  services  of 
one  or  more  of  the  ablest  and  most  experi- 
enced engineers  in  the  world  to  plan  a  sys- 
tem in  full,  and  present  the  plan  for  legisla- 
tion two  years  hence.  We  can  better  afford 
to  suffer  existing  ills  that  long  than  to  blun- 
der into  a  costly  and  bad  system,  which  will 
have  to  be  repudiated  in  a  few  years. 

The  squelching  of  this  bill  by  the  Gover- 
nor would  be  approved  almost  unanimously 
by  the  householders  of  this  city. 


Assembltmax  Ellis  has  introduced  a  bill 
to  establish  a  State  Hospital  for  consump- 
tives. Ii  has  been  urged  that  the  climatic 
conditions  of  the  peninsula  of  San  Francisco 
are  unfavorable  for  the  cure  of  pulmonary 
diseases.  Thousands  of  Eastern  people  come 
to  the  Pacific  Coast  to  be  cured  of  maladies 
connected  with  the  lungs,  and  we  believe 
that  they  are  generally  benefited.  But  we 
question  whether  it  is  the  duty  of  Califor- 
nia to  provide  for  such  invalids.  A3  a  mat- 
ter of  humanity  they  are  now  received  in  our 
hospitals,  but  the  establishment  of  a  special 
sanitary  institution  would  simply  have  the 
effect  to  attract  a  few  thousands  of  Eastern 
invalids  to  our  State,  and  we  do  not  believe 
that  it  would  be  to  our  interest  to  establish 
it.  It  is  true  there  are  plenty  of  places  in 
the  State  where  the  best  climatic  conditions 
might  be  secured,  as  well  as  the  necessary 
.amount  of  land  whereon  to  build  the  pro- 
posed Hospital.  But  while  we  admire  charity, 
both  public  and  private,  we  are  not  convinced 
of  the  expediency  of  this  project. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


THE   HISTORY    OE   A.   CHIME. 


IN    TWO    PARTS— PART  II. 


The  old  man's  blinded  by  the  ball 
That  struck  him  'twixt  the  eyes ; 

He  guesses  something's  wrong; 
He  hardly  thinks  it's  flies. 


He  looks  into  the  apple  tree, 

But  nought  can  he  discover; 
■While  Tommy  looks  and  smiles  the  while 

At  what  he  will  uncover. 


A  feder-boltzen  Tommy  wings 
Through  Sweigelheimer's  nose, 

The  last  of  all  the  outrages 
To  climax  all  his  woes. 


"While  blood  pours  forth  he  views  the  pin, 

And  marvels  how  it  was; 
He  thinks,  amid  his  pain  and  wrath, 

Who  was  the  reckless  cause. 


A  look  of  conscious  triumph  comes 
O'er  Sweigelheimer's  face; 

He's  got  the  young  'un  gaited, 
And  he's  got  to  run  his  race. 


So  with  the  pond'rous  teakettle 
Old  Sweigelheimer  smote 

That  boy,  and  ran  that  pustrohr 
Into  his  little  throat. 


THE    ILLITSTEATED    WASP. 


5-49 


A  ten-cent  pair  of 


satis- 


An  optical  delusion, 
spectacles. 

After  much  solicitude  we   are   now 
fied  that  the  wreck  of  the  Hurt/dice  was   oc 
casioned  by  an  accident.     "We  are  persuaded 
of  this  through  reading  a  file  of  country   ex- 
changes. 

Mayor  Andrus  took  his  seat  in  Oakland 
on  Tuesday  evening.  That's  all  he  took,  so 
far  as  we  have  learned,  and  we  are  more  than 
satisfied  that  he  will  adhere  to  the  unwritten 
(and,  indeed,  we  may  say  unworked)  plank 
of  the  Workingmen's  Party. 

The  people  of  San  Francisco  are  begin- 
ning to  breathe  freely.  The  Legislature  will 
adjourn  next  week  and  no  more  plundering 
can  be  done  by  law.  Strange  as  it  may  ap- 
pear, every  one,  except  the  members,  is  glad 
when  the  Legislature  adjourns. 

A  contemporary  says  that  Mrs.  Lincoln  is 
living  in  France,  and  is  rational  on  most 
points,  except  that  she  refuses  to  return  to 
the  United  States  lest  her  friends  put  her  in 
a  lunatic  asylum.  We  think  that  herein  she 
displays  her  good  sensa.  After  the  Helm- 
bold  and  Lord  scandals,  as  well  as  the  suffer- 
ing Mr.  L.  endured,  we  think  she  had  better 
give  the  United  States  and  its  elastic  lunatic 
laws  a  wide  berth. 

"With  all  our  sins  of  commission  and  omis- 
sion we  are  proud  and  happy  to  say  that  we 
never,  never,  yet  made  a  joke  on  Turkey — 
considered  in  an  ornithologicaly,  gastrono- 
mic point  of  view.  Every  other  paper  in  this 
broad  sunny  land  of  ours  from  Maine  to  Ca- 
lifornia, and  vice  versa,  has  been  guilty  of  the 
indiscretion,  but  our  naturally  virtuous  dis- 
position and  early  religious  training  has 
hitherto  prevented  us  from  falling  to  that 
pitch  of  degradation.  Bussia  may  be  ready 
to  carve  the  Tur — There,  we  had  nearly  done 
it.     How  easy  it  is  to  fall  into  bad  habits! 

Chicago  is  nothing  if  not  sensational.  She 
has  long  chafed  under  the  imputation  that 
her  Chinatown  is  not  as  extensive  nor  so  po- 
pulous as  ours,  and  she  is  making  heroic  ef- 
forts to  remedy  the  deficiency.  In  a  short 
time  Chicago  will  have  as  sweet-smelling  a 
heathen  settlement  as  we  have,  and  then  we 
expect  that  the  Times,  Tribune  and  Inter- 
Ocean  will  wheel  into  line  with  the  Califor- 
nia Press,  to  discourage  Chinese  immigra- 
tion. They  never  will  open  their  eyes  until 
John  gets  his  claws  in  their  hair.  Speed  the 
day,  say  we! 

We  are  inundated  with  requests  from  our 
Utah  subscribers  to  advocste  the  erection  of 


a  Mint  in  Salt  Lake.  Potent  as  the  Wasp  is 
known  to  be,  we  can  scarcely  hope  to  crowd 
Sherman  into  this  corner.  We  are  very  well 
aware,  not  only  from  newspaper  reports,  but 
from  personal  experience  in  Utah,  that  there 
is  a  vast  field  for  the  miner  in  the  hills  of  the 
Wasatch  range.  We  know  of  many  magni- 
ficent developments  that  have  been  made; 
and  we  know,  or  think  we  know,  of  millions 
that  will  yet  reward  the  ardent  digger's  toil. 
Altogether,  we  believe  Salt  Lake  City  to  be 
about  as  favorable  a  place  as  the  powers  that 
be  can  settle  on  for  a  new  Mint.  It  has  the 
ore,  the  labor,  and  the  location.  Salt  Lake 
is,  in  effect,  on  the  continental  highway  be- 
tween the  East  and  West.  Captious  critics 
may  say  that  the  city  is  some  forty  milesoff  the 
line.  But  there  is  a  railroad  running  to  Og- 
den.  If  some  of  these  theorists  will  under- 
take to  move  the  mines  and  the  ore-bearing 
ground,  with  "all  its  dips,  spurs  and  angles, 
closer  to  the  Pacific  highway,  there  will  be 
more  reason  in  their  objections.  As  it  stands, 
it  seems  to  us  that  Salt  Lake  City  is  a  far 
more  appropriate  place  for  a  Mint  than  Phi 
ladelphia. 


WORDS. 

Ah,  me!  these  terrible  tongues  of  ours! 

Are  we  half  aware  of  their  mighty  powers? 

Do  we  ever  trouble  our  heads  at  all 

Where  the  jest  may  strike  or  the  hint  may  fall? 

The  latest  chirp  of  that  "little  bird" 

That  spicy  story  "you  must  have  heard" — 

We  jerk  them  away  in  our  gossip  rash, 

And  somebody's  glass,  of  course,  goes  smash. 

What  fames  have  been  blasted  and  broken, 
What  pestilent  sinks  have  been  stirred, 

By  a  word  in  lightness  spoken, 
By  only  an  idle  word! 

A  sneer — a  shrug — a  whisper  low — 

They  are  poisoned  shafts  from  an  ambushed  bow. 

Shot  by  the  coward,  the  fool,  the  knave, 

They  pierce  the  mail  of  the  great  and  brave. 

Yain  is  the  buckler  of  wisdom  or  pride 

To  turn  the  pitiless  point  aside; 

The  lip  may  curl  with  a  careless  smile. 

And  the  heart  drips  blood — drips  blood  the  while 

Ah,  me!  what  hearts  have  been  broken, 
What  rivers  of  blood  been  stirred, 

By  a  word  iu  malice  spoken, 
By  only  a  hitter  word! 

A  kindly  word,  and  a  tender  tone — 

To  only  God  is  their  virtue  known! 

They  can  lift  from  the  dust  the  abject  head, 

They  can  turn  a  foe  to  a  friend  instead; 

The  heart  close-barred  with  passion  and  pride 

Will  fling  at  their  knock  its  portals  wide, 

And  the  hate  that  blights  and  the  scorn  that  searB, 

Will  melt  in  the  fountain  of  childlike  tears. 

What  ice-bound  griefs  have  been  broken, 
What  rivers  of  good  been  stirred, 

By  a  word  in  kindness  spoken, 

,   By  only  a  gentle  word! 


mour  says:  We  must  not  only  think  in  words 
but  we  must  also  try  to  use  the  best  words, 
and  those  which,  in  speech,  will  put  most 
clearly  what  is  in  our  minds  into  the  minds 
of  others.  This  is  the  great  art  to  be  gained 
hy  those  who  wish  to  teach  in  the  school, 
the  church,  at  the  bar,  or  through  the  press. 
To  do  this  in  the  right  way,  they  should,  as 
a  rule,  use  the  short  words  which  we  learn 
in  early  life,  and  which  have  the  same  sense 
ta  all  classes  of  men.  They  are  the  best  for 
the  teacher,  the  orator  and  the  poet.  *  *  * 
He  who  will  try  to  use  short  words  and  shun 
long  ones  will,  in  a  little  while,  find  that  he 
can  do  so  with  ease,  but  it  will  also  make 
him  more  ready  in  the  use  of  words  of  Greek 
and  Latin  origin  when  he  needs  them.  If  he 
tries  to  write  in  words  of  one  syllable,  he  will 
find  that  he  will  run  through  his  mind  a  great 
many  words  to  get  those  he  needs.  While 
he  may  not  at  the  time  use  them,  yet  they 
are  brought  to  his  mind  in  his  search  for 
those  that  he  wants. 


Short  and  Sweet. 
Ex-Governor  Seymour  of  New  York,  re- 
cently spoke  before  the  School  Superinten- 
dent of  that  State  on  "Short  Words"F.  rom 
an  extract  which  we  append,  it  will  be  seen 
that  Mr.  Seymour  not  only  preaches  but 
practices.  The  tendency,  of  the  age,  not  only 
in  speaking  and  writing,  but  also  in  living 
and  manners,  is  to  exaggeration,  and  any  ad- 
vice given  with  a  view  to  correcting  such  ten- 
dency is  worthy  of  examination.      Mr.    Sey- 


Picnio. 

The  following  has  been  sent  us  with  a  re- 
quest to  publish.     We  cheerfully  comply: 
San  Francisco,  March  25,  1878. 

Dear  Sir: — The  first  picnic  of  the  Seventh 
Ward  Workingmen  of  San  Francisco,  was 
held  Sunday  at  Badger's  Park,  Oakland,  for 
the  purpose  of  raising  funds  to  procure  arms 
for  their  military  organizations.  Upon  ar- 
riving, the  company  left  the  train  at  the 
Broadway  station,  and  headed  by  a  brass 
band,  proceeded  to  march  up  Broadway  to 
Twelfth  street,  and  thence  to  the  Park.  On 
reaching  the  grounds  dancing  was  at  once 
inaugurated  and  those  so  inclined  were  soon 
lost  in  the  festivities  of  the  "light  fantastie." 
Later  in  the  day  Mr.  John  Lenahan,  Presi- 
dent of  the  Club,  called  the  mass  to  order, 
addressing  them  with  brevity.  He  said  the 
richest  man  in  San  Francisco  to-day,  was  a 
Chinaman;  that  the  Chinamen  will  not  let  go 
their  hold  until  compelled  to;  that  the  work- 
ingmen must  organize  military  companies 
and  be  ready  to  stand  by  the  cause  they  ad- 
vocate. He  said  that  owing  to  the  inclem- 
ency of  the  weather  the  attendance  was  not 
up  to  his  expectations,  but  was  happy  to 
state  that  all  expenses  were  cleared,  and  that 
another  picnic  would  be  held  soon  that  would 
do  the  workingmen  justice.  A  double  Irish 
Beel  by  Mrs.  Fraetillier,  Mrs.  McCarty, 
Master  M.  McDonald  and  John  Kelley, 
which  was  well  received  with  rounds  of  ap- 
plause, after  which  a  few  more  "hops"  ended 
the  day's  festivities,  everything  passing  off 
quietly  and  orderly,  and  but  for  the  untime- 
ly rain  the  affair  would  have  been  a  grand 
success. 


"What  Is  It?'' 


The  following  letter,  which  explains  itself, 
has  just  been  received.  Others  are  unavoid- 
ably left  over. 

Santa  Eosa,  March  25th,  1878. 
Mr.  Editor  of  the  Wasp, 

San  Francisco,  Cal. 
Dear  Sir: — In  your  last  number  of  the 
Wasp  there  is  a  puzzle,  under  which,  are  the 
words  "What  is  it  ?"    I  think  I  have  made 
out  the  answer,  but  I  am  not  sure.     Here  is 
my  answer,  "The  Chinese  are  a  head  (ahead) 
of  California."      I  am  a  "Santa  Eosa  boy," 
aged  13  years,  and  my  father  takes  the  Wasp, 
which  I  think  is  a  very  nice  paper,  thereby 
I  remain  your  affectionate  friend, 
Paul  Hahmann, 
Santa  Eosa,  Cal. 
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THE   FATE 

OF 

if  mil  Mil 


A  POSITIVE  smile,  involuntary,  irre- 
sistible, came  on  Germaine's  lips.  Despite 
the  passionate  earnestness  of  the  young  man, 
^despite  his  fine  figure,  his  burning  eyes,  and  his 
wasted  cheeks,  she  could  almost  have  laughed  in  his 
face.  He  really,  then,  had  taken  au  grand  serieux 
the  compliments  paid  to  his  poetry.  As  if  a  court 
poet  was  much  better  than  a  court  fool!  Still  she 
kept  from  laughing  outright,  and  only  said: 

"M.  Faret,  this  must  come  to  an  end.  Your  love- 
making  is  an  insolence  which  is  only  to  be  excused 
by  its  downright  madness.  I  forgive  it  this  time;  and 
I  will  not  subject  you  to  the  indignity  of  being  thrust 
from  my  father's  grounds  by  my  father's  servants. 
But  I  must  never  hear  of  this  again." 

""While  I  live,  Germaine,  I  will  love  you.  I  would 
gladly  provoke  death  for  your  Rake.  My  love  shall 
haunt  you  and  cling  to  you.  "We  are  already  bound 
together  by  the  link  of  my  love  for  you,  and  your 
knowledge  of  it.  Nothing  on  earth  can  break  that 
link!" 

His  wildness  at  last  really  affrighted  her.  That 
night  in  particular  her  nerves  were  easily  shaken. 

"Oh,  go!"  she  said;  "for  God's  sake,  go!" 

She  held  out  her  hand  as  if  to  keep  him  off. 
He  seized  it,  kissed  it  passionately,  and  disappeared. 

She  ran  into  an  arbor  near,  sat  in  a  rustic  seat, 
and  burst  into  tears  of  alarm,  vexation  and  pain. 
She  remained  for  a  moment  or  two  with  her  head 
buried  in  her  hands  and  tears  streaming  through  her 
fingers. 

"Germaine!" 

A  deep,  soft  voice  whispered  through  the  bushes 
of  the  arbor  behind  her.  She  started  up.  Then  a 
quiet,  cautious  tread  stole  roirhd  the  arbor,  and 
she  flung  herself  into  the  arms  of  one  who  came 
toward  her. 

"Oh,  Theodore!  Oh,  mon  ami!  Ah,  mon  Men 
aime!    Ah,  mon  marl.'" 

Yes,  these  were  the  words  of  the  greeting  with 
which  Germaine  de  Moleville  flung  herself  passion- 
ately into  the  arms  of  a  tall,  brown-cheeked  young 
man  who  now  entered  the  arbor,  and  who,  even 
while  Germaine  lay  on  his  bosom  and  called  him  mon 
mart,  glanced  suspiciously  round,  as  if  to  make  sure 
that  no  one  stood  near  to  watch  them. 

There  was,  perhaps,  no  man  living — no,  not  even 
the  innkeeper's  son— whom  the  Vicomte  and  Vi- 
comtesse  de  Moleville  would  not  have  preferred  to 
Bee  embracing  and  embraced  by  their  daughter  than 
the  person  she  welcomed  with  such  wild  and  passion- 
ate words.  Theodore  de  Montresor  was  a  distant 
relation  of  the  Yicomtesse  de  Moleville.  He  be- 
longed to  a  branch  of  the  family  she  had  always  de- 
tested. Himself  she  detested  especially.  He  was 
very  poor;  quite  a  broken-down,  ruined  gentleman, 
who  had  nothing  to  look  to  but  his  chances  in  the 
army  or  his  chances  in  the  way  of  marriage.  This 
was  enough  to  make  a  prudent  mother  dislike  and 
dread  him ;  but  this  was  not  all,  it  did  not  even  count 
for  much  in  the  total  of  her  objections  to  him.  Nor 
did  she  much  heed  the  fact  that  he  had  led  a  wild 
youth  of  it — almost  what  is  called  in  French  phrase 
a  stormy  youth,  which  implies  a  great  deal.  Those 
were  not  days  when  even  the  mothers  of  marriage- 
able daughters  were  very  severe  on  the  excesses  of 
aristocratic  youth.  But  Theodore  de  Montresor  was 
a  man  of  extravagant  and  desperate  opinions.  He 
was  a  man  to  overthrow  every  thing — throne,  altar, 
and  aristocracy,  more  sacred  than  throne  or  altar. 
He  was  an  avowed  student  of  Rousseau,  of  Voltaire, 
of  Diderot;  he  scoffed  at  the  Holy  Catholic  Church; 
he  made  mirth  at  the  miracles  of  the  saints;  he  de- 
nied the  divine  right  of  kingB;  he  fell  into  trans- 
ports of  irreligious  and  blasphemous  anger  when- 


ever a  heretic  was  broken  on  the  wheel;  he  sym- 
pathized with  the  Huguenots;  and  he  was  always  de- 
claring that  an  immense  general  bouteversement  was 
coming  on,  in  which  nobility  and  priesthood  would 
go  down.  He  was  a  man  capable  of  anything — 
capable  positively  of  going  and  opening  a  cloth  shop, 
as  was  done  a  little  later  by  the  degenerate  Mirabeau. 
Could  the  Vicomte  sse  de  Moleville  help  detesting 
this  young  man,  who,  morever,  was  handsome,  win- 
ning and  fearless,  and  whom  she  at  one  time  sus- 
pected of  making  love  to  Germaine?  So  he  had  long 
been  forbidden  the  house,  and  the  natural  result 
was  that  Germaine  and'  he  contrived  to  correspond 
clandestinely,  and  to  meet  in  secret.  He  was  the 
one  only  man  Germaine  had  ever  seen  who  could 
seize  her  heart  and  hold  it,  and  she  loved  him  with 
all  the  passion  of  a  proud  soul  enslaved  by  a  master- 
spirit. She  had  called  him  mon  mari;  and  it  was 
actually  true  that  they  had  found  means  to  go 
secretly  to  some  priest  and  persuade,  deceive,  or 
bribe  him  into  saying  some  rite  of  marriage  over 
them.  So  far  as  this  mere  ceremony  went,  if  it 
could  then  have  availed  anything,  they  were  man 
and  wife.  No  more  than  this.  Theodore  was 
content  in  the  faith  that  this  bound  her  to  him  irre- 
vocably, and  his  love  for  her  was  noble  and  true;  and 
like  many  other  men  who  in  those  days  were  branded 
as  wicked  infidels,  he  was  a  man  of  chivalrous 
nature,  full  of  truth  and  honor. 

I  need  not  linger  over  their  love  scene.  It  was 
passionate  and  short.  Theodore  had  ventured  to 
enter  the  grounds  of  the  chateau  daring  the  crowd 
end  noise  of  the  fete,  to  say  a  few  tender  words  to  his 
love,  for  he  had  to  join  the  army  and  march  toward 
the  Dutch  frontier  next  day. 

The  fete  came  to  an  end,  and  Germaine  was  at  last 
alone — positively  alone  and  free— in  her  room.  Sc 
she  sat  herself  down  to  write  a  letter  to  Theodore, 
from  whom  she  had  parted  two  or  three  hours  be 
fore.  She  began  it  with  a  few  lines,  which  merely 
consisted  of  all  the  passionate  phrases  of  love  sbe 
could  think  of;  and  she  had  just  got  far  enough  on 
to  ask,  "When,  oh  when,  shall  we  be  together 
again?"  when  she  broke  down  in  tears,  and  laid  her 
head  upon  the  table  and  gave  full  way  to  her  grief. 

She  did  not  hear  the  opening  of  her  chamber  door 
or  the  tread  of  her  mother,  who  entered.  There  was 
an  angry  expression  on  the  face  of  the  Yicomtesse 
de  Moleville  as  she  came  in.  Her  eye,  quickened  by 
previous  suspicion,  took  in  at  a  glance  the  general 
meaning  of  the  situation.  She  came  quietly  over  to 
the  table  on  which  her  daughter's  sobbing  head  was 
laid,  and  took  up  the  unfinished  letter,  and  then 
struck  her  thin  white  jeweled  fingers  sharply  on 
Germaine's  bare  shoulder.  Germaine  started  up, 
bewildered  and  affrighted.  She  looked  into  her 
mother's  glittering  eyes,  saw  tbe  letter  in  her  hand, 
assumed  that  all  was  lost,  and  throwing  back  her 
hair,  prepared  for  defiance  and  open  war. 

"So,  then,  you  have  got  a  lover,"  said  the  mother, 
in  tones  of  forced  and  icy  calmnesss. 

I  have,  my  mother." 

"And  you,  who  are  on  my  side  of  the  De 
Bohans!" 

"Had  the  De  Rohans,  then,  madame,  no  hearts?" 

"They  had  high  souls — too  high  to  degrade  them- 
selves. I  don't  come  to  talk  epigram  with  my 
daughter.  I  come  to  save  you  and  our  house  from 
disgrace.  Tell  me,  without  evasion  or  delay,  the 
name  of  this  wretch." 

A  thrill  of  wild  rapture  went  through  Germaine's 
heart.  Her  mother  then,  did  not  know  who  her 
daughter's  lover  was.  This  was  a  chance  of  redemp- 
tion and  safety.  In  those  days  great  nobles  could 
still  do  nearly  all  they  would,  and  Germaine  knew 
well  how  lightly  the  life  of  a  ruined  young  man,  a 
sort  of  outcast  aristocrat,  would  weigh  with  her  un- 
scrupulous mother.  Germaine  could  hardly  keep 
her  joy  from  gleaming  in  her  eyes. 
'What  wretch,  madame?"  she  asked. 

*The  wretch  yonr  lover." 

'I  will  never  tell  you  his  name." 

"Do  you  dare  to  disobey?  Tell  it  thisihstant.  It 
is  idle  to  attempt  to  conceal  it.   You  shall  be  watched 


morning  and  night  until  the  name  is  wrung  from 
you.  You  shall  be  sent  to  wither  in  the  cell  of  a 
convent." 

"I  will  never  tell  you  his  name." 

"Foolish,  disobedient  creature,  do  you  think  we 
can  not  find  it  out?  Do  you  think  I  have  not  already 
suspected  and  guessed?  This  is  what  comes  of  open- 
ing one's  doors  to  the  canaille.  This  is  what  comes 
of  the  wretched  and  accursed  new  ideas.  But,  mon 
Dieu!  could  I  ever  have  suspected  that  a  daughter  of 
mine  would  degrade  herself  so  low  as  to  answer  the 
insolent  love  of  a  village  rhymester!" 

A  frightful  gleam  of  hope  shot  through  Germaine's 
heart  when  she  heard  these  unexpected  words.  Her 
mother,  then,  believed  that  her  lover  was  the  un- 
fortunate, foolish,  insolent  young  man  who  had 
dared  that  very  evening  to  insult  her  with  his  odious 
love.  By  one  word  of  deceit — nay,  by  one  look  of 
silent,  submissive  acquiescence — she  could  save  her 
lover  from  danger,  and  rid  herself  forever  of  a  wile! 
creature  whose  mad  passion  she  had  already  begun 
to  dread.  A  fearful  struggle  took  place  within  this 
young  girl's  heart.  She  sprang  from  her  chair  and 
walked  up  and  down  the  room,  sometimes  gazing  at 
her  mother  with  inquiring  looks  that  turned  away  at 
once  when  her  mother's  eyes  met  hers. 

"Madame  my  mother,"  she  said  at  last,  n  a  low 
tone,  "if  I  should  obey  ycu,  if  I  should  tell  his  name, 
what  would  you  do?  You  do  not — oh!  no,  you  do 
not  seek  his  life?" 

The  vicomtesse  laughed  a  short,  sharp,  scornful 
laugh. 

"What  would  the  lives  of  a  dozen  such  count  for 
in  such  a  case?  But  I  don't  seek  the  wretch's  life- 
only  he  shall  be  so  placed  that  his  shadow  shall  never 
again  fall  across  our  path.  Once  you  are  married  to 
the  husband  your  father  and  I  shall  give  you,  he 
may  go  where  he  will  for  anything  I  care.  Till  then 
he  must  pay  the  penalty  of  his  insolent  audacity. 
Thank  Heaven,  a  bourgeois  is  not  yet,  even  in 
France,  quite  able  to  trample  with  impunity  on  the 
rights  of  the  nobles.  Come,  my  daughter,  you  need 
not  oven  name  him.     Say,  have  I  guessed  right?" 

With  bent  head,  pallid  cheekB,  and  eyes  that 
gazed  fixedly  at  vacancy,  Germaine  whispered,  "You 
have." 

Etienne  Faret  lived  on  the  souih  side  of  Paris. 
The  night  after  his  fatal  outburst  at  Versailles  he 
walked  all  the  way  into  Paris,  and  when  he  got  there, 
paced  the  streets  and  bridges  until  the  day  and  the 
crowds  came  on.  He  then  went  to  his  lodging  and 
buried  himself  there,  and  gave  way  to  successive 
bursts  of  passion  and  grief  all  the  day  through.  At 
night  he  came  out  again  and  tramped  the  streets, 
purposeless  and  mournful  as  a  wandering  ghost. 
The  poor  poet  had  sadly  changed  in  appearance 
Bince  the  time  when  he  used  to  consult  M.  the  Cure 
on  his  verses,  and  since  the  memorable  day  when  he 
Btepped  forward  to  open  the  carriage  door  for  Ger- 
maine de  Moleville.  He  was  wasted  almost  to  a 
shadow,  and  his  long  black  hair  hung  uncared  for 
and  wild  about  his  shoulders.  His  tall  figure,  his 
pallid  cheeks,  his  gleaming  eyes,  his  hair,  attracted 
the  notice  of  many  a  reveler,  male  and  female,  that 
night.  Etienne  never  heeded.  He  tramped  on  as 
rapidly  as  if  he  had  some  object  in  view,  and  he  had 
none.  He  did  not  even  think  of  suicide.  Death 
would  only  remove  him  farther  from  from  her. 
Past  midnight  he  was  crossing  the  Pont  Nenf.  A 
carriage,  which  had  been  slowly  driving  behind  him 
for  some  little  time,  stopped  in  the  middle  of  the 
bridge,  and  some  one  called  from  inside  to  Etienne, 
as  if  to  ask  him  a  question  about  the  way  somewhere. 
Etienne  at  first  did  not  hear,  but  being  civilly  called 
to  again,  he  came  over  to  the  carriage  door.  As  he 
approached,  a  man  got  out  of  the  carriage,  and  then 
another,  and  they  held  the  door  open,  as  if  to  allow 
one  inside  to  speak  with  Etienne. 

A  late  wayfarer,  crossing  the  bridge  at  the  time, 
saw  this  much.  He  saw  Etienne  (whom,  however, 
he  did  not  by  name)  approach  the  carriage  and  the 
two  men  get  out.  He  did  not  trouble  himself  to  ob- 
serve any  more,  and  presently  he  heard  the  carriage 
drive  away  quickly.  He  did  not  see  the  tall  man 
again,  and  if  he  thought  about  the  matter  at  all,  con- 
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eluded  that  the  occupants  of  the  carriage  were  the 
tall  man's  friends,  and  had  taken  him  with  them. 

That  was  the  last  the  wolrd,  at  least  the  outer 
world,  ever  saw  of  poor  Etienne  Faret,  the  poet. 
Had  the  grave  opened  and  swallowed  him,  he  could 
not  have  more  utterly  disappeared.  Hie  poor  father 
and  mother  made  futile  inquiry  for  him.  He  might 
have  been  murdered,  he  might  have  committed 
suicide,  he  might  have  fled  to  some  foreign  country 
for  reasons  known  only  to  himself.  Who  could  tell? 
He  had  no  friends  in  Paris;  he  had  not  cultivated 
friendship.  His  patrons  and  patronesses  of  the 
salons  had  lately  begun  to  find  him  rather  a  bore. 
His  morbid  egotism  and  his  one  consuming  love  had 
made  him  dull  company  of  late,  and  not  many  of  his 
acquaiutancesi relished  his  society.  The  sensation  thus 
caused  very  soon  died  away,  and  then  he  was  really 
forgotten.  A  bubble,  a  throb,  and  the  poor  poet 
went  down  wholly  into  oblivion. 

Germaine  kept  her  secret  with  a  stony,  inexorable 
firmnesss.  She  asked  no  questions  when  Faret  dis- 
appeared. She  never  mentioned  his  name.  Not  one 
word  on  the  subject  ever  passed  between  her  and  the 
vicomtesse,  her  mother,  since  the  night  when  the 
vicomtesse  found  her  sobbing  over  her  letter. 

Germaine's  crime  was  all  in  vain.  Her  love  she 
never  saw  again.  For  his  sake,  more  than  for  hers, 
Bhe  kept  him  aloof  from  her,  hoping  for  better  times. 
The  better  times  for  him,  I  think,  came  when  he 
was  killed  in  an  engagement  in  Holland.  The  one 
deep,  strong,  disinterested  love  of  her  life  was  slain 
with  him.  She  married  in  time  as  her  father  and 
mother  bade  her,  and  she  became  a  woman  of  she 
world  and  of  fashion. 

Her  husband,  a  man  of  some  merit  and  talent, 
considerably  older  than  herself,  was  one  of  those 
who  sided  frankly  with  the  Revolution  when  it  came, 
believing  it,  on  the  whole,  a  purifying  and  a  neces- 
sary operation.  Germaine  took  no  interest  whatever 
in  the  crisis  until  it  came  to  the  confiscating  of  the 
estates  of  her  neighbors  and  cutting  the  heads  off 
her  near  relatives  and  intimate  friends.  Even  then 
she  bore  their  misfortunes  calmly.  He  father  and 
mother  fled  the  country,  and  set  up  in  Coblentz. 
Germaine  only  shrugged  her  shoulders  when  she 
heard  they  were  gone,  and  troubled  herself  no  more 
about  them.  Her  husband  and  she  were  on  very 
good  terms;  but  he  was  a  busy,  active  man,  willing 
to  make  his  way  in  the  new  condition  of  politics  and 
to  accept  the  situation,  and  he  had  not  much  time 
for  conjugal  endaarment,  Besides,  he  thought  his 
wife  a  woman  of  remarkably  cold  and  unloving 
nature;  and  he  was  glad  of  it,  and  respected  her  the 
more  for  it.  Frigidity  was  not  the  common  failing 
of  married  ladies  iu  Paris  at  that  time,  and  Ger- 
maine bore  a  reputaion  without  even  a  shadow 
on  it. 

One  day,  however,  he  thought  he  detected  a  gleam 
of  womanly  tenderness  in  his  wife,  and  he  smiled 
good-humoredly  over  the  unexpected  discovery.  It 
happened  in  this  way.  Germaine's  husband  had 
gone  to  examine  and  explore  the  ruins  of  theBastile. 
He  went  there  many  times,  day  after  day.  One 
evening  he  came  into  his  wife's  room  and  found  her 
alone. 

"Why,  Germaine,"  he  said,  with  a  smile,  "I  have 
discovered  a  sort  of  a  romance  about  you." 

"Indeed!"  She  looked  up  with  a  flush — of  curi- 
osity, he  supposed. 

"Yes,  indeed.  You  never  told  me  you  had  a  poor 
adorer  in  the  person  of  a  poet."    • 

"I  do  not  understand  you,"  she  said  coldly. 

"Well,  perhaps  you  do  not  know;  but  let  me  tell 
you  the  story.  I  have  been  examining  all  the  cells 
of  the  ruined  Bastile,"  (here  she  actually  did  start,) 
"and  I  find  that  there  was  a  poet  confined  in  one  of 
them — poor  fellow! — who  actually  and  positively  was 
an  adorer  of  yours.  True,  I  assure  you.  I  saw 
with  my  own  eyes  your  name  scrawled  in  many 
places  on  the  wall  of  his  cell;  your  name,  there  was 
no  mistaking  it — Germaine  de  Moleville — written  in 
full  over  and  over  again.  I  made  inquiries  about 
him,  and  I  soon  learned  thathe  was  a  poor  poet  who 
had  offended  somebody  or  other — written  ^  a  lam- 
poon on  Du  Barry,  perhaps,  or  libeled  a   cardinal — 


and  so  was  sent  to  the  Bastile  under  a  leltre  de  cachet 
and  left  there,  miserable,  until  he  died." 

"He  is  dead,  then?" 

"Oh,  yed;  he  died  two  years  ago.  The  people  of 
the  prison  were  quite  fond  of  him  lately,  he  became 
so  gentle,  although  at  first,  and  even  for  some  years, 
I  believe,  he  was  fierce  imd  clamorous  and  dangerous. 
He  used  to  beg  for  scraps  of  paper  lately,  and  write 
love  verses  on  them.  And  the  love  verses  were  all 
to  you,  m'amie — a  new  version  of  the  story  of  Tasso, 
n'est  le  pas?" 

Germaine's  husband  was  a  man  better  than  most 
of  his  class,  but  he  was  an  aristocrat  who  had  attained 
middle  age  before  the  Eeyolution;  and  while  he 
accepted  and  approved  of  the  Revolution,  he  yet  saw 
no  occasion  for  great  wonder  or  indignation  that  a 
poor  poet  should  have  lived  and  died  iu  the  Bastile 
for  nothing.  He  was  only  struck  with  the  odd, 
romantic  coincidence  that  the  poet  should  have  been 
an  admirer  of  his  wife. 

Germaine  gave  a  great,  wild  cry,  and  clutched  at  her 
heart,  as  if  a  death  spasm  had  seized  her  there,  and 
at  last  broke  into  a  passion  of  remorseful  tears. 
That  night  she  was  calm  and  composed  again,  to  all 
outward  appearance. 

"Pardieu,"  said  her  husband  to  himself;  "she 
must  have  had  at  one  time  a  girlish  tenderness  for 
that  unfortunate  young  poet.  I  wish  I  had  not  told 
her.  But  who  could  have  thought  it?  Germaine 
soft-hearted!  I  should  never  have  suspected  her  of 
any  such  womanly  weakness.  But  they  are  soft- 
hearted and  romantic,  these  women,  and  I  like  her 
the  better  for  it." 

The  name  and  the  story  of  Etienne  Faret  were  not 
spoken  of  again  by  the  husband  and  wife.  Etienne's 
father  and  mother  were  long  since  dead,  so  that 
Germaine's  cry  of  remorse  was  the  last  lament  for 
his  fate. 

fTHE  END.  J 
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Meklyn. — That  poem  may  have  been  very 
nice;  but  as  we  could  not  read  only  about 
every  other  word,  the  connection  was  some- 
what impaired.  We  are  not  good  at  reading 
hieroglyphics. 

Messalina. — That  is  a  very  strange  nom  de 
plume,  to  assume.  "We  don't  know  enough 
about  love  affairs  to  be  able  to  direct  you; 
but,  as  a  preliminary,  we  should  advise  you 
to  acquire  a  good  cooking  stove  and  practice 
on  it. 

Gallt. — The  manuscript  you  have  honored 
us  with  is  under  consideration.  It  deals  with 
a  subject  that  would  have  but  little  interest 
for  our  readers,  in  its  present  shape.  We 
should  recommend  that  you  revise  it  to  suit 
the  popular  taste. 

Eureka. — Yes,  we  have  found  it,  but  it 
gets  no  sweeter  by  intimate  acquaintance. 
From  the  appearance  of  your  manuscript  we 
should  judge  that  you  had  made  an  unsuc- 
cessful attempt  to  dye  it  with  a  deep  dye. 
We  couldn't  read  it,  and  it  died  on  our 
hands. 

F.  J.  F.— Thanks.  We  would  publish 
your    story    with    pleasure    but    that  it  so 


strangely  like  "Mugby  Junction,"  which  you 
probably  will  recollect  Charles  Dickens  wrote 
some  years  ago.  It  may  be  only  a  literary 
coincidence,*  but  it  is  too  much  to  ask  the 
public  to  believe  it,  and  we  respectfully  de- 
cline. 

Dean. — Somebody  had  the  bad  taste  to  an- 
ticipate you.  Moore  wrote  those  stanzas  an 
Music  probably  before  you  were  born.  As 
far  as  our  recollection  serves,  the  opening 
lines  are  as  follows: 

When  thvo'  life  unbleat  we  roam, 
Losing  all  that  made  life  dear, 
Should  some  note  we  used  to  love 
In  days  of  childhood  meet  our  ear. 

L.  S.,  Portland,  Or. — Tour  postal  card  is 
received.  We  adhere  to  our  published  state- 
ment that  the  Wasp  is  the  only  illustrated 
paper  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  Of  course  there 
are  other  papers  that  print  pictures,  as  there 
are  illustrated  circulars  published  from  time 
to  time.  But  it  is  hardly  right  to  call  re- 
prints of  old,  worn  out  Eastern  or  foreign 
wood-cuts  illustrations,  in  the  strict  sense  of 
the  word.  Nor  do  pictures  of  business  blocks, 
inserted  for  a  price,  properly  come  within 
the  meaning  of  the  term  "illustration."  Our 
pictures  are  original.  There  is  a  pa'per  pub- 
lished in  this  city  purporting  to  be  "the 
second  illustrated  daily  in  the  world !"  bnt  at 
present  its  illustrations  consist  of  wood-cut 
ads.  that  have  long  been  familiar  to  the  pub- 
lie.  It  would  be  straining  the  capacity  of 
the  word  to  call  such  things  illustrations. 
We  heartily  admire  your  enterprise,  and  your 
interesting  paper  is  always  welcome  to  our 
sanctum;  but  we  believe  we  know  what  an  il- 
lustrated paper  is — or  should  be. 


Total  Depravity. 

Time  and  space  would  be  inadequate  to  a 
complete  enumeration  of  the  absolute  de- 
pravity of  things.  Every  wielder  of  the 
needle  is  familiar  with  the  propensity  of  the 
(several  parts  of  a  garment,  in  the  process  of 
manufacture,  to  turn  themselves  down  side 
up  and  wrong  side  out. 

There  is  a  distinction  between  "rights"  and 
"lefts,"  and  I  have  even  seen  wise  men 
driven  mad  by  a  thing  of  leather  and  waxed 
ends.  There  is  the  elusiveness  of  soap,  the 
Unottiness  of  strings,  the  transitory  nature  of 
buttons,  the  inclination  of  hooks  to  forsake 
their  lawful  eyes. 

And  oh,  my  sister,  has  it  never  befallen 
"rou,  when  bending  your  energies  to  the 
mighty  task  of  "doing"  your  back  hair,  to 
dnd  yourself  gazing  at  the  back  of  your  brush 
while  the  hand-mirror  came  down  on  your 
head  with  a  resonant  whack  ? 

Who  has  not  broken  the  commandments 
in  consequence  of  some  miserable  little  mo- 
nosyllable eluding  his  grasp  in  the  moment 
of  his  direst  need  or  who  has  not  been 
covered  with  shame  at  tripping  over  the  pro- 
nunciation of  some  perfectly  simple  word  ? 

-Then  there  is  the  unspeakable  aggravation 
of  "typographical  errors."  Take  an  instance 
of  a  friend  who  in  writing  of  a  session  of  the 
Historical  Society  affirmed  in  manuscript 
•'all  went  smoothly,"  but  weeks  after  was 
made  to  declare  in  print,  "all  went  snoring- 

lyi" 

As  among  men,  so  in  the  alphabet,  "one 
sinner  destroyeth  much  good." 
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Tlie^Yery  Freshest  American  Humor 

Did  Aniline  ever  cochineal? 

Mist's  meat — Gold  and  Silver. 

Sweet  are  the  uses  of  advertisements. 

Fire-alms — the  gift  of  a  load  of  wood. 

Strange  that  ice  is  not  harvested  with  an 
ice  sickle. 

A  good  place  for  a  chiropodist — among  the 
Corn-ish  men. 

The  globe  turns.  It  has  turned  Democra- 
tic in  Boston. 

Canadian  war-cry — "To  arms!  There  is 
going  to  be  peace." 

Now  you  may  begin  to  hear  the  crow  squawk 
and  see  the  little  crocus. 

It  is  becoming  fashionable  to  spray  the 
hair  with  cologne.     Let  us  spray. 

Jonah  was  the  first  victim  of  highwaymen 
— He  was  whale  laid  on  the  shore. 

South  Ameeica  always  furnishes  this  coun- 
try with  its  choicest  brands  of  yellow  fever. 

A  man  arrested  for  striking  his  wife,  Mary, 
admitted  that  Mary  had  a  little  lam. 

Mui.es  are  only  $35  each  in  Alabama.  Get 
one;  it  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone. 

Gentlemen's  vests  are  made  this  season 
with  handles  on— to  pull  them  down,  you 
know. 

One  good  mimic,  who  feels  well,  can  break 
up  an  entire  community  provided  with  tele- 
phones. 

The  Arkansas  Hot  Springs  were  burned. 
We've  been  afraid  they  were  getting  that 
water  too  hot. 

The  Burlington  Hawkeye  regrets  that  the 
dentists  of  this  country  are  so  much  addicted 
to  the  little  game  of  draw. 

"Felt  slippers,"  a  sign  on  Tremont  Eow, 
makes  bad  little  boys  tremble  as  they  pass, 
they've  felt  'em  so  often. 

An  Upper  Michigan  beverage  is  called 
"Skittewauboo."  It  makes  a  man  act  as  if 
he  had  swallowed  a  unique  horn. 

A  Treasury  clerk  fell  off  a  ladder  and 
broke  his  leg  the  other  day.  These  are  dan- 
gerous times  for  officials  in  high  places. 

A  policeman  of  "Washington  says  that  he 
has  not  seen  a  drunken  mfln  on  the  streets  of 
that  city  for  more  than  a  year.—  Herald  P.  I. 
Man.  "Why  do  the  Washington  authorities 
employ  a  biiDd  man  on  the  police  force? 

The  tallest  man  in  the  country  is  John 
Farwell,  of  Houston,  Texas,  who  measures 
seven  feet,  six  inches,  in  his  bare  feet.  He 
must  be  the  identical  "Fax-well,  a,  long  Far- 
well"  mentioned  by  our  old  friend  Shake. 


Now  that  the  telephone  makes  it  possible 
for  souDds  to  be  canned  the  same  as  beef, 
milk,  lobsters,  etc.,  missionary  sermons  can 
be  bottled  and  sent  to  the  South  Sea  Islands 
ready  for  the  table  instead  of  the  missionary 
himself. 

A  poetess  weighing  160  pounds  yearns  "to 
twitter  as  a  bird  on  some  lone  spray."  When 
she  gets  on  a  spray  and  begins  to  twitter, 
there  is  going  to  be  an  item  for  the  local  pa- 
per, unless  the  spray  is  as  thick  as  an  under- 
ground gas-pipe. 

A  cat  in  the  organ-loft  interrupted  a  ser- 
mon by  Kev.  Dr.  Bevan  in  a  Brooklyn  church 
recently.  And  the  difference  between  her 
and  Dr.  Bevan  was  that  while  it  was  fur  to 
the  end  of  her  tail,  it  brought  the  end  of  his 
tale  much  nearer. 

"I'm  ashamed  of  the  age  in  which  we  live!" 
sain  a  Lowell  maiden  of  thirty-eight.  "You 
may  be  ashamed  of  yours  but  I'm  not  of 
mine,"  replied  a  nineteen-year  old  com- 
panion. And  it  wasn't  much  of  a  nose  that 
went  up,  either. 

You  can  teach  a  boy  that  if  he  plays  the 
three  and  four  domino  on  a  three,  leaving 
the  six  exposed  to  the  other  end,  it  counts 
ten,  in  about  five  minutes;  but  it  will  take 
him  all  da}'  at  school  to  learn  that  four  units 
and  six  units  make  ten  units. 

A  Montreal  merchant  advertises  for  a  man 
to  feed  and  take  care  of  twenty  black  bears. 
If  he  will  add  to  his  cage  of  pets  an  assort- 
ment of  wild  cats,  a  few  Royal  Bengal  tigers, 
a  pair  of  hyenas  and  a  half-starved  cata- 
mount, we  would  be  pleased  to  secure  the 
place  for  Private  Dalzell. 

Thev  have  begun  to  post  circus-bills  on  the 
grave-stones  out  in  the  wilds  of  the  West. 
Should  the  custom  become  general,  and  reach 
out  its  arms  to  embrace  the  civilized  world, 
it  will  find  men,  if  death  has  not  changed 
their  disposition,  mean  enough  to  get  up  and 
demand  a  complimentary  ticket  for  the  pri- 
vilege. 

Mr.  Ezekiel  Record,  Buckfield,  Me.,  cele- 
brated his  ninety-second  birthday  recently, 
and  boasts  that  he  has  not  failed  in  a  single 
instance  to  vote  the  straight  Democratic 
ticket.  There's  a  healthy  old  Record  for  you ; 
but  there  is  no  doubt  in  our  mind  that  if  he 
had  voted  the  Republican  ticket  in  his  de- 
clining years  he  would  be  twice  as  healthy 
now. — Norristown  Herald.  And  probably  ten 
years  older. — Wasp. 

There  are  few  words  in  the  English  lan- 
guage that  offer  such  grand  facilities  for  pro- 
nunciation to  the  elocutionist  as  "Oleomar- 
garine." There  is  something  so  seductively 
sweet  about  its  smooth  and  oily  syllables 
that  is,  to  say  the  least,  exceedingly  fascina- 
ting. Some  people,  perhaps,  do  not  know 
what  oleomargarine  is.  Certain  dealers  keep 
the  substance  in  their  stores  and  call  it  but- 
ter, although  that  is  but  a  plain  name  in 
comparison  with  the  appellation  oleomarga- 
rine. A  New  York  grocery  man  has  just 
been  taught  a  lesson  in  calling  things  by  their 
right  names.  He  said  he  thought  the  stuff 
was  butter,  and  didn't  know  that  it  made  any 
difference.  However,  it  did.  The  difference 
was  $50  and  costs. 

A  wedding  was  unavoidably  postponed  a  few 
days  ago,  out  in  Riverton,  Iowa,  because  the 
bridegroom,  on  his  way  to  "the  residence  of 
the  bride's  parents,"  in  his  happy,  heedless 
mood,  thoughtlessly  and  ignorantly  set  his 
foot  upon  a  cat — one  of  those  kind  of  cats 
that  make  their  homes  in  the  sandbanks,  and 
when  trod  upon,  turn,  and  outrank  the  of- 
fense of  Hamlet's  uncle,  which   "smelled  to 


heaven."  The  wretched  bridegroom  walked 
away  into  the  loneliest  part  of  the  country 
he  could  find  to  change  his  clothes,  but  even 
that  precaution  did  not  prevent  the  Associa- 
ted Press  from  telegraphing  all  over  the 
country.  "The  destruction  by  fire  of  a  Lim- 
burger  cheese  factory  in  Montgomery  Coun- 
ty." In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  cashmere 
bouquet.     Kind  of. 


A  Swarm  of  Vs. 


The  first  American  paper  published  on  the 
Pacific  Coast  was  the  Californian,  the  first 
number  of  which  was  issued  at  Monterey,  in 
the  fall  of  1846.  The  types  and  press  once 
belonged  to  the  Spanish  authorities  and  were 
used  to  print  their  public  documents.  Every- 
thing used  was  in  a  state  of  dilapidation,  but 
that  seemed  to  be  of  minor  consideration  as 
soon  as  it  was  possible  to  put  forth  a  sheet 
containing  letters,  whether  they  were  legible 
or  not.  Instead  of  w's  two  v's  were  used. 
In  explanation  of  this  the  following  ap- 
peared: 

"Our  Alphabet. — Our  type  is  a  Spanish 
font  picked  up  here  in  a  cloister,  and  has  no 
W's  (W's)  in  it,  a3  there  is  none  in  the 
Spanish  alphabet.  I  have  sent  to  the  Sand- 
wich Islands  for  this  letter,  in  the  meantime 
we  must  use  two  Vs.  Our  paper  at  present 
is  that  used  for  wrapping  cigars;  in  due  time 
we  will  have  something  better;  our  object 
is  to  establish  a  press  in  California,  and  this 
in  all  probability  we  shall  be  able  to  accom- 
plish. The  absence  of  my  partner  for  the 
past  three  months,  and  my  duties  as  Alcalde 
have  deprived  our  little  paper  of  some  of 
those  attentions  wich  I  hope  it  will  hereaf- 
ter receive.  VValter  Colton." 


Rushing  the  Boy. 

At  ten  o'clock  yesterday  forenoon  a  Gris- 
wold  street  office  boy  was  making  chalk- 
pictures  on  the  office  stairs,  when  his  em- 
ployer came  bustling  along  from  breakfast 
and  called  out: 

"Any  callers,  Sam  ?" 

"Not  even  a  beggar,"  replied  Sam. 

"Have  you  swept  out?" 

"Yes,  three  hours  ago." 

"And  dusted  my  table  7" 

"I  have." 

"And  no  one  has  been  in?" 

"Not  a  soul." 

"Have  you  cleaned  the  windows  and 
blacked  the  stove  ?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  now,  you  rush  our  spittoon  down 
here  to  the  curbstone  and  clean  it  as  if  I  had 
sixteen  clients  waiting  to  spit  in  it  !" 

"I  have  just  cleaned  it,  sir!" 

"Then  go  and  borrow  some!"  shouted  the 
man — "borrow  all  you  can  find  on  our  floor! 
We've  got  to  have  an  air  of  buisness  hang- 
ing around  those  stairs  or  we  won't  take  in  a 
shilling  a  week !  Rush  up  and  down — slam 
doors — whoop — fly — make  all  the  noise  you 
can,  and  if  any  one  calls  for  me  tell  'em  take 
a  chair  and  wait  two  minutes  till  I  clinch  the 
bargain  on  a  Mexican  silver  mine  worth  eight 
million  dollars!" 

Sam  pocketed  his  chalk,  looked  after  his 
retreating  employer,  and  stuck  up  his  nose 
as  he  whispered : 

"If  he  wants  an  air  of  business  around 
here  why  don't  he  set  out  a  free  lunch." 
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The  Governor  has  acted  on  our  advice,  and 
vetoed  the  Goodwin  Jail  Delivery  Bill. 

A  movement  is  on  foot  in  this  city  to  start 
a  factory  for  the  purpose  of  canning  hares. 

The  Samoans  prefer  the  American  Eagle 
to  the  British  Lion.  Their  Government  will 
have  its  interests  represented  in  this  country 
by  an  agent. 

Osman  Pasha  has  been  appointed  Com- 
mander-in-Chief. But  what  he  has  to  com- 
mand is  a  mystery.  The  Russians  have 
felled  almost  every  Turk  that  could  stand. 

Dennis  Kearney  denies  the  authorship  of 
an  incendiary  letter  in  the  Bulletin.  We 
have  no  space  for  the  entire  communication 
explaining  the  matter.  Our  correspondent 
will  therefore  understand  why  it  is  not 
printed. 

The  Chronicle  is  after  Linderman,  the 
Director  of  the  Mint.  That  paper  has  already 
smashed  not  a  few  of  the  Federal  Rings  in 
this  city,  and  we  will  do  it  the  justice  to  say 
that  its  course  has  been  vindicated  by  all 
honest  citizens. 


The  Press  Gag  Bill  is  now  definitely  killed. 
A  majority  of  the  Committee  recommend  that, 
it  "do  not  pass."  Next  session  we  presume 
some  other  lunatics  will  try  the  same  game ; 
but  it  is  just  as  certain  that  it  will  not  suc- 
ceed. Our  present  libel  laws  are  ample  for 
the  redress  of  all  genuine  grievances. 

A  little  fellow  being  told  by  a  young  man 
to  get  off  his  knee,  that  he  was  too  heavy  to 
hold  in  that  way,  made  quite  a  sensation 
among  the  persona  present  by  yelling  back — 
"Too  heavy,  hoy?  Sister  Sal  weighs  a  hun- 
dred pounds  more  than  I,  and  you  held  her 
on  your  knee  for  four  hours  last  night." 

There  seems  to  be  nothing  left  for  belated 
pedestrians  but  to  submit  to  the  thieves  who 
infest  the  city.  People  are  robbed  nightly 
with  impunity;  the  Police  cannot  help  it, 
they  are  too  weak  to  interfere.  And  yet  they 
continue  to  wrangle  in  Sacrameto  over  a  few 
technicalities  in  a  Bill  that  would  speedily 
bring  us  relief. 

The  State  Legislatures  of  America  never 
cost  less  than  $1600  a  day.  And  a  Turkish 
soldier,  the  defender  of  Plevna  and  the  as- 
sailant of  Shipka  Pass,  only  gets  $1  50  a 
month.     Dear,  dear!  if  this  country  could 


only  hire  the  Turks  to  make  its  laws,  how 
much  cheaper  would  it  be.     And   the   laws 

would  be  about  as Now  you  thought 

we  were  going  to  say  "good,"  didn't  you? 
Ah,  smarty;  well,  we  weren't.  We  were 
going  to  say  "bad." 

Madame  Blank,  a  beautiful  Pole,  was  the 
rage  last  season  in  Paris.  No  one  could  deny 
the  beauty  of  her  face  and  figure,  but  she 
had  one  defect — her  feet  were  enormous. 
Madame  Blank  has  been  seriously  ill  recent- 
ly, and  is  only  just  recovering.  The  other 
day  one  of  her  dearest  friends  of  her  own 
sex  paid  her  a  visit.  To  the  tenderly  put, 
"And  how  are  you  to-day,  my  dear?"  the  in- 
teresting invalid  languidly  answered,  "Ah  I  I 
am  still  very  weak,  but  I  begin  to  be  able  to 
put  one  foot  before  the  other."  "Come,  I 
am  glad  to  hear  that,"  said  the  other  cheer- 
fully, "that  is  saying  a  good  deal  for  your 
strength." 

A  novel  discovery  has  been  made  in  the 
library  of  Lyons,  in  France.  It  is  a  map  of 
the  entire  system  of  the  central  plateau  of 
Africa,  which  has  been  of  late  years  explored 
by  Grant,  Baker,  Livingstone* and  Stonley. 
The  system  is  traced  upon  a  globe  which  was 
constructed  in  1701,  and  contains  in  detail 
the  sources  of  the  Nile  and  the  Congo.  The 
map  was  executed  by  order  of  Father  Placide 
de  Saint  Amour,  principal  of  the  monastery 
of  the  third  order  of  St.  Francis,  by  Crispu- 
rien  of  Toulon,  and  by  the  monks  of  Bona- 
venture  and  Gregoire,  both  connected  with 
the  above  establishment.  The  report  does 
not  mention  the  names  of  the  explorers. 
The  modern  maps  place  the  sources  of  the 
two  rivers  slightly  to  the  northward  of  that 
just  discovered. 

A  new  industry  has  been  started  in  Mans- 
field Massachusetts.  It  is  not  less  than  the 
manufacture  of  jewelry  out  of  sour  milk. 
This  seems  a  strange  anomaly,  but  is  a  fact. 
The  milk  comes  in  the  shape  »f  curd  from 
butter  and  cheese  making  counties  in  New 
York,  and  looks  upon  its  arrival  a  good  deal 
like  popped  corn;  but  before  it  leaves  the 
shop  it  undergoes  a  wonderful  change,  and 
receives  the  name  of  American  coral.  The 
secret  in  making  it  up  is  carefully  guarded, 
but  it  is  certain  that  it  has  to  be  heated  very 
hot,  during  which  coloring  matter  is  intro- 
duced, followed  by  a  very  heavy  pressure. 
Some  of  it  is  colored  black  and  called  jet, 
while  some  appears  as  cellulloid.  It  makes 
very  handsome  jewelry,  and  is  made  into  all 
kinds  and  styles  known  in  the  trade. 


GRAND    OPERA   HOUSE. 

"Sardanapalus"  is  drawing  well  at  this 
house.  It  is  certainly  one  of  the  best  moun- 
ted plays  of  the  spectorial  kind,  that  we  have 
yet  seen.  The  capacity  of  the  Grand  Opera 
stage  for  military  dramas  is  probably  as  good 
as  that  of  any  other  theatre  in  the  United 
States — certainly  better  than  Booth's  or 
Wallack's,  or  even  the  Union  Square  in  New 
York.  Mr.  Bangs  is,  to  use  a  California- 
nism,  immense,  especially  when  he  speaks 
the  lines  which  Byron — not  the  commenta- 
tor—gives us: 

My  best!  my  last  friends 
Let's  not  unman  each  other — part  at  once, 
All  farewells  should  be  sudden— partat  once,  etc. 

CALIFORNIA   THEATEE. 

"The  Gascon"  at  this  theatre,  which  was 
produced  on  Monday  evening,  belongs  to  the 
dime  novel  era.  Though  dealing  with  well- 
known  historical  incidents,  it  is  certainly  the 
most  romantic  and  unbelievable,  (if  the  cri- 
tics will  pardon  us  for  coining  the  word,) 
play  that  we  have  yet  seen  on  our  local 
boards. 

Baldwin's. 

Sardou's  very  weak  play,  "Agnes"  is  being 
presented  here. 

emerson's. 

Joshua  Whitcomb  is  still  whittling  at  this 
theatre. 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

"Humpty  Dumpty,"  pure  and  simple,  is 
the  attraction  at  this  place  of  amusement. 
woodward's  oardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco— with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day—these are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

Theatrical  matters  are  lively  just  now. 
Miss  Tettenhorn,  the  new  soubrette  at  the 
German  theatre  has  won  golden  opinions  for 
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her  vivacious  and  natural  action.  She  has  a 
fine  stage  presence  a  good  voice  and  every 
quality  necessary  to  give  satisfaction  to  the 
frequenters  of  the  German  theatre. 

Henry  George  delivered  a  characteristic 
and  eloquent  address  on  Tuesday  evening  at 
the  Metropolitan  Temple.  The  subject  was, 
"Why  work  is  scarce,  wages  low,  and  labor 
restless."  Mr.  George  is  a  pleasing  and  for- 
cible speaker,  and  succeeded  in  thoroughly 
ventilating  his  subject  and  interesting  his 
auditors. 

On  Saturday  evening,  March  30,  Happy 
Jack,  late  protege  of  the  Blue  Bibbonists,  will 
deliver  a  lecture  at  Piatt's  Hall  on  the  "In- 
ner Workings  of  the  Temperance  Band."  The 
Colonel,  it  seems,  prefers  to  "smile"  occa- 
sionally with  a  full  stomach  and  a  clear  con- 
science rather  than  piously  starve  in  a  tem- 
perance restaurant.  Bich  developments  may 
be  looked  for  from  the  versatile  Jack.  The 
admission  price  is  fifty  cents.  There  will 
probably  be  a  large  and  appreciative  audi- 
ence. 

John  McCullough  began  life  as  a  gas-fitter. 
Edwin  Forrest,  the  greatest  of  American 
actors,  was  once  a  leaper  and  a  tumbler  in  a 
circus.  When  a  young  man  he  started  out 
with  a  dramatic  company,  that  broke  up 
somewhere  in  the  South,  and  he  joined  a  cir- 
cus to  get  through.  Lawrence  P.  Barrett,  or 
Larry  Brannigan,  began  life  as  a  bell  boy  at 
a  hotel  in  Detroit.  Frank  Mayo,  whose 
right  name  is  Maguire,  was  at  one  time  a 
waiter  in  a  restaurant  at  San  Francisco.  Tom 
Maguire,  now  managing  Baldwin's,  was  a 
hack  driver.  W.  B.  Florence,  Bardwell 
Slote  of  "Mighty  Dollar"  fame,  was  once  a 
cigar  manufacturer.  His  name  is  Conless. 
Barney  Williams,  or  Bernard  O'Flaherty, 
was  a  regular  gutter-snipe  in  New  York  when 
a  boy.  His  principal  occupation  was  setting 
up  ten-pins  in  an  alley  near  the  East  Eiver. 
Lotta,  or  Charlotte  Crabtree,  is  said  to  have 
made  her  first  appearance  before  the  public 
at  a  concert  show  in  a  dive,  in  this  city.  So 
is  Maggie  Moore.  Billy  Emerson's  name  is 
Bedmond;  he  began  life  as  a  newspaper  boy. 

SPECIAL  NOTICES; 

— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice,  Office,.  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  -appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  Tises,  and  many  are  the 


complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss .  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for.sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


Pb.ilaSelpb.ia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Eeport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Bevenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown,' 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
34  Post  Street, 

Near  Ko.ircy 

A.j  it  I  '•  <j>;,  i  ,    ,  CaL 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  praotical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P..  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


W.  E.  Chambeblatn,  Je. 


Thos.  A.  Kobinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventrla- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school purposesjmore 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day.  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  thlTCoTIege  Office.  janl2-lm 


CALIFORNIA 

PETROLEUM  LANDS 

O.  Hi  BROOKS, 

DEALEE  IN     . 

Oil    Lands    and    Leases, 


405  California  St. 
janl2-tf 


San  Francises. 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from     -    -     -    $20.00 


— THE — 


BEST  d 


DS 


-AND- 


HONEST   WORK. 


KflC  E  IT 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

raar!6-4mos 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos  ■ 
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Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dikectok. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,    .  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


PbESIDENT 

Vice-Pbesident  . 


M.  D.  Sweeny, 
P.  McAran, 
B.  J.  To"bin, 

Tbeasubeb 

Attobnex 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

, CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES: 

C.  D.  O'SulIivan,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 
John  Sullivan,  Gua.  Touchard, 
Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donolrae, 

EDWARD  MARTIN 

RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Farjjo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery, 

Th»  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 

A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  19  made. 

Deposits  recerved  from  $2,5©  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  B. 


CHANGE   OF  TIME. 


"Winter  Arrangement. 

Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3/*"\{"\  P.  M.  Daily,  [Sundays  included]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•V/w  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,'  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

'  ^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerueville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P..  E.  DOUGHEETY, 
|  Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Eexxedt, 


Acting  Manager. 


"SARDANAPALUS !" 


MR.  BAXGS  in  the  Title  Role. 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


THE  GASCON. 


BISII  STREET  THEATRE. 


Humpty  Dumpty, 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


:  Saturday  and  Sunday,  March  30th 

and  3 1st. 

i  .         '    ' 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  test  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


WOMBiSESflF'UL 


All  Sli-ikiie-H  anil  DlflCfiKe  »f  whiitcver  name  or  nature 
Curort  without  .Hedlclne. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer,  No. 
216  Stockton  street,  cures  without  niedicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  baffie 
the/ skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessbr  claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  -the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health,  examinations 
free,  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted1,  from 
7  to  10.  i 

E3TI  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
timje  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  fcharge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNXN, 

^  Professor  of  Psychology, 

_Xo.  216  Stockton  Styreet*_&aj3jk&n.oisco,  Cal. 

feb23-lm 


EHIS    IS    OSB    SIDE    @F 


^  as 


SCOLIsAY'S 

AQUARIUM, 


augll-3inos 


B.  S.  BUENS, 

Agent  for 

ThellhstatedW&s 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's-Boot  Store, 
Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   M, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


0.  D.  0.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  E.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  inj 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103, 105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Mewspap  qv,  Bmk  dt  Jleb  Psimt§m 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Frandisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITEOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

'■  '       OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Fire  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories-,   :  Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles,    ] 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 

be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,    -         -         -         -    $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Ce'nts. 

[£p"All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  N«we  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


COME 


—AND— 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  ke  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  CEHITO-URIHARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  Systeni;  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  "Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
-to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 


IMPORTANT  ! 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  oi  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE' S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  ease 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  $3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  pi'actice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M.;  evenings,  6  to  8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential,  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late  Re- 
sident   Surgeon    Orthopedic    Hospital) ,    No.    1 1 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal 
janl-2-3mo3  .'■■-■'- 
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DR.  SPINNEY  &  GO'S 


11  Mmrsy  M„  Mas  FmmisGQt 


DK.  SPINNET,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVILLE  IN- 
FIRMARY, would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  priyate 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  "procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED ! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  ease.     If  a- 

cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  win  eel* 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  ease  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG  MEN! 

"Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grim  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE- AGED  MEN! 

TJhere  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  to»  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  an'd  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  eases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.   Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  tbeir  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


DR.  SALFIELD'S 

REJUVENATOR. 

The  great  remedy  for  "weakness  peculiar  to  men; 
cures  nervous  and  physical  debility  and  restores  ex* 
hausled  vitality  to  strength  of  manhood  and  vigor  of 
youth  in  from  four  to  six  wekfes  with  unfailing  cer- 
tainty; sure  cure  for  kidney,  urinary  and  bladder 
complaints;  price  $2.50  per  bottle,  or  five  bottles  in 
case  for  $10;  sent  everywhere  secure  from  observa- 
tion; communications  strictly  confidential;  consulta- 
tion by  letter  or  in  person  free.  Call  on  or  address 
DR.  SALFIELD,  34  Kearny  street,  San  Francisco. 
Office  hours,  9  till  3  and  6  till  8  P.  M. 

mar2-tf 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


c/ry  and  cou/VTftr' OftoBIS  f/toMPrir-  sfZ7*w£B  to- 
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A/OETHIG  Sr  ^VrK  . 

PROPRIETORS  . 
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P.    FERNANDEZ, 

HAT    BAZAAR 


602  and  604  Kearny  Street, 

Corner  Sacramento,  SAM  FRANCISCO. 

S3THATS  HADE  TO  ORDER.  ^3 
feb'2-lm 

u  o  a  w  e:  Sc   go. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  Xo.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  -with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

B=  KICKS  «Se  00. 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


C.  P.  Sheitieu).    N.  W.  Spaulding.    J.  Patteeson 


Saw  Manu&cturin 

Company, 


17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


Saws  ©f  every  Bescrfptlen 

On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
ty Repairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice..^ 

Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  enred  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   «EIUR!>,    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

—   AT  — 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCBIBEES 
Thirty-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(rNVAEIABLT    IN  ADVAKCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....  $4.00 

Sis  Months  -  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -  $1.00 


TO  ALL  PABTS  OF  EUBOPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -         -         -         -        $5.00 
Sis  Months      -         -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -         -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLTJSTEATED 
■WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  602 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,  "  602  Calif ornia  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  APRIL  6, 1878. 

At  the  Legislative  session  just  closed,  we 
had  intended  to  present  our  subscribers  with 
accurate  likenesses  of  all  the  members.  To 
that  end  we  requested' the  use  of  the  successful 
candidates'  photographs,  but  with  only  par- 
tial success.  Out  of  the  whole  number  we 
received  but  about  one  half,  and  as  we  could 
not  procure  the  others  we  decided  not  to 
publish  any,  rather  than  have  the  list  incom- 
plete. This  explanation,  as  well  as  our  sin- 
cere thanks,  is  due  those  gentlemen  who 
kindly  favored  us  with  their  pictures.  We 
are  profoundly  sorry  that  we  have  been  un- 
able to  carry  out  our  design,  but,  under  the 
circumstances  it  was  entirely  unavoidable. 


The  California  and  Consolidated  Virginia 
Mining  Companies  have  produced,  in  gold 
and  silver,  about  $85,000,000,  during  the 
past  five  years.  Out  of  this  they  have  paid 
$58,000,000  to  shareholders  and  nearly  §27,- 
000,000  for  expenses,  the  latter  sum  nearly 
all  going  to  pay  for  labor.  Most  of  the  ca- 
pital created  has  been  spent  on  the  Pacific 
Coast.  It  has  gone  into  manufactures, 
buildings,  and  productive  industry  of  one 
kind  or  another.  The  Chronicle  of  last  Sun- 
day distinctly  charges  these  enormities  on 
the  two  companies  mentioned.  We  fear  they 
can  make  no  defence.  The  indictment  is  un- 
answerable— the  crime  unpardonable.  Sa- 
pient Chronicle! 


[See  Double-page   Illustration."] 

Stanford's  Trap. 

It  is  a  melancholy  fact  that  every  politi- 
cian or  party  that  has  arisen  in  California 
during  the  past  ten  or  twelve  years,  no  mat- 
ter how  pure  their  alleged  patriotism,  no 
matter  how  exalted  and  politically  virtuous 
their  platforms,  no  matter  what  their  pro- 
mises or  principles,  have  one  by  one  eventu- 
ally fallen  into  the  railroad  trap  engineered 
by  that  shrewdest  of  capitalists,  Leland  Stan- 
ford. #  We  have  seen  the  Democratic  party 
utterly  repudiate  railroad  affiliations,  and  af- 
terwards allow  itself  to  be  dictated  to  by  the 
Central  Pacific  magnates.  We  have  heard 
the  professions  of  Republicans,  and  after- 
wards found  them  in  full  accord  with  the  wily 
Leland.  We  have  read  the  Call,  Bulletin,  and 
Sacramento  Union  when  they  were  utterly 
rabid  against  the  railroad,  and  when  every 
other  line  in  their  editorial  columns  was  a 
denunciation  of  "Stanford  and  Co."  To-day 
the  Call  and  Bulletin  are  Mr.  Stanford's 
strongest  and  most  unscrupulous  apologists 
— and  the  gallant  Sacramento  Union  is  dead. 
Innumerable  instances  might  be  cited  of 
cliques  and  individuals  and  newspapers  who 
once  bitterly  opposed  the  railroad  influence, 
and  who  are  now  quietly  reposing  under  its 
protective,  and  no  doubt  nourishing,  wings 
— but  it  is  unnecessary.  Stanford's  coffers 
doubless  wrought  the  miracle.  Like  Aaron's 
serpent,  he  swallowed  them  all  up. 

The  influence  of  the  Central  Pacific  Kail- 
road  is  simply  the  potency  of  money. 
"Money  makes  the  mare  go,"  and  it  can 
work  politicians  as  a  boy  works  a  jumping- 
jack — now  up,  now  down,  fast  or  slow,  or  it 
can  lay  them  away  in  obscurity  forever.  The 
allurement  of  coin  ■can  make  the  political 
place-hunter  trim  his  sails  to  suit  his  master's 
interest;  under  its  seduction  he  can  see  the 
stars  at  midday,  and  do  all  kinds  of  seeming- 
ly impossible  things.  With  money  all  things 
are  possible.  As  Oakes  Ames  used  to  say, 
during  the  Credit  Mobilier  investigation: 
"Every  man  has  his  price." 

The  latest  aspirant  for  political  honors  is 
the  WorHngmen's  party.  It  arose  during  a 
period  of  unprecedented  industrial  disturb- 
ance, and  is  sustained  mainly  by  the  popu- 
lar belief — a  belief  that  amounts  to  a  certain- 
ty— that  the  two  old  parties  are  hopelessly 
corrupt.  Its  ostensible  mission  is  to  purify 
politics  and  to  correct  the  glaring  abuses 
that  have  crept  into  our  republican  form  of 
government.  So  far,  so  good.  The  purpose 
is  praiseworthy  and  ennobling.  But  the 
leaders  must  use  due  circumspection  that 
they  and  their  party  be  not  entrapped  by  the 
wiles  of  capital.  It  is  broadly  hinted  that 
Mr.  Stanford,  if  he  has  not  already  captured 
the  Labor  party,  has  laid  his  schemes  so 
well  that  he  is  able  to  control  its  workings 
to  a  considerable  extent.  Certain  it  is  that 
the  fierce  denunciations  of  Nob  Hill  and  the 
"daylight  robbers"  of  the  railroad  are  no 
longer  to  be  heard  from  the  agitators'  plat- 
form. There  is  a  singular  coincidence  be- 
tween this  sudden  silence  and  that  of  the 
newspapers  that  used  to  vilify  "Stanford  and 
Co."  Not  that  we  ever  sympathized  with 
the  enemies  of  the  railroad  in  their  unreason- 


ing abuse.  But  it  is,  to  say  the  least,  ex- 
tremely curious  that  people  should  change 
their  minds  so  suddenly.  It  is  something 
like  the  tactics  of  our  late  Legislature — of 
inglorious  memory.  It  passed  a  bill  one 
day,  and  was  rewarded  by  its  friends.  Next 
day  it  reconsidered  its  action,  and  was  recom- 
pensed by  the  enemies  of  the  original 
measure.  These  things  are  proper  food  for 
thought,  and  all  who  are  watching  the  pro- 
gress of  this  social  revolution  would  do  well 
to  consider  them. 

The  double-page  cartoon  in  the  current 
issue  illustrates  the  workings  of  Mr.  Stan- 
ford's trap  in  an  unmistakable  manner.  The 
recalcitrant  Alameda  Senator,  the  newly- 
created  Lieutenant  General,  the  aggressive 
Pixley  and  the  obsequious  Pickering  are  just 
entering  the  tunnel,  over  which  is  the  legend 
— paraphrased  from  the  well-known  inscrip- 
tion over  the  inferno:  "All  ye  who  enter  here 
abandon  character."  Some  have  preceded 
this  car;  others  are  following. 


The  Dismal  Swamp. 
Having  a  spare  hour  or  two  the  other  day, 
we  decided  to  employ  it  in  taking  a  consti- 
tutional walk.  Our  way  led  along  Brannan 
street,  skirting  the  northern  shore  of  Mission 
Bay,  past  the  sugar  refinery,  across  Mission 
Creek  to  the  woolen  mills.  It  is  not  our 
purpose  to  describe  any  unusual  events  that 
occurred  during  our  perambulation,  for  there 
were  none;  the  scenery  is  commonplace 
enough,  and  is  familiar  to  almost  every  resi- 
dent of  San  Francisco.  We  would  speak  of 
this  district  of  our  city  from  a  sanitary  point 
of  view.  Few  there  are  that  venture  through 
this  dismal  swamp,  and  many  of  our  comfor- 
table, well-to-do  citizens  are  unaware  that 
such  a  sink  of  corruption  lies  almost  beneath 
their  very  noses.  What  used  to  be  Mission 
Bay  is  now  a  lake.  The  narrow  channel  left 
for  the  passage  of  schooners  hardly  affects  the 
definition.  It  is  stagnant  and  putrid.  Its 
unwholesome  exhalations  taint  the  air  for 
miles  around,  and,  with  a  south  wind,  un- 
doubtedly affect  the  health  of  the  whole 
city.  The  stench  arising  from  this  poisonous 
pool  is  positively  frightful,  and  when  the  tide 
is  out,  it  is  almost  unbearable  to  unaccus- 
tomed olfactories.  Crossing  Mission  Creek, 
we  come  upon  the  railroad  track  and  take  a 
view  of  the  surroundings.  A  squalid,  filthy 
neighborhood,  truly!  The  common  sink  for 
all  the  garbage,  manure,  and  general  nuis- 
ances of  the  city.  Even  now  the  fragrant 
effluvium  is  almost  overpowering.  What  will 
it  be  under  the  midsummer  sun  ?  Farther 
up,  a  dam  has  been  built  across  the  creek, 
that  the  residents  along  its  upper  course  may 
not  be  deprived  of  their  accustomed  perfume. 
Here  is  another  lake,  more  venomous,  if  pos- 
sible, in  its  effects  than  the  one  described. 
Its  slimy  waters  reek  with  putrescence.  The 
atmosphere  is  surcharged  with  the  noisome 
fetor.  The  neighborhood  is  almost  uninha- 
bitable. The  mephitic  vapor  enters  at  doors 
and  windows,  insinuates  itself  in  bed-room 
and  parlor,  and  claims  its  victims.  The  ju- 
venile population  suffers  severely.  A  man 
with  whom  we  conversed  told  us  that  the 
children   of  the  neighborhood  were  almost 
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decimated  every  year  by  various  diseases 
traceable  to  the  influence  of  the  noxious  pool. 
We  could  fully  believe  him. 

And  this  is  not,  mind  you,  in  Constanti- 
nople or  Madras,  or  any  of  the  notoriously 
unhealthy  cities  of  the  old  world.  All  this, 
and  more,  is  to  be  found  in  the  Golden  City 
of  the  West,  the  intelligent,  the  enlightened, 
the  progressive  San  Francisco.  We  have  a 
Board  of  Health,  a  Mayor,  Board  of  Super- 
visors, Police  and  a  very  expensive  and  pro- 
digal city  government.  Thousands  of  dol- 
lars are  collected  annually  for  taxes.  The 
city  is  supporting  useless  officials  by  the 
dozen — we  had  almost  said  hundred.  The 
greater  the  impost  laid  upon  our  people,  the 
less  the  efficiency  of  the  government.  Taxes 
are  frittered  away  on  this,  tha*,  and  the  other 
scheme  that  promises  plunder;  but  there 
seems  to  be  no  action  taken  to  relieve  the 
southern  part  of  the  city  from  this  deadly 
upas  tree.  It  is  poisoning  thousands  of 
children  annually.  Those  who  live  within 
its  influence  are  weak  and  sickly.  The  first 
infantile  epidemic  carries  them  off  by  the 
hundred.  It  is  a  very  slaughter  of  the  inno- 
cenis !  It  is  shameful  that  this  nuisance  has 
been  permitted  to  exist  so  long,  it  will  be 
criminal  if  it  be  not  speedily  abated.  We 
warn  the  city  authorities  that  summer  is  upon 
us — that  thousands  of  lives  will  be  in  peril 
when  the  heat  sets  free  the  sickly  vapors  of 
this  sink  of  death.  It  is  in  their  power  to-  at 
least  mitigate  the  evil.  Their  supineness  is 
disgraceful.     Let  them  answer  for  it. 


The  Santa  Rosa  Election, 
The  municipal  election  in  Santa  Rosa  re- 
sulted in  a  complete  triumph  for  the  Citizen's 
ticket.  The  Workingmen's  party,  directed 
as  they  were  from  San  Francisco,  placed  very 
weak  men  on  their  ticket,  and  the  conse- 
quence has  been  what  every  intelligent  citi- 
zen predicted.  They  were  routed,  horse, 
foot  and  dragoons.  Speaking  about  dra- 
goons, we  should  advise  those  people  who 
have  lately  taken  it  upon  themselves  to  ad- 
vise the  citizens  of  interior  towns,  that  the 
residents  of  a  city  are  more  likely  to  know 
their  men  and  their  needs  than  strangars 
who  have  come  from  a  distance,  and  who 
have  no  real  sympathy  with  the  interests  of 
the  locality.  The  people  of  the  interior  are 
in  no  mood  to  be  dragooned  at  this  time. 
They  know  what  they  want,  and  they  will 
have  it,  if  it  can  be  gained  within  the  law. 
The  leaders  of  the  Workingmen's  Party, 
if  they  know  anything,  should  know 
better  than  to  interfere  in  the  direction  of 
local  elections.  Both  the  Democratic  and 
Eepubliean  parties  always  let  the  municipal- 
ities choose  their  officers  without  dictation 
from  San  Francisco.  We  do  not  recollect 
that  anyone  was  ever  sent  from  the  Central 
Committees  of  either  of  the  old  parties  to 
direct  the  citizens  of  interior  town  in  their 
choice  of  officers.  In  the  present  instance, 
the  unwarrantable  interference  of  certain  of 
the  reformers  happily  carried  with  it  its  own 
condemnation. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Citizens'  Nominating 
Committee,  the  following  well-known  citizens 
were   selected  for   the   consideration  of  the 


people:  Councilmen,  B.  H.  Smyth,  S.  T. 
Coulter  and  C.  F.  Juilliard;  Mayor,  Gr.  A. 
Johnson;  Recorder,  C.  B.  Cox;  Treasurer,  F. 
G.  Hahman;  Street  Commissioner,  John  Mc 
rimoil;  City  Attorney,  J.  H.  McGee;  Clerk, 
Oscar  Morrison;  Marshal,  W.  S.  Beckner; 
Assessor,  G.  A.  Tupper.  Mr.  Coulter  subse- 
quently declined,  and  Mr.  T.  J.  Proctor  was 
unanimously  nominated  in  his  stead. 

As  we  write,  it  appears  that  all  of  these 
gentlemen  have  been  elected.  There  is  a 
moral  in  all  this.  We  hope  it  will  not  pass 
unheeded. 


A  Washoe  Heathen. 

It  was  on  the  Comstoek.  That  fact  alone 
is  sufficient  to  protect  us.  Everything  is 
possible  on  the  Comstoek,  and  what  would 
be  treated  as  gross  exaggeration,  were  it  des- 
cribed as  happening  in  a  less  vivacious  com- 
munity, is  received  as  sober  truth  when  com- 
ing from  the  prolific  Comstoek. 

An  oily  colporteur,  with  a  pious  smile  upon 
his  face  and  a  bundle  of  tracts  in  his  left 
hand,  approaches  a  miner  who  has  just 
emerged  from  the  C.  &  C.  shaft. 

"The  peace  of  the  Lord,  that  passeth  un- 
derstanding, be  with  thee,  my  toiling 
friend,"  quoth  the  preacher. 

"What  are  yer  givin'  us?" 

"Friend,  as  St.  Paul  says,  'silver  and  gold 
have  I  none,'  I  am  but  an  humble  propoga- 
tor  of  the  Word." 

"Whaf  kind  of  a  rooster  is  this  anyhow" 
muses  the  miner.  (Aloud)  "Anything  I  can 
do  for  yer,  sir  ?" 

"Yes,  friend,  do  you  know  Jesus  Christ?" 

The  miner  scratches  his  head,  and  thinks  a 
moment.  "I  ain't  positive,  but  I  kind  o' 
rekerlect  hearin'  of  a  man  by  that  name,  but 
I  ain't  seen  him  for  some  time." 

"Is  it  possible,  friend,  that  you  have  not 
found  Jesus  ?    Do  you  not  know  Him  ?" 


"Yes,  now  I  remember.  Him  an'  me  used 
to  work  on  the  same  shift  in  the  Con.  Im- 
perial. He  may  be  somewhere  on  the  lode, 
but  he  don't  work  on  my  shift,  bet  yer  boots ! 
Yer  may  find  him  in  the  Ophir.  Ask  'em  to 
show  yer  the  pay  roll  an'  they'll  tell  yer  in  a 
minnit!" 

So  saying  the,  the  obliging  miner  takes  up 
his  can,  and  cheerfully  trudges  down  the 
slope  to  his  caravansary. 

The  missionary  stands  for  a  moment,  as 
one  in  a  trance.  As  soon  as  he  has  gathered 
his  confused  faculties  together,  he,  too,  leaveB 


the  scene,  pondering  on  his  adventure  with 
a  Washoe  miner  in  the  year  of  grace,  one 
thousand,  eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight. 
Christian  journals  engaged  in  raising  mo- 
ney for  the  evangelization  of  the  African 
heathen  will  please  copy,  and  credit  the 
Wasp  with  this  startling  discovery. 


AN  ACROSTICAL  PUZZLE. 

An  enterprise  preeminent 

In  triumph  over  land  and  water; 
A  boon  essential  to  content; 

A  woman,  yet  no  mother's  daughter; 
A  man  whose  work  and  worth  sublime 

Illumine  modern  history  pages; 
A  city,  in  its  vanished  prime, 

Renowned  for  cynics,  sophists,  sages; 
A  something  that,  at  dead  of  night, 

Awakes  and  entertains  us  sweetly; 
A  weapon  of  acknowledged  might, 

When  drawn  at  need  and  used  discreetly. 
The  initials  of  the  names  combine; 

You'll  see  the  answer  in  a  minute, 
Enchanced  by  many  a  bright  design, 

There's  pith  and  point  and  pathos  in  it. 

X.  Y.  Z. 

San  Francisco,  April  2,  1878. 

[The  puzzle  that  we  print  above 
Has  been  most  dexterously  wove. 
E'er  we  could  make  the  riddle  out, 
We  gave  it  many  a  lively  bout, 
And  suffered  many  a  gloomy  doubt. 
Still  at  the  last  we  surely  hit  it: 
Perhaps  the  answer  came  when  it  did. 

Ed.  Wasp.] 


The  Assembly  did  an  eminently  proper 
thing  when  it  closed  its  session  with  the  be- 
nediction. Its  members  probably  attributed 
the  generous  measure  of  the  bountiful  finan- 
cial harvest,  with  which  they  had  lined  their 
pockets,  to  the  kindly  intercession  of  Brother 
Fitzgerald  in  their  behalf  with  the  Throne  of 
Grace,  rather  than  to  their  own  modest  ef- 
forts supplemented  by  some  little  assistance 
from  the  lobby.  It  strikes  us,  however,  with- 
out desiring  to  detract  from  their  devotional 
zeal,  that  they  might  perhaps  profit  by  a  con- 
templation of  the  philosophy  evinced  by  the 
old  darkey  whose  opinion  was  asked  as  to  the 
efficacy  of  prayer:  "When  I  prays  de  Good 
Lawd,"  said  he  "to  send  me  a  nice  fat 
chicken  he  doesn't  do  it;  but  when  I  prays 
him  to  d'rect  me  to  whar  I'll  find  one,  it's  a 
dead  sho'  thing  that  one  o'  Marse  Peyton's 
best  chickens  will  be  on  de  table  de  next 
mornin'." 

Our  devout  legislators  may,  however,  rest 
assured  that  their  pious  exercises  were  appre- 
ciated by  their  constituents,  whoj  with  one 
accord,  in  contemplation  of  the  adjournment, 
joined  in  the  Doxology — "Praise  God  from 
whom  all  blessings  flow." 


Recapitulation  of  prisoners  received  and 
discharged  at  the  California  State  Prison 
during  the  month  of  March,  1878:  On  hand 
February  28,  1465;  received  during  March, 
44;  returned  convict  witnesses,  1;  total,  1510. 
Discharged  under  provison  of  Act,  30;  par- 
doned and  restored,  1;  discharged  as  wit- 
ness by  order  of  Court,,  1;  discharged  by 
death,  5;  total  37.  On  hand  March  31st, 
1878,  1473;  increase  during  March,  8. 
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A.   FROLICSOME    CEOW. 

IN    THREE    PARTS— PART    I. 


1. 

Young  Tommy,  walking  in  the  fields, 

Espies  a  callow  rook, 
A  simple-looking  fledgeling  that 

Young  Tommy  thinks  he'll  hook. 


So  np  the  tree  the  small  boy  shins 
That  callow  bird  to  clutch, 

But  soon  that  crow  discovers  him, 
And  just  remarks,  "Not  Much!" 


3. 

The  urchin  nears  his  wary  prey, 
And  thinks  he's  got  him  sure; 

Such  sinister  proximity 
Tint  crow  cau  not  endure. 


4. 
And  farther  down  the  branch  he  moves- 

That  branch  so  very  weak — 
The  crow  is  nearly  captured  now; 

The  branch  begins  to  break. 


And  down  they  tumble  to  the  ground, 
Weak  branches  always  snap; 

Poor  Tommy  hugs  the  treacb'rous  bough, 
The  crow  has  got  his  cap. 


6. 
Into  his  basket  Tom's  head  goes, 

And  makes  a  fearful  mess; 
But  how  that  cap  came  on  his  head 

The  crow  will  never  guess. 


7. 
They  try  to  extricate  themselves 

From  their  most  wretched  plight; 
Their  headgear  strange  and  wierd  presents 

A  very  comic  sight. 


Tom  gets  the  basket  off  at  last, 
And  turns  to  find  the  crow, 

Caught  iu  the  lining  of  his  cap, 
The  cause  of  all  his  woe. 


9. 
"I've  got  you  now,"  the  urchin  cries, 

"Oh,  now,  you've  got  to  come!" 
And,  having  pulled  the  poor  crow  out, 

He  starts  to  take  him  home. 


Arrived,  victorious  Tommy  shows 
The  captive  to  his  mother, 

"I  caught  him  over  in  the  woods, 
He  was  a  heap  of  bother!" 


11. 

The  dame  investigates  the  bird 
That  looks  so  meek  and  bland, 

"Revenge  is  sweet,"  that  rascal  screams 
And  fastens  on  her  hand. 


12. 
The  urchin  grasps  the  treach'rous  crow 

And  pulls  his  evil  beak. 
"We'll  give  our  readers  more  of  this 

True  narrative  next  week. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 
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On  the  new  silver  dollars  appears  the  trite 
aphorism:  "In  God  We  Trust."  Uncle  Sam 
has  been  running  after  strange   gods  lately. 

"Let  slip  the  dogs  of  war!"  says  the  Bri- 
tish fire  eater.  That's  the  great  trouble. 
Somebody  let  them  slip  a  few  years  ago,  and 
they  haven't  turned  up  since. 

Dio  Lewis  says  that  he  once  lived  on  fifty 
cents  a  week  and  felt  better  for  it.  But  this 
does  not  explain  the  necessity  of  his  exist- 
ence, and,  besides,  a  good  watchdog  could 
be  supported  on  fifty  cents  a  week. 

Tennyson  wrote  "Come  into  the  garden, 
Maud"  over  fifty  times  before  it  suited  him. 
How  often  he  would  have  rehearsed  it  before 
it  would  meet  with  our  appreciation  we  leave 
to  Alfred  himself.  We  are  not  disposed  to 
be  captious. 

The  Iowa  Legislature  has  revived  the  death 
penalty  which  has  been  in  disuse  for  several 
years.  Newspaper  humorists  were  getting 
altogether  too  thick  in  Iowa,  and  the  au- 
thorities have  taken  the  most  effective  means 
to  keep  them  in  check. 

The  new  police  bill  will  go  into  operation 
in  ninety  days.  In  the  interim  the  burglars 
and  garroters  of  the  city  are  given  an  oppor- 
tunity to  make  enough  to  start  themselves  in 
honest  business.  Every  dog  has  his  day,  but 
the  thieves  are  given  ninety. 

Heinrich  Heine  solemnly  says  that  the 
keys  of  this  world  are  at  Constantinople, 
those  of  the  next  at  Rome.  Nonsense,  Henry, 
every  practising  physician  or  well-regulated 
drug  store  has  hundreds  of  keys  that  will  fit 
the  gates  of  futurity.  By  their  works  ye 
shall  know  them. 

We  learn  with  pain  the  disposition  that 
has  recently  been  made  of  Hector  A.  Stuart's 
head.  It  has  been  cast  in  terra  cotta.  Poor 
Caliban !  But  why  go  to  the  expense  of  cast- 
ing that  vague  member  in  terra  cotta  when  it 
could  just  as  well  be  projected  in  any  other 
direction  ? 

Pleasant  it  is  to  entertain  the  picture  of 
ourselves  in  some  future  state,  planning  wise- 
ly, feeling  nobly,  contemplating  the  violent 
contractions  of  the  abdominal  viscera,  assidu- 
ously kneading  the  seat  of  our  trouble,  as  we 
call  upon  the  gods  to  bless  that  vegetarian 
that  invented  the  morbific  green  peas. 

It  is  not  definitely  settled  when  Bev.  H. 
W.  Beecher,  will  arrive  in  San  Francisco  to 
do  his  Master's  work  by  draining  off  all  the 
loose  change  in  the  city.  We  are  willing  to 
bet,  however,  that  he  will  be  a  success.    Our 


people  run  to  see  all  the  mountebanks  that 
appear,  while  they  let  such  genuine  attrac- 
tions as  "Snrdanapalus"  go  a-begging.  Such 
is  life. 

An  observant  young  man  about  town  tells 
us  that  the  symmetry  of  the  female  form  di- 
vine is  being  sadly  impaired  by  the  practice 
of  gripping  one  side  of  the  dress  when  walk- 
ing along  the  streets.  Well,  what  would 
you  have  1  They  decline  to  exert  themselves 
at  the  wash-tub  lest  they  become  round- 
shouldered.  They  must  have  exercise  of 
some  kind. 

Snake  stories  are  now  in  season.  A  two- 
headed  oviparous  monster  was  recently  dis- 
covered in  Santa  Clara  County,  and  the  time 
has  almost  come  when  bucolic  editors  will 
gleefully  chronicle  the  old  yarn  concerning 
snakes  inurned  in  the  human  bread-basket. 
We  are  glad  of  all  this,  All  branches  of 
business  are  being  rapidly  prostrated  by  the 
everlasting  discussion  of  the  industrial  ques- 
tion. 

Last  Sunday  afternoon  at  the  sand  lot  we 
heard  one  of  the  speakers  anathemize  the 
country  Press  after  a  very  original  fashion. 
He  said  that  the  Legislature  supports  the  in- 
terior papers,  because  every  member  steals 
enough  during  his  term  to  run  a  hebdomadal 
for  at  least  two  years.  We  were  prepared 
for  the  assertion  that  our  law  makers  would, 
and  do  pillage  the  Treasury,  but  there  are 
very  few  of  them  that  have  the  capacity  to 
run  even  the  humblest  of  our  country  papers. 
But,  then,  we  presume  they  hire  improvident 
Bohemians  to  do  the  work. 

We  are  requested  by  a  correspondent  to 
use  our  influence  for  the  suppression  of  noisy 
and  boisterous  conduct  among  "the  gods"  in 
the  upper  circles  of  our  theatres.  Alas  1  dear 
sir,  we  fear  it  is  impossible.  The  gods  will 
be  clamorous  and  obstreperous.  Since  the 
time  of  "rare  Ben  Jonson"  they  have  claimed 
it  as  the  privilege  of  their  guild,  and  we  must 
say  that  the  occupants  of  the  Olympian  cir- 
cles in  San  Francisco  play-houses  follow  the 
traditions  of  their  ancestors  very  faithfully. 
But  we  question  whether  they  are  more  vo- 
ciferous in  their  applause  than  their  fellows 
of  other  cities.  We  despair  of  ever  bringing 
them  to  reason  by  mere  argument.  The  best 
way  is  to  deposit  the  most  uproarious  gently 
on  the  side-walk. 

Germany  is  the  place  to  study  chemistry, 
if  you  want  to  get  the  worth  of  your  money, 
with  a  few  extra  syllables  thrown  in  at  any 
time  for  good  measure.  A  recent  German 
journal  of  chemistry  contains  the  following 
names  among  others  of  less  calibre :  Methyl- 
carbominthioglycolic  acid;  dinitribromdiphe- 
nylamin;  oxaldiphenylquanidin;  parabrom- 
metasulphophenilpropionic  acid — at  this 
stage  of  the  proceedings  the  compositor 
fainted,  and  the  remainder  of  this  elegant 
chemical  diction  is  lost  to  our  readers  for- 
ever. If  our  memory  serves  us  right  there 
were  about  eight  hundred  yards  more,  statute 
measure.  No  wonder  the  Germans  are  the 
most  powerful  people  in  Europe  when  they 
can  hurl  such  extraordinary  terminologies  at 
the  heads  of  their  enemies. 


The  phonograph  is  an  instrument  contain- 
ing a  receiver,  a  sensitive  diaphragm  and 
other  things  that  we  cannot  describe  till  the 
rest  of  the  professional  slang  comes  along. 
You  speak  into  it  and  it  preserves  your 
speech  for  a  thousand  years,  if  necessary, 
giving  out  your  words  and  very  accent  when 
the  handle  is  turned.  We  think  we  have 
found  a  practical  use  for  this  phonograph. 
Let  every  politician  and  lecturer  and  public 
speaker  now  harrowing  the  feelings  and 
racking  the  ears  of  the  public  with  his  stun- 
ning declamations,  buy  or  hire  one  of  these 
useful  instruments.  When  he  feels  the 
spirit  of  Demosthenes  stirring  within  him,  he 
can  retire  to  the  solitude  of  his  chamber  or 
to  Saucelito,  and  unburden  himself  of  his  elo- 
quence. The  sympathetic  diaphragm  of  the 
phonograph  will  record  his  harangue  and 
preserve  his  prattle  for  a  more  appreciative 
generation.  When  he  dies  he  may  direct 
that  the  music  be  turned  on  by  his  surviving 
enemies.     There's  millions  in  this  idea. 


One  More  Importunate. 
The  following  comes  to  hand  from  a  very 
diffident  correspondent: 
Sib  "Wasp: — 

Though  much  I  fear  your  editorial  ire, 
To  write  for  you  I  have  a  great  desire — 
I'm  no  professional,  or  laureate  poet, 
But  when  I  write,  I'm  not  ashamed  to  show  it. 
I've  tried  my  hand  before  at  this  vocation — 
And  sometimes  have  received  recommendation, 
Like  other  aspirants  to  fame,  I  have  been  snubbed, 
And  by  more  luminous  stars  severely  drubbed. 
Not  in  this  country,  though — for  here  I  find 
If  a  hoy  does  his  best,  he'll  not  be  left  behind. 
So  in  your  paper  I  would  fain  make  my  debut, 
If  to  me  you  will  kindly  give  a  show. 
If  not  I  bow  to  your  supreme  decision, 
And  bid  desire  to  vanish  as  a  vision. 
Kindly  reply  to  one  who  is  so  meek, 
In  the  columns  of  your  paper,  please  this  week. 
I  dare  not  come  to  you  for  fear  you'd  brain  me, 
And  for  my  rashness  people  then  would  blame  me. 
I'm  not  in  haste  to  quit  a  life  so  merry, 
So  beg  to  sign  myself — sincerely  yours — 

Fbed  Beery. 

[We  shall  be  happy  to  grant  our  corres- 
pondent the  small  boon  he  requests;  but  we 
would  here  remind  him  to  be  a  little  more 
careful  with  his  measure.  In  the  above  ef- 
fort his  (metrical)  feet  are  out  of  all  propor- 
tion to  his  head.  But  that  is  a  fault  that  can 
be  remedied  by  care  and  practice. — Ed. 
Wasp.] 


The  Raid  of  the  Dragons  is  the  title  of  a 
neat  pamphlet  issued  from  the  Mission  Mirror 
press.  It  is,  as  its  name  faintly  indicates, 
an  account  of  the  incursion  of  the  Chinese 
into  California.  The  author  has  adopted  the 
Esopian  style,  carrying  out  his  purpose  by 
means  of  a  fable,  in  which  "Red  Dragons," 
"Working  Bees,"  "Big  Bugs,"  "Eagles," 
etc.,  figure.  It  is  well  written,  discursive  in 
style,  and  extremely  interesting.  A  cartoon 
further  illustrates  the  subject.  Those  who 
wish  to  inform  themselves  concerning  the 
merits  of  the  Chinese  question,  without 
taking  the  trouble  to  examine  dry  statistics 
and  ponderous  official  documents,  should 
procure  a  copy  of  this  very  readable  and 
amusing  pamphlet.  For  sale  at  the  book 
stores. 
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AT  THE   DOOR. 


PART  I.— THE  FIRST  MEETING. 


"Love  knows  no  season  of  the  year, 
^^     No  curve  of  lip,  no  hue  of  eye;; 
Love  is  not  learned,  cannot  see; 

But  knows  it's  love,  nor  asks  you  "Why?" 

The  17th  of  March,  186 —  was  quite  in  character. 
Bitalions  of  cold  winds  swept  fiercely  through  the 
streets,  boldly  rapping  at  each  door  and  window 
for  admittaance;  and  then,  in  i  disappointed  way, 
again  rushed  onward,  twitching  the  strings  of  Mrs. 
Grundy's  bonnet,  adding  a  purple  bloom  alike  to  the 
noses  of  Mr.  Rich  and  Mr.  Poor,  and  bringing  a 
frown  to  the  smiling  faces  of  little  Tom  and  Dick  as 
their  warm  caps  were  carried  far  beyond  their  reach. 
And  the  tiny  snow  flakes  flew  hither  and  thither  as 
though,  like  the  "Wandering  Jew,"  there  was  for 
them  no  resting  place  to  be  found. 

"What  a  terrible  day  this  generally  is!"  com- 
mented handsome  Shirley  Edwards,  as  he  hurried 
through  the  crowd.  "If  St.  Patrick  really  did  drive 
all  the  snakes,  frogs,  toads,  etc.,  out  of  good  old 
Ireland,  I  should  say  that  the  wind  was  his  chief 
agent,  But  how  I  used  to  look  forward  to  this  day 
— for 'twas  and  is  my  birthday!  Twenty-five,  and 
engaged  to  be  married  in  three  weeks!  Well,  it 
might  be  worse.  And,  I  dare  say,  Miss  Mary  Chan- 
tren  will  make  as  good  a  wife  as  I  deserve. 
She  might  be  younger,  but — by  Jove!  who  and  what 
is  that?  The  Angel  of  St.  Patrick's  Day,  per- 
chance!" 

He  was  now  passing  the  new  cathedral,  and  from 
out  its  ponderous  door  had  just  stepped  a  fair  young 
girl.  Shirley  Edwards,  at  first  sight,  had  wondered 
if  she  might  not  be  a  vision.  There  was  the  won- 
drous golden  hair  usually  credited  to  the  seraphim, 
and  a  pair  of  Bweet  blue  eyes  within  whose  depths 
were  centred  the  four  virtues — mercy,  pity,  peace 
and  love.     But 

"Mercy  has  a  human  heart, 
Pity,  a  human  face; 
And  Love,  the  human  form  divine; 
And  Peace,  the  human  dress." 

And  this  verse  flashed  through  the  mind  of  Shirley 
Edwards.  "What  a  dear  child  face  it  is!"  he  mur- 
mured softly.  "Ah,  there  she  has  fallen  down  those 
icy  steps — I  might  have  expected  as  much,"  and  in 
another  instant  he  had  rushed  to  her  side.  "You 
are  hurt,  I  fear.  You  should  not  have  attempted 
this  descent  alone." 

The  blue  eyes  met  his  own  in  a  frightened  way,  as 
she  endeavored  to  rise.  "I  think  my  foot  is  sprained, 
Mr.  Edwards." 

Shirley  started.     "You  know  my  name?" 

"Yes.  I  live  on  Park  street,  opposite  the  Chan- 
trens!  They  are  your  friends  and  mine.  You  have 
called  there  many  times." 

Shirley  bowed.     "I  will  take  you  home  at  once." 

"Thanks!  But  I  will  try  to  walk.  Aunt  Norah 
would  be  so  alarmed!" 

Shirley  quickly  replaced  the  little  hand  that  had 
fallen  from  his  arm.  "You  are  scarcely  able  to 
standalone!  I  will  not  permit  it,"  and  hailing  a 
passing  carriage,  he  lifted  his  fair  charge  into  it. 
Then  he  followed  himself.  "I  must  see  you  to  your 
door,"  he  said  in  half  apology,  "or  I  might  never 
know  that  you  reached  home  safely.  And  my  dreams 
to-night  would  then  be  of  runaway  horses,  broken 
carriages,  and — whatnot!  But  you  are  growing 
paler!  I  fear  this  will  prove  rather  a  serious 
accident!" 

The  dainty  lips  were  pressed  tightly  together,  as 
though  in  pain.  And  nothing  more  was  said  until 
they  had  turned  into  Park  Street. 

Shirley  furtively  glanced  at  the  windows  of  the 
Chantren  mansion,  but  no  faces  were  visible. 
Then,  in  a  relieved  way,  he  turned  to  his 
companion.  "We  may  never  meet  again;  would 
you  mind  telling  me  your  name?" 


"No,  Mr.  Edwards;  it  is  Renoire  Aiglet.  And 
there  is  Aunt  Norah  at  the  door.  You  should  not 
have  brought  me  home.     She  will  he  very  angry." 

Shirley  lifted  her  from  the  carriage  and  bore  her 
up  the  steps.  A  dark,  haughty  face  confronted  him. 
\Wbll,  sir,  what  does  this  mean?  What  has  hap- 
pened to  my  niece?" 

"There  has  been  a  slight  accident,  and " 

"I  slipped  and  fell,  auntie,"  interrupted  the  young 
girl,  timidly.  "And  this  gentleman  is  Mr.  Edwards; 
he  has  been  very  kind."* 

"I  dare  say,"  was  the  contemptuous  rejoinder. 
Shirley  had  placed  his  burden  upon  a  low  soft  couch, 
and  he  now  bit  his  lips  hard  to  keep  back  the  angry 
retort  which  was  upon  them. 

"There  is  no  need  for  you  to  stay  any  longer," 
continued  the  strict  aunt.     "Go,  sir,  at  once!" 

Shirley  bowed  as  haughtily  as  she  herself  might 
have  done.  "One  moment,  madam.  A  physician 
may  be  needed,  and,  if  so " 

"Once  more,  sir — go!  It  is  but  a  sprain,  at  most, 
and  I  can  do  all  that  will  be  required." 

"Then  I  will  bid  you  good-morning."  And  with 
one  hasty  look  at  the  pitying  blue  eyes  opposite, 
Shirley  hurried  away,  nor  did  he  stop  until  he  had 
reached  his  own  door-step,  more  than  a  mile  distant. 
"Well  I  think  I  have  walked  off  some  of  my  anger," 
he  muttered.  "Of  all  disagreeable  things  on  this 
earth,  a  disagreeable  woman  is  the  worst.  But  what 
a  contrast  is  that  pretty  little  Renoire,  And  we  two 
are  fated  to  meet  again — of  that  I  feel  assured.  But 
what  would  Miss  Mary  Chantren  say  to  this  adven- 
ture? Heigh,  ho!  Sometimes  I  think  that  this  en- 
gagement of  ours  is  a  mistake.  We  will  never  be 
very  happy  together.  But  in  this  I  will  at  least 
please  my  mother.  She  argues  that  all  young  men 
should  marry,  and  the  sooner  the  better;  and  it 
might  as  well  be  Mary  Chantren  as  any  other  Mary 
in  the  city.  But  if  it  were  little  Renoire,  now!" 
and  a  soft  light  filled  his  fine  eyes  as  he  gently 
opened  the  door.  A  pleasant^faced,  motherly  look- 
ing little  woman  arose  from  an  easy  chair  to  meet 
him.  "My  dear  son,  you  are  just  half  an  hour  late 
by  the  clock.  What  caused  it?  And  you  should  have 
been  here,  by  all  means.  I  had  a  visitor  some 
ten  minutes  ago,  Did  you  not  meet  her — Miss 
Chantren?" 

Shirley  Edwards'  smooth  white  forehead  suddenly 
became  wrinkled.  "My  nest  gift  to  her  shall  be  a 
book  on  etiquette.  Why  is  Mary  always  calling 
here?  One  day  it  is  with  the  request  that  I  shall 
take  her  to  the  opera  in  the  evening;  and  the  next 
that  I  shall  escort  her  to  Mrs.  Somebody's  party.  I 
suppose  it  is  the  way  with  all  ladies;  but  if  they 
knew  how  it  kills  one's  admiration  for  them,  they 
would  act  differently.  The  fruit  that  falls  without 
shaking  at  all  is  by  half  too  mellow.  But  pshaw! 
what  did  Mary  want? 

"She  did  not  say,  my  son.  She  seemed  to  be 
very  angry  about  something.  She  left  a  note,  and — 
here  it  is." 

Shirley  Edwards  opened  the  perfumed  sheet  with 
the  same  scowl  he  would  have  put  on  had  it  been  a 
tailor's  bill.     And  these  were  its  words: 

"Our  engagement  is  at  an  end;  your  own  con- 
science will  tell  you  why!  And  you  need  not  at- 
tempt apologies.     I  will  accept  none!" 

"That  isn't  at  all  likely!"  muttered  Shirley  with 
a  sigh  of  relief.  "And  I  understand  it  all!  she  saw 
me  this  morning  with  little  Lenoire!  Fate  willed  it 
so!  hereafter  I  shall  believe  her  to  be  my  guardian 
angel!  It  is  all  over,  mother!"  he  added  in  a  louder 
tone.  "Mary  Chantren  will  never  be  your  daughter- 
in-law!" 

"But  Shirley,"  faltered  good  little  Mrs.  Edwards, 
"have  you  forgotten  that  the  wedding-day  is  Bet?" 

The  young  man  smiled  grimly. 

"  'I  held  some  slack  allegiance  till  this  hour, 
But  now — my  sword's  my  own!' 

Its  all  for  the  best,    mother   mine,    and  you  will 
oblige  me  by  never  referring  to  the  subject  again!" 
"But  you  will  marry  sometime,  my  son?" 
"Perhaps,  when  I  can  do  so  for  love,    otherwise 
not!    And  now  we  will  have  dinner — my  fine  appe- 
tite still  remains!" 


Later  Shirley  Edwards  returned  to  his  office  up 
town,  with  a  lighter  step  than  he  had  done  any  time 
during  his  year's  engagement.  "Free!  free!"  was 
the  exclamation  of  his  heart.  "I  can  now  under- 
stand the  feeling  of  a  poor  slave  on  receiving  his 
freedom!  For  twelve  long  months  I  have  been  one 
myself!" 

Jack  Chantren,  a  young  brother  of  the  exacting 
Miss  Mary,  dropped  into  his  office  during  the 
afternoon.  "I  tell  you,  Edwards  we've  had  a  won- 
derful row  up  at  our  house!  Sis  acted  like  a  lunatio 
at  large!  She  saw  you  out  riding  with  some  lady 
this  morning!  And  what  do  you  suppose  she  did 
when  she  came  liome? — took  her  half-finiBhed  wed- 
ding dress  and  burnt  it!  I  tell  you,  she  was  mad- 
der than  mad!  And  when  I  laughed  (I  couldn't 
help  it,  you  know),  she  took  your  engagement  ring, 
and  threw  it  at  me.  I  was  too  full  of  laughter  to 
dodge  it,  and  it  hit  me  square  in  the  eye.  (That  is 
why  I  wear  my  hat  so  low  down.)  And  I  brought 
the  ring  with  me — here  it  is.  Sis  has  the  worst 
temper  possessed  by  any  shrew  in  this  city; 
and  Edwards,  I'm  glad  it  has  turned  out  this  way! 
I  should  like  to  have  had  you  for  a  brother-in-law. 
You  are  the  best  fellow  in  the  world!  But  Sis  would 
have  soured  your  whole  life,  and  now  I  wish  you  a 
better.  And  I  don't  ask  for  your  side  of  the  story. 
It's  all  right,  I'lt  wager  my  new  gold  watch;  and 
I'm  ready  to  swear  that  the  lady  was  your  own 
grandmother!  But  Sis  never  did  a  better  day's  work 
in  her  life!" 

And  as  loquacious  Jack  abruptly  took  his  depart- 
ure, Shirley  mentally  decided  that  there  was  truth 
indeed  in  his  last  sentence.  "Ah,  Renoire!  sweet 
little  Renoire!"  he  murmured.  "It  is  you  who  have 
saved  me!  But  when  will  we  meet  again?  I  will 
call  to-morrow  evening.  She  may  be  worse  than 
we  thought." 

It  was  Mrs.  Aiglet,  the  aunt,  who  answered  his 
next  day's  ring.  "You  need  not  call  again,  sir!" 
she  said  deliberately.  "My  niece  is  better — how 
could  she  be  otherwise?  I  have  nothing  more  to 
say,  so  now,  good-day!"  and  the  heavy  door  wag 
politely  closed  upon  him.  Then  for  the  second 
time,  he  fiercely  strode  away.  "Good-bye  to  Re- 
noire!" he  muttered,  bitterly.  (,The  bell  in  yonder 
steeple  is  far  more  attainable  than  she!" 

"Edwards!  Edwards!"  here  called  a  familiar  voice, 
and  in  another  instant  its  owner,  Jack  Chantren,  had 
reached  his  side.  "I'm  glad  I  caught  you,  Edwards. 
I've  something  to  say — something  really  worth  say- 
ing, and  that  does  not  happen  very  often,  as  you 
know!  I  saw  you  coming  away  from  Aiglet's  a 
moment  ago,  and  I  dashed  right  after  you.  And 
that  affair  yesterday  was  all  right,  as  I  wagered!  Sis 
would  now  give  her  very  nose  to  get  your  ring  back. 
My  dear  fellow,  give  me  your  hand — I  want  to  thank 
you  for  helping  poor  little  Birdie  Aiglet!" 

"You  know  all,  then?" 

"Yes,  and  so  does  Sis.  But  do  burnt  wedding 
dresses  ever  come  back  from  the  coals?  I  believe 
she  thinks  so,  for  she  has  done  nothing  but  sit  and 
stare  into  the  grate  all  this  day." 

"And  Renoire  Aiglet — what  of  her?" 

"Ah,  you  did  not  meet  with  a  very  cordial  recep- 
tion, I  fancy.  But  Madame  Aiglet's  conduct  is 
easily  explained.  Birdie  Aiglet  is  sweet  seventeen 
this  day,  and  in  just  one  year  she  enters  St.  Mary's 
Convent.  A  love  affair  would  spoil  all  madam's 
plans — that  is  why  she  is  so  carefnl." 

And  Shirley  Edwards  staggered  on  through  the 
gathering  dusk  as  one  in  a  dream.  "Renoire!  my 
little  darling!  good-bye  forever!" 

PART  II.— A  LAST  GOOD-BYE. 

"I  love  you,  Shirley,  but  I  can  never  be  your 
wife." 

These  words  fell  from  the  white,  trembling  lips  of 
of  poor  Birdie  Aiglet.  Six  months  of  the  fatal 
twelve  have  already  gone  by;  and  each  has  made  her 
dearer  to  honest  Shirley  Edwards.  He  cannot,  will 
not  believe  that  in  the  end  she  will  be  taken  from 
him.  The  Aiglets  are  still  lingering  at  the  White 
Mountains  where   they   have  passed  the  summer. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 
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Unknown  to  madam,  Shirley  followed  them,  and 
many  stolen  interviews  with  little  Lenoire  had  re- 
sulted therefrom.  Nor  was  it  long  before  the  pure, 
innocent  child  had  learned  to  return  his  great  love. 
But  not  until  now  has  he  declared  his  passion. 

Eenoire'e  answer  is  given  in  the  calmness  of 
despair.  "Life  is  dreary,  dreary  now,  and  in  the 
long  years  to  come,  it  will  be  drearier  still, "  she  con- 
tinued wearily. 

"But,  my  darling — "  began  Shirley  in  an  impas- 
sioned voice. 

"Hush!"  she  commanded.  "I  am  very  weak — 
you  must  not  tempt  me!  I  can  wish  now  that  we 
had  never  met.  Before  then,  I  was — content.  You 
Bhould  not  have  come  here.  It  is  all  wrong — this 
meeting  among  the  rest." 

"You  do  not  love  me!"  cried  Shirley,  bitterly.  *'I 
would  save  you  from  a  fate  worse  than  death,  and 
yet — " 

Benoire  had  drawn  hrs  face  close  to  her  own.  "Oh 
Shirleyl  my  darling!  all  too  well  you  know  how 
dearly  I  love  you!  But  I  cannot  do  otherwise.  I 
was  given  to  the  church  in  my  infancy.  My  father 
made  a  vow  and  this  is  part  of  it.  And  I  must  not 
break  it.  Aunt  Norah  can  do  nothing— her  hands 
are  tied!  But  she  loves  me — she  would  forfeit  her 
own  happiness  to  insure  mine.  She  believes  that 
the  convent  will  be  to  me  a  second  mother.  I  do 
not  know — but  in  time  its  quiet  walls  will  at  least 
bring  peace." 

He  marked  the  sweet  mournful  eyes  and  quivering 
lips.  "Benoire!  Benoire!  this  is  worse  than  mad- 
ness! You  have  not  reflected.  Think  over  all  you 
will  be  compelled  to  resign.  It  must  not  be!  Let 
ub  go  way  together.  There  is  yet  time.  We  will 
leave  America." 

Renoire's  eyes  were  raised  in  mute  agony.  "You 
are  tempting  me  again;  you  must  not.  I  am  weak 
and  sinful.  I  might  yield.  "We  must  not  meet 
again.  We  will  say  good-bye  forever.  My  path  is 
to  the  convent  door.  My  father's  curse  would  be 
upon  me  did  I  choose  another.  It  has  been  a  long 
struggle,  but  I  have  at  lost  conquered  self.  And 
when  the  veil  has  hidden  me  from  you,  I  will  be 
forgotten." 

"Never!"  cried  Shirley  passionately,  as  he  drew 
her  to  his  breast.  "And  I  will  not  give  you  up.  I 
cannot," 

"But  you  must  and  shall!"  interrupted  a  harsh, 
familiar  voice,  and  Mrs.  Aiglet's  dark  face  was  thrust 
between  them.  "You  may  love  my  niece,  but  you 
are  a  villain!  You  have  no  right  to  tempt  her 
thus!" 

"I  have  the  right  of  affection!"  was  the  fieroe  re- 
tort.    "You  cannot  gainsay  it!" 

"Why  did  you  ever  cross  her  path?"  cried  Madam 
Aiglet,  clasping  her  neice  in  her  arms.  "She  was 
resigned!  I  feared  this!  I  feared  it!  But  leave  us 
— now  and  forever!  It  is  all  you  can  do  to  atone. 
And,  0  most  holy  Virgin,  bring  peace  to  the  heart  of 
thy  poor  child." 

There  was  real  agony  pictured  upon  the  proud 
woman's  face,  and  Shirley  Edward's  anger  gave 
away  to  pity.  "I  will  go  away  yet  this  night,"  he 
said  huskily.  "This  misery  must  not  be  prolonged! 
Benoire!  little  Renoire !  look  at  me!" 

The  golden  head  was  slowly  raised,  and  the  blue 
eyes  piryingly  met  his  own.  "We  will  say  good- 
night! Good-bye  is  a  harsh  word,  is  it  not?  And  I 
▼ill  think  of  you  always  as  a  dear  good  friend." 

"Is  it  good-night  for  all  time,  Benoire?" 

"Yes!"  came  the  low,  yet  firm  response. 

He  dropped  the  soft  hand  which  had  stolen  into 
his  own.  "Your  love  for  your  church  is  greater 
than  your  love  for  me!  go  then  to  to  the  living  tomb 
it  offers  you!"  and  without  another  glance  at  the 
white  imploring  face,  Shirley  Edwards  hastened 
away. 

St.  Patrick's  day  had  come  again — as  blustery 
and  unpleasant  as  its  predecessor  had  been.  And 
Shirley  Edwards  was  again  pushing  his  way  through 
the  crowded  streets.  His  heart  was  heavy  indeed, 
for  on  the  morrow  she  whom  he  still  held  dearer 
than  life  would  be  buried  within  the  walls  of   St. 


Mary's  convent.  He  had  learned  this  from  Jack 
Chantren  only  an  hour  before.  "I  can't  bear  to 
think  of  it,"  the  young  fellow  had  added,  winking 
hard."  They  will  cut  off  all  those  long  yellow  curls  I 
used  to  be  so  proud  of  when  I  carried  her  to  school 
on  my  sled.  I  feel  like  going  to  Madam  Aiglet,  and 
asking  her  to  let  me  have  one  to  make  a  noose  with 
to  hang  myself.  My  good  mother  was  over  the  way 
last  night,  and  she  said  Birdie  was  looking  more  like 
a  shadow  than  anything  else  she  could  compare 
her  to." 

Fierce  and  angry  were  Shirley  Edwards'  thoughts 
as  he  remembered  Jack's  words.  "My  darling!  my 
darlingl"  he  moaned.  "It  is  indeed  good-night  for 
all  time." 

He  was  now  passing  the  Cathedral — just  as  he  had 
done  one  year  ago,  saving  that  it  was  now  nightfall. 
And  suddenly  he  heard  his  name  called.  In  a  sad 
despairing  cry  it  came:  "Shirley!  Shirley!"  He 
paused  at  the  foot  of  the  high  marble  Bteps.  What 
did  he  see  above?  A  slight  figure  clinging  with  both 
hands  to  one  of  the  heavy  pillars,  and  a  pair  of  large 
eyes  looking  out  through  the  dusk.  He  sprang  to 
its  side.     'iRenoire!  Kenoire!  Why  are  you  here?" 

"I  was  waiting  for  you.  I  knew  you  would  pass 
the  cathedral  on  your  way  home  from  the  office.  But 
it  is  wicked.  To-morrow,  I  will  say  good-night  to 
the  world — let  me  say  it  now  to  you.  But  you  have 
changed  since  that  night  at  the  mountains;  there  are 
hard  lines  in  your  face.  And  O  Shirley!  is  it  I  who 
have  traced  them  there?*' 

He  raised  her  in  his  arms  as  he  would  have  done 
a  tired  child.  "Poor  little  Renoire,  you  also  have 
changed.  Ah,  how  bright  this  small  face  was  one 
year  ago.  And  here  at  the  Cathedral  door  is  where 
we  first  met.     Will  we  part  here  also?" 

The  white  lips  trembled.  "Yes,  that  is — why  I 
came."  t 

He  wound  the  thin  arms  about  his  neck.  "Be- 
noire, it  shall  not  be.  I  will  take  you  far  away.  Oh, 
my  darlingl  it  will  be  a  most  happy  life  we  will  live 
together.    You  will  be  my  wife." 

A  cold  hand  was  placed  upon  his  lips.  "HushI 
Such  words  uttered  here  are  a  profanation.  You  do 
not  mean  them.  I  must  not  listen.  I  will  go  now. 
I  should  not  have  come.     Kiss  me  good-bye!" 

Again  he  pressed  her  to  bis  breast — pressing  kisses 
wild  and  warm  upon  the  imploring,  upturned  lips. 
Then  he  held  her  from  him.  What  was  it  he  Baw 
that  caused  him  to  start  back  in  alarm?  Why  that 
drooping  head  and  piteous  staring  eyes?  He  ut- 
tered her  name  in  fierce  tones — once,  twice.  But  no 
answer  came.  Ah,  me!  Renoire  was  deadl 
[the  end.  J 


"Gentlemen  of  the  Jury,"  said  a  Tusca- 
rora  lawyer,  "what  kind  of  swearing  has 
been  done  in  this  case  ?  Here  we  have  a 
physician,  a  man  who,  from  his  high  and 
noble  calling,  should  be  regarded  as  one  who 
would  scorn  to  stain  his  soul  with  perjury  or 
be  guilty  of  giving  utterance  to  an  untruth. 
But  what  did  he  testify,  gentlemen?  I  put 
the  question  to  him  plainly,  as  you  all  heard: 
'"Where  was  this  man  stabbed  ?'  And  what 
was  his  reply  ?  Unblushingly,  his  features 
as  cool  and  placid  as  though  cut  from  marble, 
he  replied  that  the  man  was  stabbed  about 
an  inch  and  a  half  to  the  left  of  the  median 
line,  and  about  an  inch  above  the  umbillicus, 
and  yet  we  have  proved  by  three  unimpeach- 
able witnesses  that  he  was  stabbed  just  be- 
low the  Young  America  hoisting  works." 


For  one  brewery  that  fails  in  San  Fran- 
cisco a  score  of  printers  bite  the  financial 
dust.  The  reason  is  sufficiently  obvious,  if 
one  will  stop  to  think.  Printers  work  for 
the  head — brewers  for  the  stomach,  and 
though  every  man  has  a  stomach,  not  more 
than  one  in  twenty  has  a  head. 
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Bolinas. — Try  prose. 

M.  N. — We  are  not  posted  on  breaches  of 
promise,  breaches  of,  or  on,  trust.  Consult  a 
lawyer,  or,  better  still,  ask  Dr.  Mary  Walker. 

Meotok. — We  must  decline  to  republish 
articles  that  have  appeared  in  our  columns. 
The  piece  to  which  you  refer  was  published 
in  our  issue  of  March  2.  It  will  be  forwarded 
to  you  on  receipt  of  ten  cents. 

Dabbs. — We  are  sorry  to  hear  that  your 
"sands  of  life  are  nearly  run  out,  and  all  on 
account  of  that  girl."  By  the  way,  if  sand  is 
scarce  in  your  neighborhood,  we  have  quite 
a  number  of  healthy  sandhills  left  in  the 
neighborhood  of  San  Francisco,  and  we  are 
certain  that  the  owners  would  cordially  per- 
mit you  to  help  yourself.  The  exercise  might 
serve  to  make  you  forget  that  "perfidious 
female."    No  charge. 

S.  R.  C. — Tour  stanzas  are  received.  After 
careful  examination,  we  beg  to  decline. 
While  the  verse  is  easy  and  flowing,  the 
metre  generally  correct,  and  the  language 
fairly  chosen,  the  incidents  described  would 
be  more  appropriate  to  some  of  our  flash  con- 
temporaries. We  never  refuse  to  print  a 
funny  piece,  but  it  must  not  depend  for  its 
humor  on  pruriency.  Other  papers  may  not 
entertain  such  nice  scruples.     Try  them. 

Beix. — Yes,  we  have  no  objection  to  re- 
ceiving a  few  humorous  items  from  your  sec- 
tion, but  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that 
the  communication  you  have  sent  us  would 
have  little,  if  any,  interest  for  our  readers. 
As  we  are  unacquainted  with  any  of  the  par- 
ties you  mention,  it  might  lead  usinto  serious 
inconvenience  to  immortalize  them  in  print. 
We  have  four  objections  to  printing  your  let- 
ter. 1st.  It  is  not  interesting.  2nd.  It 
might  get  us  into  a  $10,000  libel  suit.  3rd. 
You  neglected  to  date  it  from  any  particular 
place;  and,  4th,  neither  we,  nor  our  compo- 
sitor, nor  the  (printer's)  devil  himself,  can 
read  it. 

L.  b. — We  have  not  space  to  print  all  of 
your  elegant  verses,  and,  besides,  we  ques- 
tion their  morality.     Why  should  you  ask 

"Let  me  steal  away  bo  lightly, 
Let  me  steal!" 

when  there  are  hundreds  of  people  now  suf- 
fering the  just  vengence  of  an  outraged  com- 
munity for  simple  peculation.  Even  to  steal 
ever  so  "lightly"  would  involve  a  petty  lar- 
ceny, and  any  lawyer  can  tell  you  what  would 
be  the  consequence.  On  the  whole,  then, 
we  conclude  that  it  is  hardly  right  to  "let 
you  steal  away."  It  is  wrong  in  principle, 
and  our  responsible  position  forbids  us  to 
counsel  unto  evil. 


^^  *.  I  '  »*> 
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The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

Lace  ties — Shoe  strings. 

Keeps  lent — The  umbrella. 

"What  is  home  -without  a  homo  ? 

The  chief  end  of  man — Divid-end. 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  wig. 

Boasting  ears — Cremating  a  Chicagoan. 

England's  Parliament  is  her  gibberaltar. 

Hft.t,  has  no  fury  like  a  mustard  plaster. 

Manx  boarding  houses  furnish  vanity  fare. 

The  Barber  of  Seville  never  yelled  "nest!" 

The  first  robbin'  of  spring  is  a  Chicago 
banker. 

Isn't  it  about  time  for  last  fall  to  get  off  the 
lap  of  spring  ? 

The  man  who  said  pepper  was  half  p's  died 
unconverted. 

An  honest  man  is  the  most  lonesome  work 
of  the  Creator. 

The  Turners  Falls  Reporter  calls  it  "civil 
circus  reform." 

Catch  a  barber  with  a  dull  razor  and  he  is 
bound  to  hone  up.    , 

By  a  Bed  Bibbonite:  A  sign  of  health- 
Signing  the  pledge. 

There's  unwritten  chapters  of  agony  in  the 
history  of  house  hunting. 

A  man  with  a  trade  dollar  feels  as  if  he  had 
a  full  moon  in  his  pocket. 

No  eobin  has  been  seen  as  yet  this  spring. 
Most  of  it  has  been  done  in  the  dark. 

A  Baltimore  Bulletin  erratum — "For  'ob- 
struct thieves'  read  'abstract  theories'." 

Is  it  lawful  for  a  woman  to  carry  a  con- 
cealed poker  ?  asks  the  trembling  P.  I.  man. 

Egypt  is  the  place  for  juvenile  excursions. 
A  boy  can  always  find  his   "mummy"  there. 

The  Free  Press  says  "this  is  troche 
weather."     So  it  is.     Perfectly  a-troche-ous. 

To  hit  a  sleepy  worshiper  on  the  head  with 
a  contribution  box  is  merely  a  bump  of  bene- 
volence. 

An  exchange  asks:  "Can  we  drink  with 
impunity?"  Certainly  you  can,  if  Impunity 
invites  you. 

.  Some  men,  according  to  the  Turners  Falls 
Reporter,  "are  good  only  because  it  costs 
money  to  be  wicked." 

Which  is  the  better,  mating  or  cremating  ? 
— Phil.  Bulletin.  The  former  is  the  most 
animatin. — Norr.  Herald. 


A  commercial  advertisement  for  "a  man  to 
travel,"  was  answered  by  a  tramp.  He  said 
he  was  used  to  the  business. 

"Hotheb,  bake  the  pancakes  brown, 

Cook  them  nice  and  crisp; 
For  the  pale  cakes,  they  don't  go  down 

Nowhere'a  nigh  as  brisk." 

They  have  no  broad  streets  or  avenues  in 
the  Celestial  cities.  But  it  will  please  the 
small  boys  to  know  that  China  alleys  are 
\  1  ;ntif  ul  in  Pekin. 

"Whent  a  country  pedagogue  starts  in  on  a 
general  whaling  tour  of  the  schools,  is  it  to 
be  wondered  at  that  a  plentiful  crop  of  blub- 
ber is  the  result  ? 

Why  have  the  funny  men  of  America  been 
so  dull  this  winter  ?  Answer  first;  "They 
haven't."  Answer  second:  "Because  it's 
been  such  an  no-pun  winter." 

Speaking  of  a  theatrical  performance  the 
sagacious  Alia  says  that  "Mr.  Keene's 
'  Satan'  improved  steadily  with  acquaintance. " 
Thus  is  the  same  old  story  repeated. 

A  Lawrence  paper  says  that  a  young  man 
recently  "shot  himself  with  a  rival."  The 
young  fellow  doubtless  had  reason  to  believe 
that  the  rival  wouldn't  go  off. 

"Died  while  reading  an  evening  newspa- 
per," says  a  recent  paragraph.  It  would 
paragraph.  It  would  have  been  prettier  to 
have  said,  "He  fell  asleep  in  death." 

"Who  expects  a  Congressman  to  be  a 
saint  ?"  inquires  the  Detroit  Free  Press.  The 
next  time  we  visit  a  lunatic  asylum  we  shall 
put  this  question  as  forcible  as  possible. 

The  woman's  literary  club  may  be  all  very 
well  in  its  way,  but  the  women  ought  to  de- 
pend mainly  on  the  good  old-fashioned  flat- 
iron  and  rolling  pin.  That's  the  real  woman's 
rolling  pin. 

"Boys,  don't  leave  the  farm."  No,  boys; 
just  take  the  farm  right  along  with  you  when 
you  go  anywhere.  You  will  find  it  handy  if 
you  fail  to  get  a  situation  in  the  city,  as  you 
probably  will. 

Ladies  must  not  read  this:  -aajq^  s^seS 
-3ns  A*uiouoog;  "S^uaa  aAU-JC^uaAi^  .ioj  aajqi  xo 
'Snq  b  s^uao  U9J  ■qo.mqo  aqi  oj  s9ub;iixub 
9{qBnjBA  sb  auraj^  ui  stbioos  <(nmm,,  papaaa 
-ons  3ABq  ssi^JBd  „Sng„ — 

When  they  get  telepones  in  the  hotels  it 
will  refresh  the  weary  traveler  who  is  sent 
up  to  the  fifth  floor,  to  sit  down  quietly  and 
impart  to  the  clerk  down  in  the  office  his  pri- 
vate opinion  of  that  functionary's  conduct. 


Joining  Church  in  the  British  Army. 

A  soldier  has  the  choice  of  five  different 
kinds  of  religion.  But  while  he  is  permitted 
to  choose  for  himself,  he  must  choose  one  or 
another.  No  man  is  permitted  to  absent 
himself  from  divine  service  on  the  ground 
he  professes  no  religion  at  all,  or  that  he 
professess  a  religion  for  which  no  provision 
is  made  in  the  regulations.  He  may  be  a 
Buddhist,  a  Darwinist,  a  Pantheist,  or  Poly- 
theist,  if  he  likes  in  principle,  but  he  must 
be  a  Roman  Catholic,  Episcopalian,  Presby- 
terian, Methodist  or  Baptist  in  practice. 
There  is  no  evasion  of  this  rule,  whatever. 
Attempts  are  sometimes  made  to  evade  it, 
however. 

A  recruit  when  asked  to  indicate  his  theo- 
logical preference  by  the  sergeant  of  the  com- 
pany, replied: 


"I  hain't  got  no  religion,  an'  I  don't  want 
none." 

"You  must  attend  a  church  of  some  kind 
— one  of  those  I  have  named  to  you,"  said 
the  sergeant. 

"  my eyes  if  I  do,"  said  he. 

The  sergeant  wheeled  his  man  before  the 
officer  of  the  company. 

"What  is  your  religion  ?"  asked  the  officer, 
after  the  matter  was  explained  to  him. 

"I  hain't  got  none.  I'm  a  hinfidel,  your 
worship." 

"A  what?" 

"A  hinfidel — a  free-thinker." 

"O,  I  see.  Very  well.  We  usuallv  send 
persons  of  your  faith  to  the  Boman  Catholic 
church.  You  want  a  eourse  of  theological 
discipline.  The  Catholics  usually  go  to 
church  early  in  the  morning,  and  they  are 
usually  kept  an  hour  longer  than  the  others. 
That's  the  church  for  you,  my  man,  depend 
upon  it.  At  the  same  time  permit  me  to  say 
you  are  free  to  think  as  much  as  you  like. 
Sergeant,  put  him  down  a  Boman  Catholic. " 

Instead  of  evading  the  regulation  by  an 
open  confession  of  infinelity,  he  found  him- 
self obliged  to  go  to  church  earlier  on  Sun- 
days and  to  remain  a  considerable  time 
longer  than  if  he  had  made  a  choice  when 
given  a  chance. 


"Where  Ignorance  is  Bliss,  Etc." 

The  young  lady  sat  beside  the  window, 
sewing,  when  her  brother  lounged  into  the 
room  and  reposed  his  manly  form  on  the 
sofa. 

"Bud,"  said  our  heroine,  looking  up  from 
her  work.  "Papa  says  that  Frank  was  on  a 
jamboree  last  night.  What  did  he  mean  ?" 
and  a  deep  blush  mantled  her  seraphic  coun- 
tenance as  she  spoke  the  name  of  the  man 
she  loved. 

"A  jamboree,  sis,"  was  the  answer,  "is  a 
tare." 

"A  tare?"  she  inquired,  with  a  puzzled 
look  in  her  starry  eyes,  "What  is  a  tare?" 

"Why,  it  is  a  bender." 

"I  cannot  understand  you." 

"Well,  then,  sis,  he  meant  to  say  that 
Frank  had  it  up  his  snoot." 

"Why,  Bud,  have  you  forgotten  how  to 
speak  English  ?  What  is  the  use  of  perplex- 
ing me  in  this  way  ?" 

"Well,  to  be  plain  then,  he  was  yorked — 
corned,  you  know." 

"No,  I  don't  know.  Do  tell  me  what  was 
the  matter  ?" 

"I  have  told  you,  Frank  took  too  big  a 
fly  in  his  lemonade,  and  it  made  him  how- 
come-you-so;  or,  in  other  words,  he  was  half- 
seas-over." 

"Half-seas-over  ?" 

"Yes.    Three  sheets  in  the  wind,  you  see." 

"Bud,  what  makes  you  so  provoking? 
That  kind  of  talk  is  all  Hebrew  to  me.  What 
did  happen  to  dear  Frank  ?" 

"Didn't  I  tell  you  ?  Didn't  I  just  as  much 
as  say  that  he  was  shot  in  the  neck,  and—" 

"Shot  in  the  neck!  O!  I  knew  it  killed 
him!  O,  Frank!  O!  O!  O!"  and  after  a  suc- 
cession of  wild,  piercing  shrieks  that  might 
have  been  heard  over  at  Houston,  our  hero- 
ine begun  to  lay  her  plans  for  catching  a 
beau  in  another  quarter. — Texas  Paper. 
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All  the  politicians  have  fled  from  Sacra- 
mento as  from  a  place  accursed.  Perhaps  it 
is,  or  was  by  their  presence.  Sacramento  is 
all  right  now. 

The  steamers  of  the  S.  F.  &  N.  P.  R.  R. 
will  resume  their  Sunday  trips  to-morrow,  to 
continue  until  further  notice.  Passengers 
leaving  San  Francisco  at  8  A.  M.  can  see  a 
great  deal  of  the  beautiful  country  through 
which  the  road  runs,  and  be  back  in  the  city 
at  6.55  P.  M. 

The  most  magnificent  cat  we  have  ever 
had  the  fortune  to  see  has  lately  been  stuffed 
at  the  rooms  of  Messrs.  Blunt  and  Chapman, 
602  California  Street.  When  alive  it  weighed, 
we  believe,  fourteen  pounds.  It  is  now  an 
elegant  specimen,  not  only  of  Nature's,  but 
the  taxidermist's  art. 

Henry  George  will  lecture  at  the  Metro 
politan  Temple,  Saturday  evening,  April 
6th,  on  the  subject:  "Why  Work  is  Scarce 
Wages  Low,  and  Labor  Restless!"  We  pre- 
sume the  house  will  be  filled  to  hear  this 
well-known  and  brilliant  orator.  The  gene- 
admission  is  set  at  twenty-five  cents. 

The  Legislature  is  dead,  but  its  works  will 
survive  it.  Whether  the  State  will  ever  re- 
cover from  the  sturdy  blows  given  by  her 
law-givers  is  an  open  question.  But  we  live 
in  hopes. 

Oh,  yet  we  trust  that  somehow  good 
Will  be  the  final  goal  of  ill 
To  pangs  of  nature,  sins  of  will, 

Defects  of  doubt,  and  taints  of  blood. 

Joaquin  Miller  is  going  abroad,  never  to 
return.  0 !  Waukeen,  Waukeen,  Columbia 
mourneth  and  will  not  be  comforted!  Long 
hast  thou  been  at  sea  in  spirit,  but  now  thou 
art  to  go  in  body.  How  shall  we  ever  re- 
place thee!  But  then,  happy  thought!  we 
have  Caliban — cast  in  terra  cotta.  He  won't 
leave  us. 

Now  that  they  talk  of  prescribing  a  new 
uniform  for  the  police,  we  should  suggest 
that  patent  torpedo  guards  be  included  to 
protect  the  unhappy  officers  from  the  too 
admiring  attentions  of  the  small  boy  and  the 
nursery  maid.  We  know  that  as  soon  as  our 
brave  defenders  step  forth  in  all  the  bravery 
of  blue  cloth  and  brass  buttons  they  will  be 
followed  by  hordes  of  enthusiastic  gamins, 
and  their  life  made  a  heavy  burden.     Hence 


we   hope  the   Commissioners   will  not  think 
this  suggestion  premature. 

It  having  suddenly  been  discovered  that 
Costa  Rica  is  at  peace  with  all  the  world,  the 
authories  decided  to  let  the  Yrazu,  late  Peli- 
can, go.  The  permission  was  a  mere  formal- 
ity, as  the  YrazK  could  have  sailed  at  any 
time.  There  was  nothing  to  stop  her.  Not 
an  American  man-of-war  in  the  harbor,  ex- 
cept a  tiny  revenue  cutter.  Thompson's 
hulks  lie  rotting  at  Mare  Island,  and  the 
gunners  at  Alcatraz,  Augel  Island,  Black 
Point  and  the  other  harbor  defences  couldn't 
hit  the  Palace  Hotel  if  it  were  floating  out  to 
sea.  After  their  practice  at  a  stationary  ob- 
ject on  July  3,  1876,  we  think  it  would  take 
them  a  week  or  two  to  get  the  range  of  Tele- 
graph Hill.  It  was  just  as  well  to  let  the 
Yrazu.  depart  in  peace. 

H  we  lived  on  Fifth  street  near  Mission, 
(which,  thank  our  stars!  we  don't)  we  would 
have  all  the  incendiaries  who  are  burning  up 
acid  in  Uncle  Sam's  coin  mill,  arrested  forth- 
with, Passing  that  way  the  other  day  we 
were  almost  suffocated  by  the  baleful  fumes 
that  fell  heavily  on  the  street.  For  the  dis- 
tance of  about  half  a  block  every  man, 
woman,  child,  dog  and  horse  were  coughing, 
and  wheezing,  and  sneezing  as  if  their  lives 
depended  upon  their  exertions.  If  some  good 
Samaritan  would  just  take  the  Superinten- 
dent of  the  Mint  and  tie  him  to  some  post  on 
the  east  side  of  Fifth  street  within  the  in- 
fluence of  the  noxious  vapor  for  half  an  hour, 
we  will  stake  our  reputation  against  a  pint  of 
hominy,  (an  even  thing,  you  may  say,)  that 
there  would  be  an  impressive  funeral  leave 
that  gentleman's  door  in  a  few  days.  That 
Mint  ought  either  to  be  moved,  or  suppressed, 
or,  better  still,  its  chimneys  should  be  raised 
about  two  hundred  feet  higher.  There  may 
be  a  dead  paragrapher  found  in  that  neigh- 
borhood some  day,  and  then  how  will  San 
Francisco  get  along  ? 

Feminine  Prudence. 


Aggie. — Before  we  think  of  marrying,  dear 
Henry,  I  must  ask  you  what  you  have  got  to 
start  on. 

Henry. — My  dear  Aggie,  I  will  you  frankly 
that  all  I  have  in  the  world,  is  a  kite  and  a 
baseball  bat;  but  Pa  has  promised  me  a  year's 
subscription  to  the  Wasp,  and  a  mustang 
pony  if  I  am  a  good  boy. 

Aggie  (prudently) — O,  pshaw!  we  never 
could  live  and  keep  house  on  that. 


GRAND    OPERA  HOUSE. 

With  all  its  gorgeous  scenery,  perfect  set- 
king,  excellent  acting,  scores  of  supernume- 
■  ies,  Bangs,  and  everything  that  could  rea- 
onably  be  expected  to  ensure  success,  "Sar- 
lanapalus"  was    a    failure.     Nothing  more 
ould  be   done  for  a  play  than  the  enterpri- 
ing  management  did  for  this,  and   its  non- 
uccess  can  only  be  attributed  to  want  of  po- 
i  >ular  taste.     "Uncle  Tom's  Cabin"  holds  the 
boards  this  week.      Its    revival    has    been 
Teeted  by  large    audiences.     On    Monday 
iext  the  popular  American  Opera  Bouffe  Ex- 
travaganza, "Evangeline,"  will  be  produced 
by  Rice's  Company,  after  weeks  of  elaborate 
preparation. 

CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

John  E.  Owens  made  his  appearance  at 
this  theatre  on  Monday  evening  as  "Caleb 
Plummer"  in  "Dot."  The  audiences  have 
been  rather  small,  considering  Mr.  Owen's 
great  reputation,  but  the  play  is  well  put  on 
an/i  very  pleasing,  withal. 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

"Humpty  Dumpty"  still  flourishes  here. 
The  mechanical  effects  are  rather  tame,  but 
the  action  keeps  the  house  in  a  roar  of  laugh- 
ter throughout. 

emerson's. 

Denman  Thompson  entered  on  his  fourth 
week  as  "Joshua  Whitcomb,"  and  is  a  dan- 
gerous rival  to  Owens  at  the  California. 
Baldwin's. 

"Agnes"  has  been  presented  to  slim  houses 
through  the  week.  The  orchestra  with  Levy 
as  leader,  seems  to  be  the  principal  attraction. 

WOODWARD'S    GARDENS. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more,  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

Rice's  celebrated  extravaganza  troupe  will 
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appear  at  the  Grand  Opera  House  on  Mon- 
day nest. 

After  a  few  more  performances  the  Ger- 
man Stadt  Theatre  will  close  for  the  summer 
months.  The  season  has  been  very  success- 
ful. 

The  necessities  of  the  era  are  subserved  by 
the  invention  of  capsules  containing  con- 
densed portions  of  all  the  popular  drinks  of 
the  day.  This  entirely  does  away  with  the 
odious  practice  of  going  out  "to  see  a  man" 
between  the  acts,  as  every  man  can  carry  his 
poison  in  his  vest  pocket.  "We  hope  these 
alcoholic  capsules  will  become  popular  at 
the  Grand  Opera  House. 

SPECIAL  NOTICES. 

— Becipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
"Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

Covers  for  filing  the  "Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  "Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be"  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 

— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Keport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 

C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  E.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 

A.    SCHBOEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.    Elevator  in  the  building. 


S.  F.  and  N.  P.  Railroad. 

Special  Notice— Sunday  Excursions. 

On  and  after  SUNDAY,  APEIL  7th,  1878,  the 
Steamers  of  this  line  will  resume  their  Sunday  trips, 
connecting  with  cars  for  all  stations,  leaving  San 
Francisco  every  Sunday  morning  at  8  o'clock.  Re- 
turning, will  leave  Donahue  at  4.40  P.  M.,  and  ar- 
rive in  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P,  M. 

P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Pass.  &  Ticket  Agent. 


G.    BAYREUTHER, 


-PRACTICAL— 


©f, 


1    Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 

STOVES,  RANGES,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRONWARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 
SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

NO.    226    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
apr6-6mos 


BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
34  Post  Street, 

Near  Kenroj 
San  Frtmcitco,  CaU 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


W.  E.  Chambeelain,  Jk. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Course  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Ms  wspsger,  B&Qk  S  J/&b>  Pri&iem 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


EBI8    IS    Oil    SIDE    OF 


SCOI,I.ATTS 

AQUARIU 


augll-3mos 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from     -    -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST  G-O 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


US 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 


FEllTOl 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dibectoe. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


HIBEB,mi:A 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


Pbesident 

Vice-Peesident  . 


M.  D.  Sweeny, 
P.  McAran, 
R.  J.  Tobin, 

Treasures 

Attorney. 


OFFICERS: 

M.  D.  SWEENY 

, C.  D.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 

C.  D.  O'Sullivan,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 
John  Sullivan,  Gus.  Touchard, 
Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

EDWARD  MARTIN 

RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  82.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf 


San  Francisco  and  Worth  Pacific  R.  R. 


CHANGE  OF  TIME. 

"Winter  Arrangement. 

Commencing    SUNDAY,    DEC.    2nd,  1877, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petahima,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  daily  for  Sonoma;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah 
and  Lakeport,  daily,  [except  Sunday],  and  for  Mendocino  City  on 
Sundays,  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  only. 

^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Suerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,   betwoen  Third  and  Fourth  Streets, 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


UNCLE  TOM'S  CABIN 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


John  SS.  OWENS 

in  "BOX." 


BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


Humpty  Dumpty, 


WOOOWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,  April  6th 
and  7th. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


WdNDERFUL 

BUT   TRWEI 


All  Sickness  and  Dlncn.sc  or  whatever  nnmc  or  nittnre 
Cured  withont  Medicine. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer,  No. 
216  Stockton  street,  cures  without  medicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  baffle 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

E^°I  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  216  Stockton  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

feb23-lm 


MAURICE  DORE  &  Co. 

AUCTIONEERS. 

MONDAY,  April  22,  1877, 
At  IS  o'clock,  at  Salesrooms, 

No.  410  PINE  STREET, 

Between  Montgomery  and  Kearney  Streets,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California, 

AUCTION    SALE 

—OF  THE— 


On  a  Liberal  Credit. 

TEKMS— One-fourth.  Cash;  balance  in  one, 
two  and  three  years;  deferred  payments  to 
bear  interest  at  the  rate  of  EIGHT  per  cent. 
per  annum,  payable  semi-annually. 

Size  of  Town  Lots,   50x125  and  50x 

150;  Farm  Tracts  from  5  to  30 

Acres  Each. 

The  Pacific  Land  Investment  Company  has  pur- 
chased a  large  tract  of  land  in  Washington  Township, 
Alameda  County,  California,  and  had  the  same  care- 
fully subdivided  into  Town  Lots,  Villa  Sites,  and  Gar- 
dens and  small  Farm  Tracts.  Broad  Streets  and 
Avenues  have  been  laid  out,  upon  which  all  the  sub- 
divisions front.  Trees  have  been  planted  along  the 
line  of  the  streets,  and  the  avenues  enclosed  by 
fences. 

The  Company,  with  a  full  knowledge  of  the  urgent 
needs  of  the  people,  determined  to  practically  insure 
the  procurement  of  Cheap  and  Healthful  Suburban 
Homes.  A  critical  examination  of  the  country  which 
could  be  made  reasonably  accessible  from  San  Fran- 
cisco was  entered  upon,  and  it  was  decided,  after 
taking  into  consideration  advantages  of  climate, 
abundance  of  pure  water,  fertility  of  soil,  beauty  of 
natural  surroundings,  adaptability  to  manufactures 
of  lands  contiguous  to  deep  water,  neighborhood  to 
established  towns,  and  for  many  other  practical 
reasons,  that 


Was  the  most  desirable  locality  for  the  consumma- 
tion of  its  design. 

NEWARK  is  finely  situated  on  upland,  nearly  le- 
vel, surrounded  by  thrifty  villages  and  farms,  in  one 
of  the  healthiest  portions  of  Alameda  County,  com- 
manding a  fine  view  of  the  surrounding  country. 

Immediately  after  the  purchase  of  these  lands  the 
South  Pacific  Coast  Railroad  Company  began  the 
construction  of  its  railroad  and  with  the  Bay  and 
Coast  Railroad  Company  has  already  completed  a 
Railroad  and  Ferry  line  from  San  Francisco  to  the 
foothills  at  Los  Gatos  in  Santa  Clara  County,  pass- 
ing through  Alameda,  San  Jose  and  all  intermediate 
points,  with  fair  prospect  of  completing  the  road  to 
Santa  Cruz  within  the  next  18  months.  The  Town  is 
therefore  located  on  a  main  railroad  and  telegraph 
ine,  insuring  cheap,  rapid,  frequent  and  reliable  com- 
munication with  San  Francisco. 

The  increase  in  the  value  of  lands  in  Alameda 
County  has  been  marked  and  unremitting,  occasioned 
in  part  by  its  proximity  to  San  Frnncisco.  but  mor^ 
largely  by  reason  of  its  superb  climate  and  fruitful 
soil.  Money  invested  in  lands  at  NEWARK,  will 
greatly  multiply,  influenced  by  the  spread  of  popu- 
lation and  the  agency  of  its  direct  railroad  connec- 
tions. Observant  persona  will  readily  recognize  the  wonderful  ad- 
vance in  the  value  of  lands  and  growth  of  population  in  the  vicini- 
ty of  Oakland  and  Alameda,  which  lands  could  have  been  purcha- 
sed a  few  years  ago  for  comparatively  trifling  sums,  the  increase 
being  almost  entirely  attributable  to  the  establishment  of  the  ex- 
isting popular  lines  of  travel. 

An  opportunity  is  now  presented  to  purchase  lands  more  desir- 
ably located,  and  almost  equally  accessible,  at  very  low  prices,  with 
an  absolute  certainty  of  the  advancement  of  values  to  the  same  de- 
gree which  characterized  investments  in  Oakland  and  Alameda. 

On  or  about  May  1st  next,  the  new  Narrow-gauge  Line  will  be 
formally  opened  between  San  Francisco  and  Santa  Cruz,  when  lo- 
cal traiiiB  will  be  run  recrularly  and  frequently  between  San  Fran- 
cisco and  Newark,  making  at  least  two  daily  trips  each  way,  and 
more  if  the  travel  should  require  it.  THE  COMMUTATIONS  WILL 
BE  VERY  LOW  to  persons  residing  in  Newark,  enabling  one  per- 
son to  travel  both  ways  each  day  at  a  very  cheap  rate.  The  time 
will  be  made  in  about  one  hour  from  the  foot  of  Market  street,  San 
Francisco,  and  the  time  schedule  so  adjusted  as  to  enable  all  clas- 
ses to  pursue  their  employments. 

For  the  present,  to  enable  persons  to  visit  and  inspect  the  pro- 
perty, on  and  after  March  20,  and  until  further  notice,  a  train  for 
Newark  will  leave  the  corner  of  Park  street  and  Encinal  Avenue, 
in  the  town  of  Alameda,  at  10:55  A.  M.;  returning,  leaving  Newark 
at  1:30  P.  M.  Passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  on  the  Central 
Pacific  Ferry  for  Park  street  Station,  Alameda,  on  the  9  o'clock  boat 
in  order  to  connect.  DIAGRAMS,  MAPS  AND  CIRCULARS  can 
be  had  on  application  at  the  office  of  the  Pacific  Land  Investment 
Company,  Rooms  20,  21  and  22  Nevada  Block,  or  to 

MAURICE  DORE  &  CO.,  Auctioneers, 

H.  A.  COBB,  Auctioneer.  A.  E.  DAVIS, 

President  Pacific  Land  Investment  Co. 


COME 

—AND— 


BE  CURED 

1 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OE  THE  CENTO-URINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.    The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 

IMPORTANT  ! 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  $3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.M.;  evenings,  6  to 8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential,  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late  Re- 
sident   Surgeon     Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal 
janl2-3mos 
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DR.SPINNEY&GO'S 

Dispensary, 


DK.  SPINNEY,  well  known  as  a  founder 
of  the  Montreal  (C.  E.)  Medical  Institute,  and 
late  proprietor  of  the  SPINNEYVELLE  IN- 
FIRMARY, would  most  respectfully  inform 
his  patients  and  the  afflicted  generally,  that 
he  still  continues  to  treat  chronic  and  private 
diseases  with  unparalleled  success. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

Remember  that  "procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time,"  so   ' 

COME  AND  BE  HEALED! 

It  matters  not  what  your  troubles  may  be, 
come  and  let  the  Doctor  examine  your  case. 
It  will  coat  you  nothing  for  consultation,  so 
please  call  and  satisfy  yourselves  whether  the 
Doctor  understands  your  case.  If 
cure  you  he  will  tell  you  so;  if  not,  he  win  toi. 
you  that,  for  he  will  not  undertake  a  case  un- 
less he  is  confident  of  effecting  a  cure. 

YOUNG-  MEN! 

Who  may  be  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
youthful  follies  or  indiscretions,  will  do  well 
to  avail  themselves  of  this,  the  greatest  boon 
ever  laid  at  the  altar  of  suffering  humanity. 
DR.  SPINNEY  will  guarantee  to  forfeit  five 
hundred  dollars  for  every  case  of  seminal 
weakness  or  private  disease  of  any  kind  or 
character  which  he  undertakes  and  fails  to 
cure.  He  would  therefore  say  to  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer  who  may  read  this  notice,  that 
you  are  treading  upon  dangerous  ground 
when  you  longer  delay  in  seeking  the  proper 
remedy  for  your  complaint.  You  may  be  in 
the  first  stage — remember  you  are  approach- 
ing the  last.  If  you  are  bordering  upon  the 
last,  and  are  suffering  some  of  its  evil  effects, 
remember  that  if  you  obstinately  persist  in 
procrastination,  the  time  must  come  when  the 
most  skillful  physician  can  render  you  no 
assistance;  when  the  door  of  hope  will  be 
closed  against  you;  when  no  angel  of  mercy 
can  bring  you  relief.  In  no  case  has  the 
Doctor  failed  of  success.  Then  let  not  despair 
work  itself  upon  your  imagination,  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  beneficial  results  of  his  treat- 
ment before  your  case  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
medical  skill,  or  before  grini  death  hurries 
you  to  a  premature  grave. 

MIDDLE-AGED  MEN! 

There  are  many  of  the  age  of  thirty  to  sixty 
who  are  troubled  with  ton  frequent  evacua- 
tion of  the  bladder,  often  accompanied  by  a 
slight  smarting  or  burning  sensation,  and  a 
weakening  of  the  system  in  a  manner  the  pa- 
tient cannot  account  for;  on  examining  the 
urinary  deposits  a  ropy  sediment  will  often 
be  found,  and  sometimes  small  particles  of 
albumen  will  appear;  or  the  color  will  be  of 
a  thin  and  milkish  hue,  again  changing  to  a 
dark  and  torpid  appearance.  There  are  many 
men  who  die  of  this  difficulty,  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  which  is  the  second  stage  of  seminal 
weakness.  Dr.  S.  &  Co.  will  guarantee  a  per- 
fect cure  in  all  such  cases,  and  a  healthy  re- 
storation of  the  genito-urinary  organs. 


Office  Hours — 10  to  4  and  6  to  8.   Sundays 
from  10  to  11  a.  m.  only.      Consultation  Free. 

Call  or  Address— Dr.  SPINNEY  &  CO., 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  San  Erancisco. 
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A  rumour  once  prevailed,  that  a  neighboring  mountain  (legislature)  was  in  labour  (session);  it  was 
affirmed  that  she  had  been  heard  to  utter  prodigious  groans;  and  a  general  expectation  had  been 
raised,  that  some  extraordinary  birth  was  at  hand.  Multitudes  flocked  with  much  eagerness  to  be 
witnesses  of  the  wonderful  event:  one  expecting  her  to  be  delivered  of  a  giant;  another  of  some 
enormous  monster ;  and  all  were  suspended  in  earnest  expectation  of  somewhat  grand  and  astonish- 
ing.    When,  after  waiting  with  great  impatience  a  considerable  time,  behold!  out  crept  a  mouse. 
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SATURDAY,  APRIL  13, 1878. 

"Why  the  citizens  of  San  Francisco  should 
take  the  trouble  to  elect  a  Public  Adminis- 
trator when  so  many  well-meaning  and  pa- 
triotic journalists  are  willing  to  assume  his 
duties  is  one  of  these  things  that  are  past 
finding  out.  The  estate  of  the  late  Mark 
Hopkins  has  been  acted  upon  by  two  of  our 
livest  journals,  its  value  estimated  and  the 
proceeds  equitably  divided — on  paper.  "We 
are  glad  to  see  so  knotty  a  point  amicably 
settled,  and  we  presume  the  shade  of  Mark 
will  rest  the  easier  for  it.  The  duties  of  the 
conscientious  editor  are  multifarious  and  im- 
portant. 


A  Chicago  paper  recently  published  an  ar- 
ticle giving  the  figures  which  are  current  for 
various  services  rendered  by  its  Common 
Council  men.  These  men  serve  the  city 
without  pay;  but  when  we  consider  that,  on 
the  authority  of  the  journal  from  which  we 
derive  the  information,  the  lowest  price  for 
an  appointment  is  fifty  dollars,  and  that  the 
average  monthly  revenue  of  the  disinterested 
patriot  who  serves  on  the  Common  Council 
is  about  eight  hundred  dollars,  the  motive 
for  nominally  acting  without  pay  is  pretty 
apparent.  Our  Supervisors  only  receive  one 
hundred  dollars  a  month  and  yet  it  is  strange 
how  eager  men  are  to  seek  an  office  that  of- 
fers such  paltry  remuneration.  Well-in- 
formed citizens  say  that  the  average  Super- 
visor makes  from  $10,000  to  $20,000  a  year 
from  his  official  position.  Where  does  it 
come  from  ? 


The  Party  Must  be  Purified. 

The  Examiner,  a  paper  that  lives,  moves, 
and  has  its  being  by  the  support  and  coun- 
tenance of  the  Democratic  party,  admits  that 
the  present  condition  of  the  party  is  cause 
enough  for  grave  solicitude  on  the  part  of  all 
its  real  friends.  This  is  a  singular  admission 
for  the  Examiner  to  make.  It  has  always 
stood  by  the  party  through  good  and  evil  re- 
port, worked  for  the  party,  wrote  for  it,  voted 
for  it,  begged,  borrowed  and  we  had  almost 
said  stole  for  it.  The  party  organ  now  con- 
fesses that  the  Democracy  per  se,  is  not  al 
together  a  synonym  for  political  virtue  and 
honesty.  It  reluctantly  admits  that  our  late 
Democratic  Legislature  was  a  collection  of 
the  most  rapacious  politicians  of  modern 
times  and  that  its  record  is  a  millstone 
around  the  neck  of  Democracy.  We  began 
to  entertain  that  opinion  ourselves,  after  the 
law-makers  had  been  a  few  weeks  in  session, 
and  we  did  not  hesitate  to  give  expression  to 
our  views;  but  it  is,  indeed,  cause  for  sur- 
prise to  see  the  Examiner  acknowledge  the 
Legislative  corruption.  It  says  "the  party 
must  be  purified."  So  say  we.  Not  only 
must  the  Democratic  party  be  purged  of  its 
gross  political  impurities,  but  all  other  par- 
ties must  undergo  the  same  moral  disinfec- 
tion, if  they  hope  to  command  the  respect 
and  merit  the  support  of  the  people.  Peo- 
ple do  not  steal  because  they  are  Democrats 
or  Eepublicans,  or  because  they  are  neither 
— they  Bteal  because  they  are  thieves  and  have 
the  opportunity.  As  long  as  thieves  are  no- 
minated and  elected  to  office,  there  will  un- 
doubtedly be  publio  peculation  going  on. 
It  is  natural  to  associate  such  plunderers 
with  the  party  which  put  them  forward,  and 
whose  support  elected  them.  Hence  the 
odium  of  the  Legislative  mischief  falls  on  the 
Democratic  party,  because  most  of  the  mem 
bers  were  Democrats.  This  is  just  and  rea- 
sonable. If  the  party  hopes  to  recover  its 
reputation  it  must  quit  electing  political  de- 
predators to  office.  If  the  better  elements 
of  the  party  can  be  over-ridden  by  the  riff-raff 
and  bummers,  then  we  think  the  party  has 
outlived  its  usefulness  and  that  it  is  in  order 
to  step  down  and  out. 

Yes,  the  party  must  be  purified,  even  if  its 
purification  end  in  its  destruction.  Perhaps, 
after  all,  it  is  not  hopelessly  corrupt.  We 
know  some  excellent  men  to  be  affiliated  with 
the  Democracy.  But  their  influence  has 
been  rendered  null  and  void  by  truculent 
strikers.  The  decent  portion  of  the  party 
must  assert  their  preogative  to  lead  it,  as 
they  were  wont  to  do.  Let  them  purge  the 
organization  of  its  gross  uncleanness,  and  all 
may  yet  be  well. 


The  Good.  Time  Coming. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  times,  which 
have  so  long  been  rather  out  of  joint,  are  now 
about  to  improve.  In  fact  we  might  safely 
say  that  the  amelioration  has  already  set  in. 
There  appears  to  be  more  life  in  Eastern 
business  circles  this  year  than  has  been  no- 
ticed since  1873:  and  here  in  California, 
there  are  strong  symptoms  of  a  genuine  re- 
action.    Various  causes  are  assigned  for  the 


commercial  recovery  in  the  East,  the  most 
reasonable  of  which  is  the  well-known  ten- 
dency of  all  things  mundane  to  find  their 
level.  It  is  generally  conceded  that  business 
in  the  Atlantic  States  has  long  since  touched 
bottom,  and,  as  there  is  no  further  chance 
for  decline  there  is  nothing  left  but  to  rally. 
"When  things  are  at  the  worst,  they  mend" 
is  a  true  and  trite  old  saying,  and  it  is  indu- 
bitable that  we  are  now  on  the  upward  rise 
to  prosperity. 

Here  in  California  local  events  have  done 
much  to  assist  us.  We  have  had  a  most  fa- 
vorable season.  Bain  has  fallen  in  such  ex- 
traordinary quantity  as  to  satisfy  the  heart 
of  even  the  thirsty  Granger  or  the  no  less  so- 
licitous miner.  We  have  the  comfortable 
assurance  that  the  season  will  be  one  of  ex- 
traordinary prosperity.  Money  will  be  plen- 
tiful. Labor  will  be  in  demand,  and  will  be 
liberally  recompensed.  Business  of  all  kinds 
will  feel  the  vitalizing  effects  of  abundant 
harvests,  both  of  grain  and  ore.  Already 
people  are  taking  courage  to  embark  in  new 
enterprises.  There  is  not  nearly  the  same 
stringency  in  the  money  market  that  existed 
a  few  months  ago.  We  are  notoriously  an  . 
elastic  people,  slow  to  despond,  and  quick 
to  recuperate.  It  is  pleasing  to  anticipate  a 
return  of  good  times  after  such  a  period  of 
severe  depression.  With  good  harvests  and 
plenty  of  employment  for  all  who  are  willing 
to  work,  there  will  be  no  longer  any  reason 
for  tumult  or  discontent.  We  are  aware  that 
there  are  some  dull  weeks  before  us  yet,  but 
they  will  soon  pass  away  and  we  shall  then 
enjoy  the  fruition  of  our  hopes.  We  trust 
that  this  community  will  never  again  be  un- 
der the  necessity  of  instituting  soup  houses 
to  relieve  the  destitute,  and  that  employment 
will  never  again  be  so  hard  to  obtain  that 
men  will  be  compelled  to  sell  their  labor  for 
one  dollar  a  day. 


[See  Double-page  Dlustration."| 

A  Warning. 
Our  double-page  cartoon  contains  a  moral 
that  should  not  pass  unheeded.  The  picture 
represents  an  honest,  well-meaning  working- 
man  in  the  act  of  concocting  a  political  soup 
that  he  supposes  will  prove  palatable  to  the 
public.  While  busying  himself  with  this 
praiseworthy  work  he  is  approached  by 
"Public  Opinion,"  which  our  artist  repre- 
sents by  a  magnificent  female  figure.  She 
sees  something  that  has  escaped  the  amateur 
cook's  observation — viz:  that  others  are  in- 
terfering in  the  preparation  of  the  political 
pottage.  She  calls  the  workingman's  atten- 
tion to  the  fact  that  several  individuals  are 
pouring  extraneous  substances  into  the  pot, 
and  warns  him  that  the  result  will  be  politi- 
cal indigestion,  One  is  putting  in  "Military 
Organizations";  another,  "Hemp";  another, 
"Ignorance";  still  another,  "Biot."  These  in- 
gredients are  manifestly  discordant  and  in- 
compatible, as  "Public  Opinion"  hastens  to 
inform  the  workingman  who  is  stirring  the 
compound.  She  is  represented  in  the  act  of 
saying:  "My  friend,  those  fellows  are  spoil- 
ing your  soup.  Such  ingredients  make  an 
unpalatable  compound.  It  will  sicken  you, 
if  you  attempt  to  eat  it  I"    The  fire  on  which 
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the  soup  is  being  cooked  is  fed  \>y  "Cheap 
Labor"  and  "Hard  Times."  We  commend 
this  cartoon  to  the  careful  consideration  of 
our  readers. 


Things  in  General. 
We  shall  never  tire  of  congratulating  our- 
selves that  the  Legislature  of  California  has 
been  discharged  from  custody.  We  are  now 
safe  for  a  year  or  so,  and  can  enjoy  our  green 
cucumbers  and  our  trip  to  the  Paris  Exposi- 
tion as  if  nothing  had  occurred.  Speaking 
of  the  Paris  Exposition,  we  have  been  felici- 
tating ourselves  on  the  prospect  of  a  visit 
there  for  some  years.  We  also  promised 
ourselves  a  trip  to  the  Centennial,  but  we 
compromised  by  a  run  over  to  Saucelito.  It 
may  be  so  with  Paris.     Paris  can  wait. 

'Twas  ever  thus,  from  childhood's  honr 
We've  suffered  from  this  sad  delay, 

"We've  never  hankered  for  a  tour, 
But  what  we  ne'er  could  get  away. 
Moore  will  never  forgive  us  for  this  travesty, 
we  know;  but  then  Moore  is  dead  and  he  has 
nothing  to  say  about  it.  Perhaps  one  of 
these  days  San  Francisco  will  have  an  Expo- 
sition— one  of  these  days  after  the  New  City 
Hall  is  completed — itmay  be  four  years,  andit 
may  be  forever,  principally  for  ever,  we  should 
say.  But  we  have  our  picnics,  even  the  Le- 
gislature could  not  deprive  us  of  our  picnics. 
The  brave,  the  fair,  the  young,  the  gay  can 
gather  in  the  wooded  dells  of  Alameda  and 
swill  beer  to  the  music  of  the  band  as  if 
there  were  no  such  place  as  Paris.  Picnics 
are  healthy,  and  'twere  better  to  swing  cor- 
ners in  Badger's  Park  than  to  dodge  coroners 
out  in  the  Mission  Dismal  Swamp.  Dr. 
Meares  said  that  if  the  Board  of  Health  de- 
clared the  swamp  a  nuisance  he  would  sup- 
press it  forthwith.  It  was  so  declared,  but 
it  remains  to  be  suppressed.  Would  that  all 
nuisances  could  be  suppressed  immediately 
on  the  declaration  thereof  1  For  instance: 
the  City  Hall  Commissioners,  the  Street  Su- 
perintendent, Cheap  John  action  stores,  daity 
illustrated  newspapers,  the  City  Prison,  blo- 
viating agitators,  mercenary  preachers,  pe- 
dro-playing  policemen,  bob-tail  cars,  trailing 
skirts,  Kearny-street  statues,  holders  of 
double  offices,  opera-glass  boys,  peripatetic 
organ  grinders,  vendors  of  collar  buttons  and 
cough  candy,  and  hosts  of  other  inflictions, 
too  numerous  to  mention.  We  might  add, 
too,  the  street  railroad  companies  who  have 
cut  down  the  wages  of  their  conductor  and 
employees  generally.  It  has  always  been  sup- 
posed that  the  life  of  a  conductor  was  one 
of  elegant  leisure.  They  only  worked  six- 
teen hours  a  day  and  their  remuneration, 
$2.50  a  day,  was  more  than  apt  to  make  them 
profligate  and  luxurious  in  their  habits.  The 
constant  ringing  of  the  bell-punch  should  be 
sufficient  to  keep  them  awake  while  thinking 
of  their  vanished  half  a  dollar  a  day.  Per- 
haps the  generous  companies  will  now  let  the 
public  ride  for  four  cents. 

Punch,  brothers,  punch  with  care; 

Punch  in  the  presence  of  the  managaire, 
A  blue  trip  slip  for  a  five  cent  faire, 
A  red  trip  slip  for  a  four  cent  faire, 
A  tear  for  your  vanished  half  dollaire, 

Punch,  brothers,  punch  if  you  dare 

The  head  off  your  selfish  employaire. 


Any  one  who  wants  to  get  the  remainder  of 
this  elegant  lyric  will  be  accommodated  at 
fifty  cents  a  verse,  the  proceeds  to  go  to  the 
benefit  of  the  widows  and  orphans  of  those 
drivers  and  conductors  who  may  die  from 
overwork  during  the  next  sixty  days.  The 
laborers  on  the  Bush  Park  Fund  have  been 
gorging  themselves  with  roast  turkey  and 
terrapin  stew  since  they  have  been  to  work, 
but  now  it  seems  that  they  will  have  to  come 
back  to  first  principles,  that  is  to  say  corn 
beef  and  cabbage,  for  the  fund  is  wellnigh 
exhausted,  and  our  millionaires  can  hardly 
be  expected  to  give  so  lavishly  again.  True, 
some  of  them,  to-wit:  the  Bonanza  kings, 
make  enough  in  one  day  to  keep  the  men  at 
work  for  three  months,  but  they  have  some- 
thing else  to  do  with  their  hard-earned  sav- 
ings than  to  encourage  workmen  in  the  hein- 
ous practice  of  working  for  a  dollar  a  day. 
Fifteen  hundred  dollars  would  keep  the  men 
at  work  till  May  1st.  That  is  about  an  hour's 
income  for  Flood  or  O'Brien;  but  how  do 
these  gentlemen  know  that  their  extrava- 
gance may  not  bring  them  to  the  poor  house 
in  their  old  age  ?  We  must  admire  the  econ- 
omy of  our  rich  men,  after  all.  They  all 
hope  to  die  rich,  and  don't  propose,  like 
Bunk,  to  be  roped  in  to  Heaven  without  a 
dollar  in  their  pockets  to  pay  old  Charon. 
This  latter  individual,  we  hope,  is  no  relative 
to  Senator  Sharon,  or  we  should  be  more 
chary  of  our  remarks.  Mark  Hopkins  must 
have  felt  encumbered  by  the  recollection  of 
his  $5,000,000  house  on  Nob  Hill,  when  he 
applied  for  passage  across  the  Styx.  Charon, 
however,  couldn't  see  it,  and  if  Mark  had 
nothing  else  to  offer  for  ferriage,  he  may  be 
on  this  side  yet.  One  hundred  extra  police- 
men are  to  be  appointed  at  once,  and  great 
are  the  pickings  of  these  appointments.  The 
candidate  must  fee  Smith,  Brown,  Jones  and 
Kobinson,  who  in  turn  must  fee  Robinson, 
Jones,  Brown  and  Smith,  and  so  forth.  It 
will  lighten  many  a  peace  guardian's  pocket 
before  he  can  don  the  blue  and  brass  uniform 
l^roposed  by  the  Commissioners.  We  cannot 
hope  to  reform  people  all  at  once.  The  cir- 
culation of  the  Wasp  is  not  yet  large  enough 
to  accomplish  miracles.  Every  man  who 
aspires  to  office  must  loosen  his  purse  strings 
and  conciliate  the  opposition.  The  custom 
pervades  all  offices  from  the  highest  to  the 
lowest.  It  is  the  very  intensity  of  our  high 
civilization. 

So  naturalists  observe  a  flea 
Hath  other  fleas  that  on  him  prey; 
And  these  have  smaller  still  to  bite  'em, 
And  so  proceed,  ad  infinitum. 

The  churches  will  probably  attend  to  these 
things  after  a  while.  For  the  present  we 
must  depend  on  the  Press.  Such  papers  as 
the  Pout  and  Chronicle,  after  their  experience 
in  overcharging  the  city  for  advertising,  ought 
to  be  able  to  raise  public  virtue  to  a  high 
standard.  When  the  dollar  of  our  daddy 
comes  into  circulation  it  may  bring  with  it 
some  of  the  old-time  integrity  "that  we  read 
about."  If  it  doesn't  bring  it  we  are  com- 
forted by  the  assurance  that  it  can  purchase 
it.  Poor  D.  D.,  othetwise  Dionysious  Dal- 
ziel  is  having  a  "bloody  'ead  put  on  him"  at 
every  convenient  opportunity.     If   a  proper 


head  had  been  put  on  his  shoulders,  he  would 
have  had  discretion  enough  to  keep  out  of 
the  wicked  newspaper  business.  What  with 
personal  hammerings  and  legal  prosecutions, 
he  is  getting  it  like  the  tailor's  goose,  both 
hot  and  heavy.  Daily  papers  are  dangerous 
things.  They  break  a  fellow's  bank  account, 
break  his  heart  and  have  a  strong  ten- 
dency even  to  break  his  head  before 
he  gets  well  through  with  them.  The 
question  of  war  or  peace  has  not  been 
definitely  decided  yet.  But  when  we  call  to 
mind  that  Major  General  Lewis  has  only 
just  been  appointed,  the  delay  does  not  ap- 
pear so  singular  after  all.  After  the  Gene- 
ral's new  uniform  is  ready  for  service,  and 
he  can  stride  along  without  getting  tripped 
up  by  his  sanguinary  sword,  he  and  the 
Brigadier  General,  and  the  newly  created 
Lieutenant  General  (of  the  sand  lot)  will 
meet  and  settle  on  the  terms.  Gortschakoff 
and  all  all  the  other  Koffs,  Iskis,  Vitches 
and  Beys  are  dying  with  anxiety  to  hear 
their  fate.  The  Second  Brigade  will  be 
under  arms  during  the  Council  of  War. 

When  Greek  meets  Greek,  then  comes  the  tug  of  war; 
When  heroes  meet,  then  comes  the  lager  beer. 


Our  Illustrations. 


On  the  title  page  we  present  a  cartoon  il- 
lustrating the  recent  reduction  in  street-car 
employees'  wages.  It  will  be  noticed  that 
the  horsey  magnate,  while  clipping  off  the  50 
cent  end  of  one  wing,  leaves  the  14-hour 
work  side  as  it  was.  All  the  feathers  go  into 
his  capacious  grab-bag.  On  page  592  is  given 
an  excellent  picture  of  the  Costa  Bican  man- 
of-war  Yrazu,  late  Pelican.  This  is  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  maritime  sketches  our  ar- 
tist ever  made,  and  is  perfect  in  every  detail. 
We  may  hear  startling  news  from  the  Yrazu 
ere  long,  and  it  would  be  well  to  preserve 
this  excellent  picture.  Our  double-page  il- 
lustration is  described  elsewhere. 


A  Fitting  Accompaniment. 


Crusty  Old  Gent. — "See  here  waiter, 
what's  this  ?" 

Waitek  (Calmly  inspecting  the  article) — 
"That,  sir,  is  a  button  with  a  piece  of  cloth 
attached." 

Old  Gent. — "And  is  that  a  proper  thing 
to  put  in  food  ?" 

Waitek,  (deprecatingly)— "What  would 
you  have  ?  You  couldn't  expect  to  get  a  suit 
of  clothes  in  a  fifteen  cent  plate  of  hash!" 
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A_   FROLICSOME   CROW. 


IN   THREE    PARTS-PART    II. 


1. 

While  roaming  round  the  house  next  day, 

This  wicked-looking  fowl, 
Drops  on  some  herries  in  a  dish, 

And  eats  them  like  an  owl. 


But  still  he  is  on  mischief  hent, 

For,  having  ate  his  fill, 
He  steps  inside,  and  scatters  round 

The  berries  with  his  bill. 


3. 

Too  late  the  dame  discovers  him, 
The  mischief  all  is  done; 

And  nothing's  left  unto  that  crow 
Except  to  up  and  run. 


4. 

So  off  he  starts,  with  many  a  croak 

Across  the  room  he  goes, 
And  leaves  the  imprint  of  his  tracks 

Upon  her  laundried  clothes. 


On  through  the  dishes  still  he  speeds, 
That  dark:  malignant  bird, 

And  smashes  all  the  erock'ry  ware, 
Such  clatter  ne'er  was  heard. 


His  blood  is  up,  his  heart  beats  fast, 

His  ambidext'rous  legs 
Kick  out  and  spill  upon  the  floor 

A  score  or  so  of  eggs. 


7. 

The  breakfast  table  next  he  strikes, 

Was  ever  such  a  fright! 
He  executes  a  grand  pas  seul, 

And  knocks  things  left  and  right. 


8. 
A  wild  delirium  urges  on 

The  evil-minded  scamp, 
The  only  thing  that's  left  to  break 

Is  this  frail  coal  oil  lamp. 


9. 
The  racket  brings  the  dame  and  boy 

To  catch  the  wary  crow; 
Their  strenuous  efforts  are  in  vain; 

They  find  it  is  "no  go." 


10. 

And  while  the  crow  is  running  through 
The  urchin's  legs,  Oh  dear! 

His  mother  falls,  and  runs  the  fork 
Through  little  Tommy's  ear. 


11. 

"Revenge,  K-revenge,"  she  shouts  with  rnge; 

"You  vicious,  shameless  knave;" 
The  bird  just  smiles  beneath  the  sheets 

Upon  that  woman  brave. 


12. 
Upon  the  female's  fated  nose 

He  fastens  his  fell  beak 
We'll  finish  up  this  story 

In  our  issue  of  next  week. 
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Mrs.  Mvra  Clakk  Gaines,  having  had  her 
claim  of  $4,000, 000  against  the  city  of  New 
Orleans  allowed,  is  about  to  squander  it  on 
a  new  daily  paper.  Much  prosperity  hath 
made  her  mad. 

A  lot  of  unimproved  land  was  recently 
sold  in  Georgia  at  the  rate  of  $3  for  one 
hundred  and  sixty  acres.  And  yet  we  pre- 
sume they  have  their  labor  clubs  and  all  that 
kind  of  thing  in  Georgia  as  well  as  here. 

Preparations  are  being  made  to  institute 
direct  trade  between  Oregon  and  Oakland. 
But  what  does  Oregon  Want  of  real  estate  ? 
And  what  does  Oakland  want  of  Oregon 
squashes  ?  Keciprocity  is  manifestly  want- 
ing. 

Butler's  brick,  though  thrown  with  ad- 
mirable dexterity,  seems  to  have  rebounded. 
Fields  gets  the  Door-keepership  and  Shields 
is  to  be  retired  on  full  pay.  The  coolness 
with  which  the  average  Congressman  does 
these  things  would  be  amazing  were  it  not 
so  excessively  common. 

The  Board  of  Supervisors  wants  one  hun- 
dred additional  policemen  immediately.  And 
yet  Russia  is  withdrawing  her  troops  and  the 
British  fleet  is  retiring  from  the  Dardanelles. 
There  is  a  certain  significance  in  this  action 
of  the  City  Fathers  that  we  trust  will  not  es- 
cape the  lynx  eyes  of  the  fiend  that  gathers 
San  Francisco  news  for  the  Associated  Press. 

A  report  reaches  us  from  our  London 
agent  that  the  Police  will  not  allow  the  Wasp 
to  be  sold  on  the  streets  of  that  city,  an  ac- 
count of  our  pictorial  strictures  on  the  vacil- 
lating policy  of  the  Government.  We  can 
stand  it.  We  always  lost  money  on  that  for- 
eign exchange,  anyhow.  If  old  Poker 
Schenck  was  there,  however,  they  wouldn't 
dare  to  do  it. 

As  there  seems  to  be  considerable  trouble 
in  organizing  that  European  Congress,  we 
would  respectfully  suggest  that  our  Ameri- 
can Congress  go  over  there  for  a  while.  We 
can  spare  them  for  an  indefinite  time,  and  if 
Russia  left  anything  in  Turkey  worth  appro- 
priating our  M.  C.Js  will  finish  the  business. 
Our  late  Legislature  might  also  be  thrown 
in,  for  good  measure. 

In  lieu  of  the  alimentary  sustenance  so  ne- 
cessary to  the  existence  of  frail  human  na- 
ture some  of  the  praying  band  offered  an  in- 
digent brother  a  card  bearing  the  legend, 
"Home  made  Happy."  While  conscious  of 
the  favor  conferred,  the  man  remarked  that 
at  the  present  crisis  he  would  have  preferred 


home   made   doughnuts,   but   he   had  to  be 
thankful  for  anything. 

Mr.  Stoct  has  been  iguorniniously  expelled 
from  his  position  as  Secretary  of  "the  second 
illustrated  daily  in  the  world"  company. 
This  is  rather  hard  on  Mr.  Stout,  especially 
as  he  did  nothing.  The  difference  between 
the  money  that  ought  to  have  been  in  the 
concern  and  that  which  really  remained  was 
only  a  little  matter  of  $1,442.64.  They  do 
seem  to  have  been  rather  hard  on  poor  Stout. 

Visalia  and  Indianapolis  are  urging  their 
several  claims  upon  the  Treasury  Department 
for  the  honor  of  getting  the  new  Mint.  Our 
private  prejudice  in  favor  of  Visalia  should 
not  be  allowed  to  influence  the  Government. 
A  good  compromise,  however,  would 
be  Milpitas,  which  with  its  excellent  bank- 
ing facilities  and  fine  position  as  a  distribu- 
ting point  would  be  probably  more  suitable 
than  either. 

An  astounding  discovery  has  just  been 
made.  A  number  of  Eastern  papers  solemn- 
ly say  that  California  is  a  fraud.  Several 
farmers  recently  sold  out  "back  East"; 
rushed  to  California;  found  that  they  had 
either  to  work  here  or  starve ;  braced  up  their 
ears  and  were  wafted  home  again  by  the 
Western  gale;  and  then  told  their  friends 
and  the  wide,  wide  world,  that  California  is 
an  unmitigated  humbug.  It  will  be  difficult 
for  the  State  to  recover  from  this  stunning 
blow. 

A  host  of  double  salary  grabbers  have  been 
ousted  from  the  fire  department.  Almost 
every  subordinate  official  round  the  City  Hall 
and  municipal  establishments,  generally, 
was,  ex  officio  an  extraman  on  some  engine 
or  truck;  and  also  ex  officio,  made  it  a  point 
never  to  spoil  their  good  clothes  by  running 
to  a  fire.  We  are  glad  that  they  are  finally 
ousted,  but  the  double  salary  system  is  by 
no  means  at  an  end  in  the  City  Hall. 

An  eminent  city  preacher,  in  a  recent 
lecture,  gave  utterance  to  this  profound 
truth:  "If  there  is  any  young  man  in  the  au- 
dience about  to  be  married  to  a  young  wo- 
man of  about  his  own  age,  that  future  wife  is 
now  living  somewhere  upon  the  earth."  God 
bless  him  for  his  marvelous  wisdom  and  his 
truly  apostolic  courage  in  giving  it  expres- 
sion. Had  he  not  enunciated  this  remark- 
able apothegm  that  young  man  might  have 
thought  that  his  future  wife  was  either  dead, 


or  had  not  been  born,  or  was  in  the  moon. 
What  harrowing  reflections  he  may  have 
been  spared  by  these  timely  words  of  the 
brave  divine,  he  alone  can  tell. 

If  any  of  our  San  Francisco  philanthro- 
pists contemplate  establishing  a  public 
charity  we  should  advise  them  to  let  it  be 
named  by  the  beneficiaries.  A.  T.  Stewart's 
"Working  Woman's  Home"  was  opened  dur- 
ing the  week;  and,  if  ever  grim  sarcasm  was 
indulged  in,  we  think  the  genius  that  called 
this  caravansary  a  "Working  Women's 
Home"  has  capped  the  climax.  Board  and 
lodging  are  provided  at  $7  a  week — a  reason- 
able rate  when  we  reflect  that  "working  wo- 
men" in  New  York  make  shirts  for  fifty  cents 
a  dozen.  No  sewing  machines,  trunks,  books, 
dogs,  cats,  gold  fish,  canaries,  or  pictures 
are  allowed  in  the  rooms.  The  rules  are 
as  strict  and  arbitrary,  aye  and  about  as 
charitable,  as  old  Stewart  himself.  This 
much-vaunted  hotel  is  a  fitting  monument  to 
the  hard,  close,  parsimonious  old  dry  goods 
prince.  We  venture  to  say  that  no  "work- 
ing woman"  will  ever  be  domiciled  there,  for 
the  simple  reason  that  no  poor  woman  could 
afford  it,  and  no  woman  of  any  independence 
would  submit  to  the  tyrannical  regulations. 
This  is  "doing  good  by  stealth"  with  a  ven- 
geance. 


THE  BROKER  AND  HIS  LOVE. 

Sweet  maid,  with  eyea  of  tender  blue, 
Whose  cheeks  with  hue  so  vivid  blend, 

My  love  has  fondly  pledged  to  you 
A  prompt  "perpetual  dividend." 

I  only  seek  to  gain  your  hand, 

With  "margin"  fair  on  that, 
Because  you  fondly  understand, 

My  heart  is  the  "collat." 

Our  home  shall  be  a  scene  of  joy — 
You  may,  indeed,  on  this  count — 

With  happiness  without  alloy, 
With  naught  per  cent,  of  discount. 

We'll  bid  love  to  the  highest  rate, 

And  take  in  every  share; 
At  premium  then  will  be  our  fate, 

So  free  we'll  be  from  care. 

With  bliss  our  hearts  will  fondly  beat 

To  bless  our  vows'  adoption; 
'Tis  you  can  make  the  pledge  complete — 

You  have  the  "buyer's  option." 

Then  let  us  catch  the  fleeting  hours; 

Speak!  speak!  and  name  the  dayl 
We'll  wed  with  ring  and  orange  flowers, 

And  all  in  the  "regular  way." 


AN  ACROSTICAL  PUZZLE. 

An  enterprise  preeminent 

In  triumph  over  land  and  water; 
A  boon  essential  to  content; 

A  woman,  yet  no  mother's  daughter; 
A  man  whose  work  and  worth  sublime 

Illumine  modern  history  pages; 
A  city,  in  its  vanished  prime, 

Kenowned  for  cynics,  sophists,  sages; 
A  something  that,  at  dead  of  night, 

Awakes  and  entertains  us  sweetly; 
A  weapon  of  acknowledged  might, 

When  drawn  at  need  and  used  discreetly. 
The  initials  of  the  names  combine; 

You'll  see  the  answer  in  a  minute, 
Enhanced  by  many  a  bright  design, 

There's  pith  and  point  and  pathos  in  it. 


SOLUTION. 
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PRINTERS'  WORK 


A  Night  in  the  Composition 
Room  of  a  Great  News- 
paper. 


There  are  few  branches  of  business  of 
which  the  general  public  know  less  than  of 
printers'  work.  People  are  usually  satisfied 
to  receive  their  paper  without  taking  the 
trouble  to  inquire  as  to  the  details  of  the 
labor  employed  in  perfecting  it.  Tet  there 
is  a  widespread  curiosity  to  learn  something 
of  the  genial  typo,  and  to  satisfy  this  we  have 
reproduced  the  following  racy  and  graphic 
account  of  a  night's  work  in  the  office  of  the 
the  New  York  Tribune,  It  will  apply  equally 
to  any  large  newspaper.  The  article  was 
published  some  years  ago,  but  it  has  lost 
nothing  of  its  freshness  or  interest: 

Come  into  the  composition-room  at  five  minutes  of 
seven  in  the  evening.  The  desk  near  the  door  is 
littered  with  copy.  Fifty  printers  are  lounging 
about  the  office  in  their  shirt-sleeves  and  aprons, 
Bmoking,  distributing  type,  correcting  proofs,  swear- 
ing over  the  poor  quality  of  the  gas,  and  asking  what 
number  jumped  out  first  in  the  evening  drawing  of 
the  Kentucky  or  Delaware  lottery.  One  man  is  em- 
ployed solely  in  cutting  the  copy  into  sections  or 
"takes,"  and  marking  directions  for  the  type  in 
which  the  captions  and  sub-captions  of  articles  are 
to  appear.  Every  strip  of  copy  is  dotted  with  guide- 
posts  and  sign-boards,  so  that  the  compositor  can- 
not go  astray.  Here  are  twenty  men  carrying  off 
twenty  pieces  or  "takes"  of  one.  article.  We  will 
suppose  it  to  be  an  editorial  of  Mr.  Greeley's.  The 
copy-cutter  slashes  it  into  twenty  pieces  of  about 
twenty  lines  each.  The  first  piece  he  marks  with  a 
blue  crayon  "1  G,"  the  second  piece  "2  G,"  the 
third  "3  G,"  and  so  on  up  to  "20  G."  The  com- 
positors take  these  pieces  from  the  hook  as  fast  as 
they  are  out  of  copy,  and  as  soon  as  each  piece  is 
put  in  type  the  matter  is  placed  on  a  brass  galley 
(similar  to  a  board  with  a  light  strip  of  wood  on 
each  side),  and  a  small  square  prece  of  white  paper 
marked  "6  G,"  or  whatever  number  designates  the 
piece  just  finished  by  the  compositor;  is  deposited  at 
its  side.  You  may  find  "2"  and  "3  G"  hugging  each 
other  on  the  galley,  followed  by  "5,"  "6"  and  "7 
G,"  with  a  space  left  for  "4  G"  when  finished.  By 
the  arrangement  described,  a  dozen  or  twenty  articles 
may  be  in  process  of  composition  at  the  same  time. 
One  manuscript  will  be  numbered  "1  XX,"  and  so 
on.  The  commercial  review  generally  goes  out 
marked  "Com.,"  the  markets  "Ma.,"  the  Washing- 
ton special  "Wa.,"  Young's  editorial  "1  Y,"  etc., 
and  Hassard's  spicy  criticisms  "Has.,"  etc. 

The  Tribune  compositors,  with  the  exception  of  a 
half  dozen  men  who  work  exclusively  by  daylight, 
reach  the  office  about  one  p.  m.  Three  or  four  hours 
are  then  consumed  in  distributing  the  type  for  the 
night's  work.  From  five  to  six  they  drop  off  to  sup- 
per, returning  about  ten  minutes  of  seven.  As  the 
hour  of  seven  approaches  they  swarm  around  the 
copy-hooks  like  bees  about  a  sugar  cask.  At  five 
minutes  of  seven  the  Chairman  of  the   office  shouts: 

"Well,  it's  time — sail  in.    Who's  first  out?" 

This  "first  out"  is  an  important  matter.  It  takes 
in  the  "fattest"  slice  of  copy  in  the  office,  and  this 
frequently  turns  out  a  five  or  an  eight-dollar  job  in 
one,  two,  or  three  hours.  The  "first  out"  goeB  from 
one  number  to  another  on  each  succeeding  night. 

"Eighteen's  first  out!  Number  Eighteen,  come  up 
to  the  bull-ring!"  shouts  the  Chairman. 

Eighteen  delicately  slips  his  "take"  from  the  hook 
and  drifts  to  his  case,  amid  the  ironical  oh's  and 
ah's  of  his  companions,  who  kindly  offer  him  fabu- 
lous sums  of  money  for  his  luck. 


"Number  Nineteen!"  cries  the  Chairman.  Nine< 
teen  "snakes"  his  take  from  the  hook. 

"Number  Twenty!"  and  Twenty  follows  suit,  and 
thus  they  go  until  every  man  is  supplied  with  copy. 
The  men  lay  their  copy  on  their  cases,  and  stand, 
stick  in  hand,  but  not  a  type  is  picked  up  until  at 
precisely  seven  o'clock,  when   the   Chairman   cries: 

"Time!     S-1-i-n-g  'em!" 

The  type  rattle  in  fifty  five  sticks  at  once,  and  for 
ten  minutes  hardly  anything  is  heard  but  the  steady 
"click,  click"  of  the  metal  letters  within  the  steel 
sticks. 

The  proof-room  bell  rings,  and  the  bell-boy  runs 
up  the  tin  box,  and  draws  therefrom   a   proof-sheet. 

"Proof  for  Number  — !"  yells  the  boy. 

Some  droll  typo  remaras:  "Oh,  no,  that  can't  be— 
must  be  some  mistake  somewnere!" 

As  No. —  happens  to  be  a  notoriously  incorrect 
compositor,  a  general  laugh  follows.  No.  —  retorts 
with  an  intimation  that  the  droll  typo  is  suffering 
from  an  attack  of  the  jim-jams,  and  a  steady  stream 
of  jokes  and  sarcastic  allusions  follow,  until  some 
witty  genius  says,  in  a  grave  voice: 

"Now  we'll  have  the  opening  chorus!"  accompany- 
ing it  with  a  song,  usually  chanted  by  a  brother 
typo  when  on  a  spree,  and  another  round  of  laughter 
follows. 

"Who's  got  9  G!"  shouts  a  wiry  little  fellow, 
adding,  sotto  voce,  "Hang  the  copy!  I  believe  three 
weeks  at  a  writing-school  wouldn't  hurt  Greely!" 

"Hang  your  copy  on  the  hook  if  you  can't  read 
itl"  shouts  an  unsympathizing  companion. 

"Oh,  he  can  read  it  well  enough!"  chimes  in 
another.  "There's  a  fat  'take*  on  the  agate  hook, 
and  he's  a  layin' for  it — that's  what's   the   matter!" 

Here  Captain  Holmes,  a  veteran  one-legged  typo, 
opens  the  door,  ten  minutes  late,  as  usual,  and  sails 
for  his  case  like  a  weather-beaten  frigate.  The 
rattle  and  clatter  of  fifty-five  sticks  beating  a  tatoo 
on  the  cases  salute  him.  The  captain  growls  like  a 
boatswain  on  a  man-of-war,  then  tosses  one  crutch 
under  his  cases,  takes  off  his  coat,  and  propped  on 
his  remaining  crutch,  rolls  up  his  shirt  sleeves  with 
the  majesty  of  an  Ajax  en  deshabille.  He  shakes  up 
the  few  type  remaining  in  his  case,  gets  his  copy,  and 
immediately  wants  to  kDOW  if  "any  gentlemen  has 
any  lower  case  agate  p's  to  give  out?" 

"Come  here,  captain,"  shouts  a  comrade,  and  the 
captain  stumps  off,  and  returns  with  a  fist  full  of 
letters,  which  he  dumps  in  his  p  box.  Then  the 
captain  begins  composition.  In  ten  minutes  a  row 
breaks  out.  The  captain  discovers  a  nest  of  b's  in 
his  p  box,  and  shouts  out; 

"Ah,  Number  Twenty,  what  did  you  give  me  when 
I  went  to  your  case?" 

"Gave  you  what  you  asked  for,  of  course — lower 
case  agate  b's." 

"Yu-fceedam!  I  asked  for  p's-for-putty,  and  you 
gave  me  b's-for-butter!" 

As  the  captain  is  known  to  be  an  inveterate  bor- 
rower, a  roar  of  laughter  breaks  from  the  whole 
room,  and  the  captain  subsides  into  a  low,  lion-like 
growl. 

Here  a  comrade  enters  the  room,  and  says  that  he 
knows  nothing  about  the  row,  but  he  will  bet  five 
dollars  that  the  captain  is  right,  for  he  never  knew 
him  to  be  wrong  in  his  life.  Derisive  cheers  follow, 
and  the  captain's  indignation  again  flames  forth,  and 
gradually  subsides  into  the  stereotyped  growl. 

A  long  silence,  dotted  with  the  "click,  click"  of 
the  type  follows.  At  ten  o'clock  Clement  comes  up- 
stairs, and  designates  the  articles  to  go  in  on  the 
first  side  of  the  paper.  Sam  Walter,  the  old  and 
trusty  night  foreman,  whose  Chesterfieldian  qualities 
have  endeared  him  to  every  printer  who  has  stuck  a 
type  in  the  Tribuiie  office  for  the  last  eighteen  years, 
dumps  the  type  in  the  form,  amid  much  tribulation 
over  the  work  of  some  "infernal  blacksmith,"  who 
has  corrected  nonpareil  type  with  minion,  and  the 
pages  slide  off  to  the  stereotyper's  room. 

At  midnight  the  copy  gives  out.  Clement  is  sent 
for  and  asked  for  copy.     He  has  none. 

"Shall  I  let  off  a  couple  of  phalanxes?"  inquires 
Kimball. 


"No,  sir,"  is  the  reply;  "I  expect  a  four-column 
telegraphic  report  of  Stanton's  speech  at  Cleveland." 

"Bogus  is  in  order.  Put  yonr  names  down  on  the 
slate  as  fast  as  you're  out  of  copy,"  crieB  Kimball, 
and  down  go  a  dozen  names.  When  copy  gives  out 
the  compositors  are  put  to  work  on  matter  never 
used  in  the  paper.  This  is  termed  "bogus  matter." 
The  office  allows  the  men  this  privilege,  because  it 
would  be  unjust  to  require  them  to  hang  round  the 
office  waiting  for  copy  in  the  dead  hours  of  night, 
without  appropriate  remuneration.  By  two  A.  M. 
Stanton's  speech  is  all  in.  The  men  are  divided 
into  seven  phalanxes,  which  are  let  off,  phalanx 
after  phalanx,  as  their  services  are  no  longer  needed. 

"Have  you  got  'good-night'  from  Washington  yet, 
Clem?"  asks  Kimball. 

"Yes;  Jim  Young  shut  up  an  hour  ago,  but  the 
Associated  Press  is  telegraphing  its  usual  mess  of 
stuff  about  the  Land  Office  and  the  Statistical 
Bureau.    Let  off  four  phalanxes!" 

Kimball  shouts:  "First,  third,  fifth,  and  seventh 
phalanxes  close  up  and  slope!" 

The  wearied  typos  drop  their  sticks,  and  totter 
down  the  iron  stairs.  At  2.30  a.m.  Dr.  Wood  comes 
up  from  the  editorial  room,  and  tosses  a  blue  tissue 
sheet  of  paper  on  the  table,  with  the  words  "Good 
Night"  thereon. 

■  'No  more  copy !  Here's  a  proof  for  the  Correcting 
Phalanx!"  comes  from  Sam  Walter,  and  the  work  of 
the  typo  is  done.  . 

The  type  is  pitched  intc*the  pages,  which  must  be 
in  the  stereotype  room  by  three  a.m.,  for  the  paper  to 
catch  the  mails,  and  after  a  hard  half-hour's  sweat- 
ing, fretting,  swearing  and  tearing,  the  newspaper 
is  launched  for  the  day,  and  by  four  a.m.  a  dull 
rumbling  in  the  lower  regions  announces  that  the 
presses  are  masticating  paper,  thoughts  and  ideas 
that  will  be  scattered  throughout  the  Union  before 
the  morning  hour  again  rolls  around. 

The  Tribune  compositors  earn  from  $20  to  $35 per 
week.  During  the  war  bills  frequently  ran  up  to 
$50  and  $70  per  week.  The  printers  who  formerly 
stuck  type  at  the  side  of  Horace  Greeley  have  died 
out  of  the  office.  Horace  himself,  though  a  practical 
printer,  rarely  visits  the  composing-room.  The  last 
time  the  writer  saw  him  at  work  in  the  composition- 
room  was  at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  fol- 
lowing President  Lincoln's  election,  when  he  ran 
his  eye  over  the  type  of  the  New  York  election  table 
on  the  editorial  page,  and  suddenly  cried  out: 

"Here,  Sam,  bring  me  a  bodkin;  some  infernal 
fool  has  spelled  Pittsburg  with  an  "h!'  " 

And  though  the  pressmen  were  impatiently  clang- 
ing the  bells  for  the  forms,  Horace  deliberately  drew 
a  jack-knife  from  his  pocket  and  dug  the  h's  out 
before  he  would  allow  the  form  to  go  down. 


Song  of  The  Printer. 

Pick  and  click 

Goes  the  type  in  the  stick, 
As  the  printer  stands  at  his  case; 
His  eyes  glance  quick,  and  his  fingers  pick 

The  type  at  a  rapid  pace; 
And  one  by  one,  as  the  letters  go, 
Words  are  piled  up  steady  and  slow- 
Steady  and  slow, 

But  still  they  grow, 
And  words  of  fire  they  soon  will  glow; 
Wonderful  words  that,  without  a  sound. 
Traverse  the  earth  to  its  utmost  bound; 

Words  that  shall  make 

The  tyrant  quake, 
And  the  fetters  of  the  oppress'd  shall  break; 
Words  that  can  crumble  an  army's  might, 
Or  treble  its  strength  in  a  righteous  fight; 
Yet  the  type  they  look  but  leaden  and  dumb, 
As  he  puts  them  in  place  with  finger  and  thumb; 

But  the  printer  smiles, 

And  his  work  beguiles 
By  chanting  a  song  as  the  letters  he  piles, 

With  pick  and  click, 
Like  the  world's  chronometer,  tick!  tick!  tickl 
O,  where  is  the  man  with  such  simple  tools 

Can  govern  the  world  as  I? 
With  a  printing  press,  an  iron  stick, 

And  a  little  leaden  die, 
With  paper  of  white,  and  ink  of  black, 
I  support  the  Eight,  and  the  Wrong  attack. 

Say,  where  is  he,  or  who  may  he  be, 

That  can  rival  the  printer's  power? 

To  no  monarchs  that  live  the  wall  doth  he  give — 
Their  sway  lasts  only  an  hour: 

While  the  printer  still  grows,  and  God  only  knows 
When  his  might  shall  cease  to  tower. 
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The  Bloviating  San  Franciscan. 
For  a  superlative  specimen  of  the  genuine, 
unadulterated,  self-vaunting  blow-hard,  com- 
mend us  to  the  average  "old  San  Franciscan 
Possessed  of  an  immeasurable  conceit  of  him- 
self and  the  immense  superiority  of  all  his  sur- 
roundings over  all  other  people  and  things, 
it  is  his  delight  to  give  expression  to  thanks 
that  he  is  not  as  other  men,  and  that  the  city 
of  his  pride  and  boast  is,  sui  generis,  a  munici- 
pality beyond  compare,  a  bright  cosmopoli- 
tan gem  that  dazzles  the  envious  eyes  of 
other  cities  and  shines  with  a  refulgence  that 
attracts  the  admiring  gaze  of  the  whole  civi- 
lized world.  "There's  no  nonsense  about 
us"  says  the  old  S.  F.  "We  are  not  like  the 
old-fogy  cities  of  the  East.  Business  is 
business  with  us,  and  we  do  it  with  a  rush. 
We  make  and  lose  fortunes  in  a  day.  We 
gamble  at  stocks  and  every  other  hazard,  and 
when  we  lose  we  don't  squeal.  We  have  got 
the  sand,  we  have !  Look  at  the  city  we've 
built  in  a  quarter  of  a  century!  Look  at  our 
palaces  on  Nob  Hill !  Look  at  our  magnifi- 
cent harbor  I  Look  at  our  Cliff  House  road ! 
Look  how  we  celebrate  the  Fourth  of  July! 
Look  at  the  way  we  spend  our  money  I  I  tell 
you  there's  nothing  mean  about  us!  "and  the 
old  S.  F.  steps  up  to  the  bar,  throws  out  a 
handful  of  silver  and  invites  the  crowd  to 
join  him  in  a  drink,  at  the  same  time  mental- 
ly contemplating  the  consternation  that  such 
liberality  would  provoke,  if  indulged  in 
away  down  East  among  the  blue-bellied 
Yankees.  The  old  S.  F.  is  sincere  in  his  self- 
glorification,  and  would,  no  doubt,  be  terrib- 
ly indignant  at  any  attempt  to  destroy  his 
conceited  delusion.  But  it  is  a  delusion,  and 
the  sooner  it  is  destroyed  the  better  for  him 
and  for  the  city.  The  fact  is  that  we  have 
but  little  of  which  to  boast  and  much  of 
which  we  should  feel  ashamed.  Our  people 
are  mean  even  to  parsimony  where  they  should 
be  liberal,  and  prodigal  to  recklessness  where 
they  should  be  frugal.  We  have  one  of  the 
worst-governed  cities  on  the  American  con- 
tinent. Our  boasted  summer  winds  fill  our 
eyes  and  lungs  with  dust  because  we  are  too 
mean  to  sprinkle  our  streets,  which  are  filled 
with  decaying  animal  and  vegetable  filth,  be- 
cause we  are  to  mean  to  keep  them  clean. 
Our  sewers  breed  pestilence  and  disease,  and 
death  cuts  down  the  rising  generation  in  ap- 
palling numbers  because  we  are  too  mean  to 
construct  a  proper  sewerage  system,  or  to 
cleanse  the  sewers  we  now  have.  There  is 
not  a  mile  of  continuous  decent  pavement  in 
San  Francisco,  nor  a  continuous  half  a  mile 
of  decent  sidewalks.  We  have  no  public 
municipal  edifice  to  which  we  can  point  with 
pride,  and  few  that  are  not  a  positive  dis- 
grace. Our  City  Hall  is  only  held  together 
by  an  interlacing  of  iron  rods  put  in  to  pre- 
vent its  tumbling  down.  Our  new  City  Hall 
is  an  abortion  and  an  eye  sore,  fronting  to 
the  north  on  a  small  side  street,  because  our 
citizens  were  too  niggardly  to  retain  the 
Park  on  Market  street.  Any  other  people 
would  have  scouted  the  idea  of  selling  this 
land,  but  the  wicked  job  was  easily  carried 
through  under  the  false  cry  of  economy.  The 
Black  Hole  at  Calcutta  has  its  counterpart 
in  our  city  prison,  and  the  poorest,   tax-rid- 


den county  in  the  State,  staggering  on  the 
verge  of  bankruptcy  and  repudiation,  has  a 
better  jail.  Our  public  squares  are  but  bleak 
patches  sparsely  sprinkled  with  stunted  pines 
and  eucalypti,  and  the  whole  city  does  not 
boast  a  monument,  a  piece  of  statuary,  a  pub- 
lic fountain  or  any  other  artistic  embellish- 
ment. Citizens  are  garroted  in  the  early 
evening  hours  and  the  mid-night  burglar 
pursues  his  calling  unmolested,  because  of 
the  inadequacy  of  our  police  force.  Mobs  of 
men  openly  threaten  life  and  property  with- 
out restraint,  because  our  people  are  too  in- 
tent on  money  getting  and  money  spending 
to  prevent  the  reins  of  municipal  government 
from  falling  into  the  hands  of  cowardly  dem- 
agogues. Public  spirited  citizens  who  urge 
greater  liberality  are  met  with  a  suspicion  of 
selfish  jobbery,  and  the  illiberal  obstruc- 
tionist who  braces  his  fore  feet  in  the  path 
of  progress  and  bucks  like  a  government 
mule  against  the  march  of  improvement, 
commands  the  homage  of  his  fellow  citizens. 
We  appeal  to  the  calm  intelligence  of  our 
readers  if  this  is  not  a  true  picture.  The 
cause  is  obvious.  The  average  citizen  is  mean 
even  unto  stinginess  where  he  should  be  lib- 
eral, and  extravagant  unto  profusion 
where  he  should  be  economical.  The  very 
men  who  throw  away  three  or  four  dollars  a 
day  in  bar-rooms  would  oppose  any  public 
improvement  that  would  add  the  amount  of  one 
day's  whisky  money  to  their  annual  taxes. 
This  is  their  idea  of  liberality.  They  would 
risk  thousands  on  a  turn  at  the  Stock  Board, 
and  scorn  the  slow,  plodding,  certain  road  to 
wealth.  They  would  pay  assessments  to 
thieving  mine  managers  without  a  murmur, 
and  oppose  with  all  their  might  and  influence 
any  public  improvement  which  would  in- 
crease their  taxes.  Let  good  government, 
municipal  improvements,  wise  sanitary  meas- 
ures, clean  streets,  beautiful  parks  and 
drives,  artistic  adornments  and  all  else  that 
is  calculated  to  make  the  city  attractive  and 
a  desirable  home  go  to  the  devil,  say  they, 
and  let  us  live  on  in  the  maddening  whirl  of 
stock  gambling  and  speculation,  making 
money  and  spending  it  like  princes  to  show 
the  world  what  a  liberal,  whole-souled  peo- 
ple we  are,  and  that  "there's  nothing  mean 
about  us."  In  the  mean  time  the  despised 
down  East  Yankee  of  the  azure-tinted  ab- 
domen, stupidly  unconcious  of  the  existence 
of  these  "devilish  good  fellows,"  goes  along 
in  his  quiet  way.  His  cities  are  adorned  with 
fine  public  buildings,  well  paved  streets, 
beautiful  parks  and  drives,  public  squares 
adorned  with  statuary,  fountains,  and  every 
improvement  calculated  to  make  them  attrac- 
tive and  pleasant.  Throughout  the  New 
England,  Middle  and  Western  States  are 
towns  comparatively  unknown  to  the  average 
S.  F.  which  have  all  these  improvements  and 
attractions  which  San  Francisco  lacks,  and 
to  an  extent  that  would  put  him  to  the  blush 
if  the  thick  hide  of  his  conceit  were  suscep- 
tible of  penetration.  Then  let  him  stop  his 
boasting.  Let  his  liberality  take  a  practical 
and  useful  direction,  and  if  he  is  one  half  as 
free  with  his  money  in  the  improving  and 
embellishing  the  city  of  which  he  brags  so 
much,  as  in  the  purchase  of  bit  drinks  and 
two  bit  cigars,  he  may  yet  live  to  see  the  time 
when  his  boastful  claims  will  at  least  have  a 
leg  to  stand  on. 


# 


Alsop.— Declined  with  thanks. 

E.  A.  G. — Your  communication  will  be 
found  on  page  586. 

Potdkas. — We  cannot  reveal  the  names  of 
our  correspondents. 

Cubuje. — There  are  three  pages  of  your 
manuscript  missing.   Please  send  them  along. 

F.  W.  Gr. — Your  verses  have  been  received. 
We  deem  it  impolitic  to  publish  them  at 
present. 

H.  J.  L. — Your  verses  are  unavoidably 
crowded  out  this  week.  With  your  permis- 
sion we  shall  publish  them  in  our  next  issue. 

B.  E. — Caffir  is  pronounced  as  spelled,  not 
Kawfyeer,  as  you  seem  to  think.  Why,  that 
would  make  you  kawf  yeer  head  off  in  trying 
to  enunciate  it.  Therefore,  take  our  advice, 
and  don't  try. 

J.  E.  M.,  Eureka,  Cal. — Becent  events 
that  have  occurred  here  have  taken  the  wind 
out  of  your  sails,  as  it  were.  The  ticket  you 
have  made  up  for  the  coming  Gubernatorial 
contest  happily  has  little  significance  now. 

Lawson. — Get  an  encyclopedia,  and  you 
.vill  find  what  you  want.  Our  space  is  too 
imited  to  reproduce  whole  articles.  Any  of 
our  libraries  will  let  you  look  long  enough  at 
the  book  to  acquire  the  information  desired. 

Cobiolanus. — Our  dramatic  editor  has  not 
■  [uite  examined  your  six-act  tragedy.  He  says, 
lowever,  that  your  dramatic  cutting  up  re- 
quires a  considerable  amount  of  judicious 
cutting  down.  We  have  given  out  the  con- 
tract. 

Mekhivale. — It  is  not  often  that  a  journa- 
list is  called  upon  to  expose  his  ignorance, 
but  in  this  case  it  is  unavoidable.  We  don't  ■ 
know  whether  there  is  a  hell  or  not,  but  we 
know  that  there  is  one  less  since  the  Legis- 
lature adjourned. 

Sheridan. — Press  of  business  has  prevented 
us  from  giving  the  necessary  amount  of  at- 
tention to  your  manuscript.  The  story,  you 
will  recollect,  is  very  long,  and  the  minute 
examination  it  requires  will  necessarily  take 
some  time.  Shall  give  you  the  result  of  our 
investigation  either  in  this  column  or  by 
mail. 

S.  J.  T. — Much  as  we  regretted  the  action 
of  the  Electoral  Commission,  regard  for  the 
peace  and  welfare  of  the  commonwealth  for- 
bids us  to  reopen  the  discussion  of  questions 
settled  by  that  tribunal.  In  an  abstract 
point  of  view  Mr.  Blair  may  be  right,  but, 
just  now,  we  think  his  action  injudicious. 
Better  wait  till  1880,  Sam,  and  then  we'll  see 
what  we  can  do  for  you. 


sq*K>.  * 
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PUBLIC  OPINION     TO   HONEST    W0RK1NGMAN 


NIV  FRIEND.  THOSE   FELLOWS      ARE   SPOll_lN< 
YOU"  IF   YOU    ATTEMPT       TO    EAT    IT.* 


©*« 


SOUP, 


SUCH     INGREDIENTS     MAKE   AN    UNPALATABLE     COMPOUND.    IT    WILL      SICKEN 
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Selections  From  a  Mail  Bag. 


BY  E.   A.  o. 


San  Fbancisco,  April  5,  1878. 
Your  welcome  letter  came  to  hand 


Dear  Blanche: 


A  week  ago,  upon  the  "Overland;" 
And  dearest,  I  am  greatly  pleased  to  hear 
That  now,  at  last,  your  wedding  day  is  near; 
With  what  impatience,  darling,  shall  I  wait 
The  missive  which  relates  your  happy  fate. 
Heigho !  when  will  the  lucky  time  approach 
That  brings  to  me  a  husband  and  a  coach, 
A  costly  wardrobe,  fashionably  made, 
A  handsome  house? — Ah,  never,  I'm  afraid. 
But,  pshaw!  I  should  not  thus  anticipate; 
You'd  much  prefer  to  hear  about  a  fete 
Which  I  attended  just  one  week  ago, 
Accompanied  by  Fred,  my  latest  beau; 
Just  here,  I  think  you'd  like  to  have  me  tell 
A  little  of  the  man  who  loves  your  Belle — 
Pout  not,  sweet  Blanche,  for  he  is  not  a  siceW; 
But  to  proceed:  in  person  he  is  tall, 
(Tall  men,  you  know,  are  darlings  at  a  ball,) 
And  rather  slim,  but  that  is  not  a  flaw, 
While  I  have  always  hated  embonpoint. 
Of  course  his  hands  are  very  small  and  neat, 
While  words  will  not  do  justice  to  his  feet. 
You  ought  to  see  him  gliding  in  a  dance; 
You  ought  to  catch  the  ardor  of  his  glance. 
His  features  are  superb — nose,  eyes  and  mouth 
All  show  the  pleasing  passion  of  the  South. 
I  must  admit  that  Fred  is  rather  rash, 
And  has  some  little  faults;  but  that  mustache 
Atones  for  all;  you  ought  to  see  the  twirl 
Fred  gives  it  when  he  sees  a  pretty  girl. 
My  candor,  Blanche,  compels  me  to  admit, 
That  Fred's  conceit  is  greater  than  his  wit. 
He  has  a  leaning  toward  his  looking-glass, 
(But  that's  a  venial  error — let  it  pass) 
And  though  his  education  is  but  slight, 
Folks  pardon  that;  his  money  makes  all  right. 

Excuse  me,  Blanche,  I  near  forgot  the  fete, 

A  theme  far  more  absorbing  made  it  wait. 

The  ton  were  there;  the  ladies  were  costumed, 

Bouged,  powder'd,  jewelled,  and,  of  course,  perfumed 

Of  diamonds  there  was  quite  a  handsome  show, 

But  since  their  prices  are  so  very  low, 

They  really  are  no  evidence  of  style — 

I  wouldn't  wear  them  (Blanche,  you  needn't  smile). 

You  know  Miss  J ?    She  had  the  horrid  taste 

To  wear  a  yellow  sash  around  her  waist; 

And  Mrs.  B had  on  a  shocking  dress; 

It  was  the  ugliest  there — that  all  confess. 

Yet  still  there  were  some  charming  toilets  there; 

Fred  said  that  I  myself  looked  pretty  fair. 

Last  but  not  least,  there  was  a  splendid  band, 

Which  opera-ted  in  a  manner  grand. 

The  general  verdict,  Blanche,  is  that  the  feU, 

With  one  or  two  exceptions,  was  first-rate. 

To  change  the  theme;  on  Sunday  last  I  went 

To  church  to  see  a  very  sad  event; 

It  was  a  funeral,  and  every  seat 

Was  occupied,  while  some  stood  on  their  feet. 

A  gentleman  on  going  to  his  pew, 

To  seat  a  lady,  found  it  crowded  too. 

On  being  asked  to  move,  a  fellow  there 

Refused  to  do  so,  and  commenced  to  swear; 

On  being  asked  a  second  time,  the  brute 

With  manner  churlish,  moved  about  a  foot. 

But  when  the  service  ceased,  this  precious  jewel 

Besought  the  gentleman  to  fight  a  duel. 

His  inclination  was  not  gratified; 

No  shots  were  fired,  and  neither  person  died. 

You've  heard  of  Bones,  the  naughty,  wicked  man, 
Now  Democrat,  anon  Republican, 
Last  month  for  labor,  now  the  friend  of  Water, 
To-day  for  peace,  to-morrow  all  for  slaughter. 

Our  theatres  are  running — well  they  may, 
The  wonder  is  they  do  not  run  away. 
When  seats  are  empty  pockets  are  not  full, 
Or  else  I  am  unusually  dull, 
But,  by  the  way,  is  it  not  surprising 
That  men  should  say  ice  love  italicizing. 
Now,  if  I  can  believe  my  sober  eyes, 
I'm  sure  that  /do  not  italicize. 

But,  at  this  rate,  I'll  fill  a  second  quire, 
And,  Love,  'tiB  true  that  I  should  now  retire, 
In  quiet  sleep  to  seek  for  sweet  repose, 
Which  can't  be  done  unless  this  letter  close. 
So,  Blanche,  dear  Blanche,  good-by,  adieu,  farewell. 
From  your  affectionate  and  loving 

Belle. 


The  Very  Freahefct  American  Humor 

A  Southern  paper  regrets  that  something 
can  not  be  done  to  induce  the  blacks  in  some 
of  the  overcrowded  sections  to  emigrate  to 
Liberia.  It  never  occured  to  the  editor  to 
start  a  report  that  they  raise  watermelons  as 
big  a  cow  over  there. 

Canada  is  figuring  for  a  prohibitory  liquor 
law,  and  in  the  uame  of  the  United  States  of 
America,  we  demand  that  the  effort  be 
crushed  like  a  serpent.  With  this  sort  of  a 
law  in  Canada,  where  are  our  citizens  who 
run  away  with  other  people's  money  to  find 
safety  and  comfort  ? 

The  newspapers  have  now  started  the  ques- 
tion of  the  handsomest  editor  in  America. 
Colonel  McClure  seems  to  be  the  favorite  at 
the  start,  but  we  shall  bide  our  time  and 
calmly  arrange  to  bo  "at  home"  when  the  re- 
turns comes  in  and  the  brass  band  halts  in 
front  of  our  house. 

The  Governor  of  Wyoming  Territory  needs 
relaxation,  and  so  he  is  going  to  visit  the 
metropolis  of  Nebraska.  The  bridge  is  one 
of  the  curiosities  of  the  metropolis,  and  at 
low  water  it  is  a  very  high  bridge.  There  is 
also  a  brewery  at  Omaha,  but  at  high  water 
the  beer  is  muddy. 

A  Kansas  Judge  has  decided,  inasmuch  as 
the  law  considers  a  man  and  wife  one,  they 
are  both  entitled  to  admittance  upon  a  ticket 
admitting  "One."  Should  the  Khedive  of 
Egypt  with  his  nine  hundred  wives  visit  Kan- 
sas, places  of  amusement  will  be  closed  dur- 
ing his  sojourn. 

The  exhilaration  with  which  a  man  will 
walk  up  and  plank  down  a  ten  dollar  bill  at 
the  dedication  of  a  church  he  never  expects 
to  attend,  can  only  be  counterbalanced  by 
the  indignation  that  permeates  every  fibre  of 
his  being  when  he  is  presented  with  a  bill 
for  five  years'  subscription  due  on  his  home 
paper. 

The  resident  of  Washington  Territory 
having  heard  that  another  man  had  settled 
in  the  western  part  of  the  territory,  imme- 
diately applied  for  admission  into  the  Union 
as  a  State,  and  has  promised  to  elect  the 
other  man  to  the  legislature,  if  the  other 
man  will  pledge  himself  to  vote  for  him  for 
United  States  Senator. 

Lord  Boseberrt  has  given  Miss  Rothschild, 
his  bethrothed,  the  largest  sapphire  in  the 
world  known  to  exist. — Boston  Post.  They 
say  it's  most  as  big  as  a  small  house,  and 
that  Roseberry  loves  Hannah  like  a  house- 
sapphire.  But  if  we  were  the  Koseberries 
we  should  not  like  to  have  such  a  Sapphirer 
and  Hannah-nigh-us  in  the  family. 

Henry  Stanley  is  believed  by  the  Liver- 
pool Mercury  to  be  egotistical.  A  fellow 
whose  ego  has  been  for  some  years  dodging 
cannibals  and  inventing  schemes  to  keep  his 
particular  spare-ribs  out  of  their  dinner  pot, 
has  perhaps  a  trifle  of  a  right  to  be  egotisti- 
cal. He  must  have  fallen  into  the  unpleas- 
ant habit  of  thinking  about  himself  very  in- 
tently. 


Babies  are  occasionally  spanked,  but,  as 
modern  statistics  prove,  not  half  often 
enough.  The  only  real  pleasure  that  a  baby 
ever  affords  is  to  the  man  that  does  the  spank- 
ing. There  is  a  noble  spirit  of  might,  of 
grandeur,  as  it  were,  in  the  breast  of  every 
man  who  gets  hold  of  the  spanking  end  of 
an  infant,  and  realizes  that  his  is  to  be  the 
hand  that  chasteneth. 

A  boy  in  a  Sunday-school  proposed  a  ques- 
tion to  be  answered  the  Sunday  following: 
"How  many  letters  does  the  Bible  contain?" 
The  answer  was  three  millions  five  hundred 
and  thirty  thousand  three  hundred  and 
thirty-three.  The  superintendent  says  to 
James,  "Is  that  right  ?"  "No,  sir,"  was  the 
prompt  reply.  "Will  you  please  tell  us  how 
many  there  are,  then?"      "Twenty-six,  sir." 


"Wliose  Keepin'  De  Books?" 

We  met  "Old  Mose"  yesterday,  and  no- 
ticed that  there  was  a  dark  cloud  hovering 
over  his  despondent  brow. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Uncle?"    we  asked. 

He  shook  his  head  as  if  he  had  nothing 
left  to  live  for,  and  said: 

"I'se  in  a  peck  of  trouble.  De  Lord 
knows  where  dis  heah  is  gwine  to  end.  I'se 
done  gib  it  up." 

"What  is  the  trouble  about?" 

After  several  sighs  that  seemed  to  come  up 
from  the  bottom  of  his  boots,  he  explained 
that  he  was  the  Secretary  of  the  local  colored 
lodge  of  Free  Masons;  that  he  was  the  custo- 
dian of  the  books;  that  for  keeping  the  books 
he  was  paid  by  the  lodge  $10  a  month;  that 
every  Saturday  night,  after  the  lodge  was 
over,  he  carried  the  books  home  and  turned 
them  over  to  the  "ole  'ooman,  Aunt  Dinah," 
for  safekeeping,  and  she  stowed  them  away 
in  her  trunk,  "along  wid  her  'flshal  flowers, 
an'  fedders,  and  finery,  and  sich."  He  also 
stated  that  he  had  forgotten  to  mention  '.q 
Aunt  Dinah  that  he  was  receiving  ten  dollars 
a  month  for  keeping  the  books,  and  he  had 
uniformly  forgotten  to  turn  over  to  her  the 
aforesaid  ten  dollars,  but  had  squandered  the 
same  for  his  own  little  personal  expenses; 
that  some  unknown  demon  had  informed 
Dinah  that  Old  Mose  was  getting  ten  dollars 
for  keeping  the  books,  and  consequently, 
when  he  remarked  the  other  evening  that  it 
being  time  for  him  to  go  to  the  lodge,  and 
upon  requesting  her  to  hand  him  out  the 
books,  instead  of  doing  so  she  sat  down  on 
the  trunk,  and  positively  refused  to  turn 
over  the  documents,  until  he  paid  over  the 
ten  dollars.  When  he  told  her  the  ten  dol- 
lars were  his'n  for  keeping  the  books,  she  re- 
torted: "Who's  been  keepin'  dem  ar  books  ? 
Hasn't  I  been  keepin'  de  books  in  de  trunk 
all  de  time  ?  Han'  out  dem  funds  wats  comin' 
to  me  for  keepin'  de  books." 

"What  did  you  tell  her,  Mose  ?" 

"I  tole  her  I  wanted  dem  books  to  keep  de 
minits  in,  dat  she  didn't  know  how  to  keep 
de  books,  but  she  'lowed  she  was  gwine  to 
show  me  she  knowed  how  to  keep  de  books, 
and  foah  God!  she  is  a  keepin'  'em.  De 
lodge  has  pinted  a  committee  to  investigate 
my  accounts,  and  dar  she  is  squattin'  on  de 
trunk  holdin'  out  her  han'  for  the  $10  I'se 
done  spent.  Doesn't  yer  know  somebody 
who  wants  $10  wuff  of  white  washin'  done  in 
advance?" 
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The  sixth  complimentary  entertainment 
and  ball  of  the  Orion  Club  will  take  place  at 
Piatt's  Hall,  Tuesday  evening,  April  23d. 

By  the  way,  we  wonder  how  Duncan  is 
getting  along !  Say  something  for  yourself, 
Dune;  you  are  getting  forgotten — perhaps 
preparatory  to  your  honorable  discharge. 

Valentine  Baker,  ex-Colonel  of  the  Tenth 
Hussars,  has  been  reinstated  in  the  good 
graces  of  the  British  people  for  his  bravery 
in  the  Eastern  war.  Even  Billy  Carr  might 
take  heart  at  this. 

It  is  recommended  that  the  substitute  po- 
licemen, so  far  as  available,  be  appointed  on 
the  new  police.  "We  hope  the  recommenda- 
tion will  be  acted  upon,  as  most  of  the  men 
know  their  business. 

The  "second  illustrated  daily  in  the  world" 
is  about  $200  in  debt.  It  would  have  had  a 
fair  chance  of  success  if  it  had  not  published 
any  pictures  or  original  reading  matter.  It 
has,  however,  given  up  the  former  practice; 
but  even  that  will  scarcely  save  it. 

A  daily  paper,  perhaps  the  Call,  has  a  bril- 
liant but  guarded  editorial  on  "What  Spring 
Brings  In."  It  doesn't  seem  to  cover  the 
ground,  however.  Spring  will  bring  us  mos- 
quitoes, and  green  peas,  and  cucumbers,  and 
picnics,  and  dust,  and  stomach  aches,  and 
fleas  and  hay  fever,  and — but  this  is  going 
too  far;  if  anybody  desires  to  enumerate  the 
blessings  of  spring,  let  them  sail  in.  "We 
pass. 

"It  is  said  that  the  citizens  of  Oakland  are 
going  to  enter  the  10,000  acres  of  overflowed 
lands  at  the  water  front." — Sac.  Bee.  "We 
scarcely  believe  this;  but,  if  it  be  true,  we 
should  strongly  advise  them  to  wait  for  more 
genial  weather.  The  water  is  rather  cool 
yet.  Then  again,  half  of  them  can't  swim, 
and  as  there  are  not  life  preservers  enough 
to  go  round,  we  are  in  imminent  danger  of 
losing  the  Modern  Athens  if  it  takes  water 
in  that  way.  But  all  this  may  be  a  canard 
manufactured    by   some  envious  Frisky-uns. 

"When  that  New  York  story  paper  gets 
through  with  "The  Sarpint  of  Siskiyou,"  it 
proposes  to  commence  an  exciting  serial,  the 
hero  of  which  is  called  "the  hunky  boy  with 
the  calico  eye."  This  we  learn  from  a  circu- 
lar sent  for  publication  in  the  Wasp.     For 


obvious  reasons  it  isn't  printed  this  week, 
perhaps  it  never  will.  But  this  does  not  de- 
ter us  from  announcing  that  preparations 
have  been  made  to  publish  in  the  New  York 
Sunday  School  Exciter  the  thrilling  tale  of 
"The  Painter's  Doom,  or  the  Bloody  Putty 
Knife,"  to  be  followed  by  the  moral  narra- 
tives entitled  "The  Waiter's  Fate,  or  the 
Broken  Side-dish,"  "The  Pool  of  Blood,  or 
the  Bullock's  Destiny";  "A  Bummer's  Honor, 
or  The  Outcast  of  North  Beach,"  and  several 
other  instructive  and  highly  edifying  ro- 
mances. The  Branch  Prison  at  Folsom  will 
soon  be  ready  to  accommodate  a  few  of  the 
readers. 


"A  Domestic  Tax." 

We  understand  that  some  complaint  is 
made  in  official  circles  at  Washington,  that 
the  income  of  the  Government  is  not  ade- 
quate. We  have  long  suspected  this,  and 
offer  the  following  suggestions,  which  may 
come  handy  in  drafting  a  new  revenue  bill: 

A  tax  on  all  unmarried  men  over  fifteen 
years  of  age,  to  be  increased  a  certain  per 
cent,  each  year. 

A  tax  on  unmarried  women  over  fourteen 
years  of  age,  to  be  increased  a  certain  per 
cent,  each  year, 

A  tax  on  a  wife. 

A  tax  on  a  husband. 

A  tax  on  female  children. 

A  tax  on  all  children  weighing   over 

pounds  at  birth. 

A  tax  on  the  seventh  son  of  a  seventh  son 
of  a  son  of  a  gun. 

A  tax  on  a  second  wife,  third  wife,  etc. 

A  tax  on  a  second  husband,  third  husband, 
fourth  husband,  fifth  husband,  etc.,  and  so 
on. 


Newark. 
We  chanced  to  be  in  a  crowd  a  few  days 
since,  where  Newark  was  the  topic  under  dis- 
cussion. .  It  seems  that  several  of  the  party 
had  just  returned  from  that  place  and  were 
retailing  their  experiences  and  deductions. 
We  gathered  these  facts:  that  Newark  was  a 
delightfully  located  place  for  a  home;  that 
Newark  possessed  rare  facilities  for  manufac- 
tures; that  Newark  was  within  easy  reaching 
distance  of  the  city;  that  liberal  terms  were 
offered  purchasers;  that  the  soil  was  wonder- 
fully fertile;  that  water  was  abundant;  that 
folks  were  getting  thoroughly  interested  in 
the  facts  and  figures  in  regard  to  Newark. 
"Now,  the  long  and  short  of  it  is,"  said  one 
honest-spoken  man,  "I  am  going  to  put  in 
my  bid  for  a  few  acres,  and  I'm  going  to  put 
me  up  a  little  house,  take  my  family  down, 
and  put  my  boys  to  work.  They  will  go  to 
the  devil  if  I  stay  in  San  Francisco  much 
longer  1"  That  man  meant  just  what  he  said. 
His  boys  were  going  to  the  devil  for  the  want 
of  something  to  do.  Many  are  the  boys- 
promising  boys  too — that  are  in  the  same  un- 
happy plight  from  the  same  unfortunate  rea- 
son. They  need  to  be  put  to  work: 
"Labor  is  life! — 'Tis  trie  still  water  faileth; 
Idleness  ever  despaireth,  bewaileth; 
Keep  the  watch  wound,  or  the  dark  rust  assaileth." 

We  commend  the  attention  of  our  readers 
to  the  great  sale  of  Newark  lands,  that  is  to 
come  off  on  the  22d  of  the  present  month. 
Meantime,  learn  just  as  much  as  you  can 
about  the  place.  Go  to  the  Nevada  Block, 
rooms  20,  21,  22,  and  get  maps.  Go  to  New- 
ark and  see  for  yourself. 


GRAND    OPERA  HOUSE. 

Bice's  Extravaganza  Combination  presen- 
ted "Evangeline"  to  an  immense  audience  on 
Monday  evening.  This  is  one  of  the  most 
humorous  and  perfectly  constructed  bur- 
lesques that  we  have  ever  seen  on  the  San 
Francisco  stage.  The  company  includes 
some  of  the  favorite  humorists  of  the  Ameri- 
can stage.  Sol  Smith  Bussell,  Geo.  Knight, 
and  forty  other  performers  served  to  keep 
the  interest  alive  throughout.  The  piece  is 
well  set  and  mounted,  and  the  business  is 
exquisitely  comic.  The  audiences  were  large 
every  evening,  and  were  kept  in  an  almost 
constant  roar  of  laughter.  "Evangeline" 
matinee  to-day,  Saturday,  and  in  the  even- 
ing. 

CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 

"Our  Boys"  was  played  on  Monday  and 
Tuesday  evenings,  with  Mr.  Owens  as  "Per- 
kyn  Middlewick."  "The  Heir  at  Law"  was 
presented  on  Wednesday  and  Thursday  eve- 
nings.    Slim  business. 

Baldwin's. 

The  first  representation  of  "One  Hundred 
Years  Old"  was  given  at  this  house  on  Mon- 
day night.  A  rumor  has  reached  us  that  up- 
wards of  twenty  people  purchased  tickets, 
but  this  lacks  confirmation. 
emerson's. 

"Joshua  Whitcomb,"  as  interpreted  by 
Denman  Thompson,  seems  to  have  lost  none 
of  its  interest. 

BUSH   STREET   THEATRE. 

The  second  edition  of  "Humpty  Dumpty," 
with  new  acts  etc.,  occupies  the  boards  here. 
The  attendance  is  moderate. 

WOODWARD'S    GARDENS. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  oT  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


With  the  advent  of  fine  weather  the  mati- 
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nee  masher  has  rehabilitated  himself  for  the 
summer  campaign.  He  should  be  suppressed 
by  the  new  police. 

The  German  Theatre  is  having  an  exceed- 
ingly successful  season.  There  is  now  some 
talk  of  continuing  the  Sunday  night  repre- 
sentations until  late  in  the  summer. 

The  California  Theatre  has  suffered  a  series 
of  reverses  during  the  past  year  that  would 
suffice  to  swamp  any  but  the  most  plethoric 
purse.  How  it  survives  is  a  mystery  known 
only  to  the  initiated. 

The  cantata  of  "Esther"  will  be  rendered 
in  the  latter  part  of  next  month,  under  the 
auspices  of  the  Young  Men's  Hebrew  Asso- 
ciation. The  chorus  will  include  two  hun- 
dred voices  selected  from  the  most  compe- 
tent amateurs  in  the  city. 

Louis  Aibischer  cut  the  Gordian  knot  last 
week.  He  may  truly  be  said  to  be  the  vic- 
tim of  professional  trainers  for  the  stage. 
The  critics  handled  him  without  gloves,  as 
was  their  duty;  but  the  responsibility  of  his 
fruitless  life  and  tragic  death,  in  our  opinion, 
rests  with  those  who  encouraged  him  to 
adopt  a  profession  for  which  he  was  eminent- 
ly unfitted. 

Herr  Carl  Goffrie,  of  London,  a  soloist  on 
the  violin,  will  give  his  first  concert  in  Pacific 
Hall  on  Monday,  April  15th,  assisted  by 
Mme.  Inez  Fabbri-Muller,  Messas.  S.  Kop- 
pel,  Jacob  Muller,  and  Aug.  Sauret.  Herr 
Goffrie  brings  very  positive  testimonials  from 
London,  Philadelphia,  New  York  and  Cin- 
cinnati, as  to  his  skill.  His  piece  de  resistance 
is  the  "Reverie,"  by  Vieuxtempa. 

Private  advices  to  the  Clipper  speak  of  the 
death,  in  London,  on  the  6th  ult.,  of  Mr. 
Hudson,  once  eminent  as  an  Irish  comedian. 
He  made  two  visits  to  this  country.  In  1849 
he  came  alone,  his  first  bow  to  Americans 
being  at  the  Broadway  Theatre,  as  Paudeen 
O'Eafferty  in  "Luck."  In  1851  he  accom- 
panied Mme.  Anna  Thillon  and  at  Niblo's 
Garden  they  produced  the  opera  of  "The 
Crown  Diamonds,  which  was  then  heard  in 
English  for  the  first  time  in  this  country. 
During  the  three  years  he  was  here  with  her 
they  fulfilled  several  operatic  engagements 
at  Niblo's  and  he  also  occasionally  appeared 
as  Sir  Peter  to  her  Lady  Teazle.  In  San 
Francisco  their  engagement  was  summarily 
ended  by  his  refusing  to  ever  appear  again 
in  California.  Alike  in  England  and  in  this 
country,  he  was  the  creator  of  Connor  the 
Rash  in  Dion  Boucicault's  comedy-drama  of 
"The  Knight  of  Arva."  Within  the  past 
forty  years  England  has  sent  us  five  Irish 
comedians — Power,  Brougham,  Leonard, 
Collins,  and  Hudson — and  the  first  and  the 
last  have  been  rated  here  as  the  best.  Mr. 
Hudson  was  a  stock  actor  in  standard  plays, 
as  well  as  an  operatic  singer,  for  many  years 
before  he  became  an  Irish  comedian.  Hav- 
ing amassed  a  competence,  he  retired  long 
ago,  and  has  since  dwelt  in  ease  and  comfort 
with  his  family  in  England.  He  was  about 
sixty-seven  years  old,  and  professionally  had 
made  almost  the  circuit  of  the  globe. 


Subscribe  for  the  "Wasp,   $4  a  year, 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Svrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.    Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 

— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  TJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  E.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


G.  BAYREUTHER, 

— PBACTICAL— 

Tinsmith  &  Plumber, 

Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 

STOVES,  RANGES,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRON  WARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 
SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

NO.    226    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FKANCISCO. 
apr6-6mos 


MAURICE  BORE  &  Co. 

AUCTIONEERS. 

MONDAY,  April  22,  1877, 

At  12  o'clock,  at  Salesrooms, 

No.  410  PINE  STREET, 
Between  Montgomery  and  Kearney  Streets,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California, 

AUCTION    SALE 

—OF  THE — 


On  a  Liberal  Credit. 


TERMS— One-fourth  Cash;balance  in  one, 
two  and  three  years;  deferred  payments  to 
bear  interest  at  tie  rate  of  EIGHT  per  cent, 
per  annum,  payable  semi-annually. 

Size  of  Town  Lots,  50x125  and  50x 

150;  Farm  Tracts  from  5  to  30 

Acres  Each. 

The  Pacific  Land  Investment  Company  has  pur- 
chased a  large  tract  of  land  in  "Washington  Township, 
Alameda  County,  California,  and  had  the  same  care- 
fully subdivided  into  Town  Lots,  Villa  Sites,  and  Gar- 
dens and  small  Farm  Tracts.  Broad  Streets  and 
Avenues  have  been  laid  out,  upon  which  all  the  sub- 
divisions front.  Trees  have  been  planted  along  the 
line  of  the  streets,  and  the  avenues  enclosed  by 
fences. 

The  Company,  with  a  full  knowledge  of  the  urgent 
needs  of  the  people,  determined  to  practically  insure 
the  procurement  of  Cheap  and  Healthful  Suburban 
Homes.  A  critical  examination  of  the  country  which 
could  be  made  reasonably  accessible  from  San  Fran- 
cisco was  entered  upon,  and  it  was  decided,  after 
taking  into  consideration  advantages  of  climate, 
abundance  of  pure  water,  fertility  of  soil,  beauty  of 
natural  surroundings,  adaptability  to  manufactures 
of  lands  contiguous  to  deep  water,  neighborhood  to 
established  towns,  and  for  many  other  practical 
reasons,  that 

"Was  the  most  desirable  locality  for  the  consumma- 
tion of  its  design. 

NEWAEK  is  finely  situated  on  upland,  nearly  le- 
vel, surrounded  by  thrifty  villages  and  farms,  in  one 
of  the  healthiest  portions  of  Alameda  County,  com- 
manding a  fine  view  of  the  surrounding  country. 

Immediately  after  the  purchase  of  these  lands  the 
South  Pacific  Coast  Bailroad  Company  began  the 
construction  of  its  railroad  and  with  the  Bay  and 
Coast  Railroad  Company  has  already  completed  a 
Railroad  and  Ferry  line  from  San  Francisco  to  the 
foothills  at  Los  Gatos  in  Santa  Clara  County,  pass- 
ing through  Alameda,  San  Jose  and  all  intermediate 
points,  with  fair  prospect  of  completing  the  road  to 
Santa  Cruz  within  the  next  18  months.  The  Town  is 
therefore  located  on  a  main  railroad  and  telegraph 
ine,  insuring  cheap,  rapid,  frequent  and  reliable  com- 
munication with  San  Francisco. 

The  increase  in  the  value  of  lands  in  Alameda 
County  has  been  marked  and  unremitting,  occasioned 
in  part  by  its  proximity  to  San  Frnncisco,  but  mora 
largely  by  reason  of  its  superb  climate  and  fruitful 
soil.  Money  invested  in  lands  at  NEWARK,  will 
greatly  multiply,  influenced  by  the  spread  of  popu- 
lation and  the  agency  of  its  direct  railroad  connec- 
tions. Observant  persons  will  readily  recognize  the  wonderful  ad- 
vance in  the  value  of  lands  and  growth  of  population  in  the  vicini- 
ty of  Oakland  and  Alameda,  which  lands  could  have  been  purcha- 
sed a  few  years  ago  for  comparatively  trifling  sums,  the  increase 
being  almost  entirely  attributable  to  the  establishment  of  the  ex- 
isting popular  lines  of  travel. 

An  opportunity  iB  now  presented  to  purchase  lands  more  desir- 
ably located,  and  almost  equally  accessible,  at  very  low  prices,  with 
an  absolute  certainty  of  the  advancement  of  values  to  the  same  de- 
gree which  characterized  investments  in  Oakland  and  Alameda. 

Ou  or  about  May  let  next,  the  new  Narrow-gauge  Line  will  be 
formally  opened  between  San  Francisco  and  Santa  Cruz,  when  lo- 
cal trains  will  be  run  regularly  and  frequently  between  San  Fran- 
cisco and  Newark,  making  at  least  two  dailv  trips  each  way,  and 
more  if  the  travel  should  require  it.  THE  COMMUTATIONS  WILL 
BE  VERY  LOW  to  persons  residing  in  Newark,  enabling  one  per- 
son to  travel  both  ways  each  day  at  a  very  cheap  rate.  The  time 
will  be  made  in  about  one  hour  from  the  foot  of  Market  street,  San 
Francisco,  and  the  time  schedule  so  adjusted  as  to  enable  all  clas- 
ses to  pursue  their  employments. 

For  the  present,  to  enable  persons  to  visit  and  inspect  the  pro- 
perty, on  and  after  March  20,  and  until  further  notice,  a  train  for 
Newark  will  leave  the  corner  of  Park  street  and  Encinal  Avenue, 
in  the  town  of  Alameda,  at  10:55  A.  M. ;  returning,  leaving  Newark 
at  1:30  P.  M.  Passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  on  the  Central 
Pacific  Ferry  for  Park  street  Station,  Alameda,  on  the  9  o'clock  boat 
in  order  to  connect.  DIAGRAMS,  MAPS  AND  CIRCULARS  can 
be  had  on  application  at  the  office  of  the  Pacific  Laud  Investment 
Company,  Rooms  20,  21  and  22  Nevada  Block,  or  to 

MAURICE  DORE  &  CO.,  Auctioneers, 

H.  A.  COBB,  Auctioneer.  A.  E.  DAVIS, 

President  Pacific  Land  Investment  Co. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


"EVANGELINE." 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


Jolm  EL  OWENS 


BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


Humpty  Dumpty. 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,  April  13th 
and  14th. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO. 


409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Eeview  (letter-sheet  form),  "Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


SUBSCRIBE  FOB  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Fire  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 

be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -'   $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

E^*A11  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


PANTS  to  Order 


$5.00 


SUITS  from     -     -     -    $20.00 

-     _THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


METERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 


W.    SCHEHR. 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.   Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 


Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FEANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DmECToB. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


Peesident 

Vice-Pkesident  . . . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.  C.  D.  O'SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 


M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Treasd-keb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Atioenev RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  Bent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  82.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    SUNDAY,  APRIL  7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3  00  P*  ^'  ^,ail>"'  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  V/v  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg'e 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeportj  and  for  Mendocino 
City  and  the  Geysers. 

^^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  Querneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  UuerneviFle  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


8.00 


A.  M.   [SundayB  only].  Excursion  Steamer  "James  M. 
Donahue"  connecting  at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.65  P.  M.] 


^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,    A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHEKTY, 
Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


EKI8    IS    ©WE    SIDE    OF 


SCOLLAY'S 

AQUARIUM, 


augll-3moB 


WONDERFUL 


All  Sickness  ami  DlHcnse  of  whatever  name  or  nature 
Cured  without  Medicine. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer,  No. 
216  Stockton  street,  cures  without  medicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Bheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  baffle 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

E^I  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  216  Stockton  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

feb23-lm 

BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
24  Post  Street, 

Near  Kearny 
San  Franciico,  CaU 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


W.  E.  Chambeelain,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Eobinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Course  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes ;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 
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COME 


-AND- 


BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  "Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  GENIT0-UR1NARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  vrith  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years   Practice   in    London, 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUAKANTEE 
to  CUBE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonableandsatisfactionguaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  H.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 

IMPORTANT  I 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  he  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  BEMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  §3 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  trie -quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
CD. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
-ploma  from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
'  Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
■  — S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M. ;  evenings,  6  to  8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  H.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential,  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late   Re- 
sident   Surgeon     Orthopedic    Hospital)!    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal 
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Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
"WEEKLY  "WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — "When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  ""Wasp,"  602 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  ""Wasp,"  602  California  Street,    San  Fran- 


SATURDAY,  APRIL  20, 1878. 

The  Moffat  Bell  Punch  is  steadily  growing 
in  popularity.  It  has  even  been  proposed  to 
establish  it  in  San  Francisco,  but  the  adjourn- 
ment of  the  Legislature  will  necessitate  con- 
siderable delay.  There  is  one  solid  objec- 
tion to  this  ingenius  contrivance.  If  it  were 
in  operation  here  the  noise  produced  would 
be  deafening,  and  would  seriously  intefere 
with  business,  especially  in  the  neighbor- 
hood of  the  City  Hall.  But,  one  decently 
contested  election  would  suffice  to  pay  the 
City's  indebtedness. 


"We  shouldn't  wonder  if  Michael  Beese 
was  to  start  a  "Hotel  for  Friendless  Girls" 
after  the  fashion  of  A.  T.  Stewart's  posthu- 
mous charity.  It  wouldn't  be  a  bad  idea, 
after  all.  There  are  thousands  of  working 
girls  in  San  Francisco  that  would  appreciate 
the  favor,  especially  if  they  had  to  pay  about 
ten  dollars  a  week  for  board  out  of  a  possible 
eight.  As  a  benevolent  individual  Mr. 
Beese  has  always  stood  high  in  the  commu- 
nity, and  we  look  to  him  to  establish  this 
much  needed  institution.  "Michael  Beese's 
Hotel  for  Friendless  Working  Girls  "Who 
Can  Pay  Ten  Dollars  a  "Week  for  Their 
Board  and  Lodging"  would  be  a  valuable 
acquisition  to  our  public  charities,  and  would 
serve  to  commemorate  the  fame  of  a  good 
and  great  man  for  ages  to  come.  We  merely 
throw  this  out  by  way  of  a  suggestion. 


Are  Journalists  Workingmen? 

It  is  a  well-known  principle  of  nature  that 
the  exercise  of  any  one  member  of  the  body 
tends  to  strengthen  and  invigorate  that 
member.  When  a  man — say  a  blacksmith, 
it  is  the  most  familiar  example — is  accus- 
tomed to  use  his  right  arm  continuously, 
wielding  the  heavy  sledge  hammer  and  other 
ponderous  implements  from  daylight  till 
dark,  and  that  every  day  in  the  week,  and 
every  week  in  the  year;  it  is  to  be  supposed, 
and  not  only  is  the  supposition  probable  but 
inevitable,  that  such  a  man  will  soon  find  his 
muscles  developed  to  an  abnormal  degree, 
and  that  the  practice  to  which  he  has  sub- 
jected himself  will  give  his  muscles  more 
power  to  endure,  to  practise,  and  to  effect, 
than  they  had  before  the  exercise  was  begun. 

It  would  seem  to  be  natural  that  the  same 
deductions  could  be  made  from  the  continued 
exercise  of  the  brain;  but  the  conditions  are 
different.  The  brain  is  a  most  delicately  orga- 
nized structure.  We  may  be  bruised  in  the 
arm,  crushed  in  the  leg,  or  wounded  in  al- 
most any  part  of  the  body,  and  yet  the  injured 
members  may  recover;  but  a  pin  point  cannot 
touch  the  brain  proper  without  producing 
either  death  or  insanity.     • 

It  is  often  flippantly  remarked  by  people 
who  know  no  better  that  men  who  "do  not 
soil  their  hands,"  as  they  say,  are  not  work- 
ingmen. Now,  the  definition  of  work  is  toil, 
labor,  employment,  exertion.  Who  is  it  that 
toils  more  assiduously  than  the  journalist? 
True,  it  is  not  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow  that 
he  earns  his  bread,  to  interpret  Genesis  lite- 
rally; but  there  is  no  man  in  the  universe 
whose  labors  are  more  exacting  than  the 
journalist.  The  brain  ought  certainly  be 
entitled  to  as  much  respect  as  the  arm,  and 
while  we  have  the  most  profound  esteem  for 
the  hardy  men  who  toil  at  manual  labor,  we 
do  not  relinquish  our  claim  to  be  considered 
as  coming  within  the  definition  of  "working- 
men."  The  sweat  of  the  brow  is  an  honor 
to  man,  because  we  have  come  to  associate 
it  with  honest  toil.  But  the  sweat  of  the 
brain — if  we  may  use  the  expression — is  as 
exacting. 

We  contend  that  the  journalist  is  as  much 
of  a  workingman  as  the  carpenter  or  farmer, 
and  if  he  be  excluded  from  labor  meetings 
on  account  of  his  profession,  we  consider  the 
action  short-sighted,  ignorant  and  impolitic. 
Intelligence  and  strength  should  go  together. 
One  is  as  necessary  as  the  other,  and  it  is  by 
the  exercise  of  the  former  quality  that  the 
world's  greatest  marvels  have  been  wrought. 
As  far  as  the  mere  matter  of  wearing  toil  is 
concerned,  newspaper  men  are  certainly  as 
hard  worked  as  any  other  class  of  people. 
So,  in  their  way,  are  physicians,  clergymen, 
merchants,  bankers,  brokers,  railroad  presi- 
dents, etc.  All  work,  some  from  choice,  the 
majority  from  necessity.  They  fill  their 
niches  in  society,  and  the  product  of  their 
brains  is  as  necessary  to  the  existence  of  or- 
ganized society  as  food  is  to  the  support  of 
animal  life.  "Peace  hath  her  victories,  no 
less  renowned  than  war."  So  should  the 
work  of  the  head  have  its  credit,  as  well  as 
that  of  the  hand. 


A  Remedy. 

There  are  upwards  of  three  hundred  thou- 
sand people  in  San  Francisco.  These  peo- 
ple, or  at  least  the  vast  majority  of  them, 
live  after  the  most  advanced  form  of  modern 
civilization.  They  have  their  necessities — 
one  of  which  is  the  periodical  depuration  of  • 
their  garments.  At  a  low  calculation  each 
individual  pays  one  dollar  a  month  for  laun- 
dry work.  This  amounts  to  three  hundred 
thousand  dollars  a  month,  or  three  million, 
six  hundred  thousand  dollars  a  year.  Nearly 
all  of  this  vast  sum  goes  into  the  hands  of  the 
Chinese,  while  hundreds  of  women  are  idle. 
In  the  Eastern  States  all  of  this  money  would 
be  saved  to  the  community.  Here  it  is  ab- 
sorbed by  the  heathen,  whom  we  are  all  so 
anxious  to  suppress.  Chinese  laundries 
charge  more  for  their  work  than  white  wo- 
men do  at  the  East.  Here  is  a  chance  to 
put  into  practical  operation  the  well-worn 
motto  "The  Chinese  must  go."  As  the  bulk 
of  our  population  consists  of  working  people 
it  follows  that  the  principal  support  of  the 
Chinese  laundries  comes  from  the  same 
source.  The  conclusion  is  obvious.  Let 
co-operative  laundries  be  established  all  over 
the  city.  Let  the  work  be  done  as  well — it 
can  be  done  as  cheaply.  The  trade  of  the 
community  may  be  relied  on.  When  all  this 
is  done  there  will  be  a  stunning  blow  dealt 
at  the  leading  occupation  of  the  Chinese.  It 
will  be  a  step  in  the  right  direction.  Other 
industries  can  also  be  controlled  in  the  same 
way;  but  the  laundry  business  seems  to  offer 
the  best  opportunity  at  the  present  time.  If 
we  are  only  willing  to  help  ourselves,  the 
vexed  Chinese  question  will  speedily  be 
solved.  If  we  confine  ourselves  to  mere 
words  and  noisy  agitation  we  can  expect 
nothing  better  than  a  continuation  of  the 
evils  we  complain  of. 


A  Spirited  Cartoon. 


We  take  more  than  ordinary  pleasure  in 
reproducing  the  following  complimentary 
notice,  which  we  find  in  th  San  Francisco 
Chronicle.  An  opinion  from  such  a  source 
is  valuable: 

The  last  issue  of  the  Illustrated  Wasp  contains  a 
cartoon  by  Keller,  entitled  "A  Warning, "  which  is  of 
more  than  usual  excellence.  "Cheap  labor"  and 
"hard  times"  are  delineated  as  the  blazing  brands 
that  keep  "the  great  reform  pot  of  California"  boil- 
ing, while  "Hemp,"  "Riot,"  "ignorance"  and  "mili- 
tary rule"  are  the  unsavory  ingredients  being  tossed 
in  for  the  compounding  of  the  soup  the  honest  "Work- 
ingman is  expected  to  swallow.  The  comely  nymph 
Public  Opinion  stands  by  urging  him  to  have  nothing 
to  do  with  suoh  a  dangerous  mess. 

The  following  notice  is  translated  from  the 
daily  California  Democrat,  the  principal  or- 
gan of  the  German  community  of  the  Pacific 
Coast: 

The  Illustrated  "Wasp,  the  best  illustrated  journal 
on  the  Pacific  Coast,  and  one  of  the  best  in  the  Uni- 
ted States,  exhibits  its  usual  talent.  This  week  it  is 
especially  good  in  its  variety  of  excellent  reading 
matter  and  the  sterling  quality  of  its  illustrations. 
The  artistic  cartoon  representing  the  "Workingmen's 
Reform  Pot  in  which  certain  intruders,  "Ignorance," 
"Riot,"  "Military  Organizations"  and  "Hemp,"  are 
shown  while  "Public  Opinion"  warns  the  cook  of 
their  interference,  is  a  masterpiece  of  art. 
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[See   Double-page   Illustration. ") 

Sunday  Sketches. 

Sunday  in  San  Francisco  is  preeminently 
a  day  of  recreation.  Our  citizens  do  not  take 
much  stock  in  the  old  Puritan  doctrine  that 
the  Sabbath  is  properly  a  day  of  prayer, 
weeping,  and  general  discomfort.  They  take 
a  more  sensible  view  of  the  matter,  for  hav- 
ing toiled  through  six  days  at  their  several 
avocations,  they  naturally  conclude  that  the 
seventh  is  their  own  to  amuse  themselves  at 
their  own  sweet  will.  For  a  large  number, 
religious  exercises  at  the  various  places  of 
worship  fill  in  the  forenoon.  Having  atten- 
ded to  their  devotions,  however,  they  usually 
spend  the  remainder  of  the  day  as  their  in- 
clinations ma}'  direct.  Thousands  of  our  ci- 
tizens, who  entertain  no  religious  notions 
worth  mentioning,  arise  betimes,  and  betake 
themselves  to  the  various  parks,  gardens, 
drives  and  picnics  so  abundantly  provided 
around  the  city.  No  place  in  the  world  of- 
fers better  opportunities  for  outdoor  amuse- 
ment than  San  Francisco,  and  our  citizens 
are  not  slow  to  embrace  them.  At  this  sea- 
son of  the  year  the  martial  music  of  half  a 
dozen  brass  bands  breaks  the  Sabbath  morn- 
ing stillness  that  poets  write  about.  The 
streets  leading  to  the  ferries  are  crowded 
with  picnic  parties,  military  companies  and 
all  manner  of  pleasure  seekers,  while  on  the 
various  roads  leading  from  the  city  may  be 
seen  hundreds  of  vehicles,  from  the  butcher's 
cart  to  the  millionaire's  four-in-hand.  Eques- 
trians with  every  kind  of  mount,  are  riding 
furiously  on,  and  the  Bcene  is  one  of  bril- 
liancy and  animation.  Sunday  is  the 
great  breathing  day  of  the  city. 

A  glance  at  the  sketches  given  on  our 
double-page  will  give  our  readers  some  idea 
of  the  various  modes  of  passing  the  day. 
That  demure  young  man  coming  from  church 
with  the  blushing  maiden  leaning  on  his  arm 
looks  as  if  sugar  wouldn't  melt  in  his  mouth. 
Alas  for  the  perversity  of  human  nature! 
That  pious  infant  may  be  shinning  for  the 
"home  base"  at  the  Recreation  Grounds  in 
less  than  hours,  or  swilling  bad  beer  in  Bad- 
ger's Park.  The  youth  who  has  collided 
with  a  rapid  base  ball  in  an  interesting  study. 
The  man  of  the  day,  par  excellence,  is  the  gor- 
geous drum  major.  His  make-up  is  a  mar- 
vel of  brilliant  magnificence.  Usually  well- 
favored  in  feature  and  symmetrical  in  form, 
there  is  a  stern  majesty  in  his  deportment, 
well  calculated  to  awe  the  presumptious  be- 
holder— especially  the  small  boy.  Our  artist 
has  given  the  drum  major's  arm  that  chronic 
and  wonderful  twist  which  astonishes  the 
rabble  and  directs  the  movements  of  the 
band. 

The  monkeys  at  North  Beach  are  an  un  • 
failing  source  of  fun  to  hundreds  of  humble 
sight-seers  on  Sundays.  The  sketch  shows 
one  of  these  mischievous  animals  amusing 
himself  by  tearing  up  a  too  inquisitive  visi- 
tor's plug  hat.  The  owner  of  the  tile  is  in 
utter  despair.  What  between  Hallelujah 
Cox's  boisterous  harangues  and  the  antics  of 
the  quadrumana,  North  Beach  is  a  lively  place 
on  Sundays. 

A  picnic  boat  is  usually  "loaded  down  to 
the  guards,"  as  they  say  in  Mississippi  par- 


lance. Our  artist  gives  a  slightly  exagger- 
ated sketch  of  one. 

The  sports  who  have  started  out  for  a 
day's  ride,  look  very  much  as  though  they 
would  come  to  grief.  Jumping  counters  all 
week  is  not  exactly  conducive  to  horseman- 
ship, but  they  will  have  their  fun.  The  cen- 
tre sketch  of  the  group  represents  the  weekly 
gathering  at  the  sand  lots.  A  motley  con- 
gregation is  listening  to  a  violent  exhortation 
from  a  distinguished  orator,  whose  vehement 
outbreaks  have  their  effect  in  gathering  large 
crowds  every  Sunday.  "Hemp"  is  the  bnr- 
den  of  his  cry,  week  after  week,  but,  so  far, 
his  wordy  violence  appears  to  have  been  ino- 
cuous.  He  has  lately  been  promoted  to  be 
Lieutenant  General,  having  risen  from  the 
ranks — at  one  jump.  His  ebullitions,  how- 
ever, serve  to  pass  h  ■  time  for  a  good  many 
people,  and,  as  we  said  before,  they  seem  to 
be  perfectly  harmless. 

"Exhausted  from  dancing"  and  "Swinging 
250  pounds  of  mother-in-law"  are  genre 
sketches  that  explain  themselves.  It  the 
lower  left  hand  corner  of  the  group  is  illus- 
trated a  very  common  scene.  Two  young 
men  are  standing  disconsolately  in  front  of 
the  Mechanics'  Institute  regarding  the  notice, 
"Library  shut  up  on  Sundays,"  with  no  com- 
placent expression.  They  want  to  go  in  and 
read  the  papers,  etc.,  for  a  few  hours,  but 
the  rules  of  the  Institute  are  inexorable,  and 
these  gentlemen  are  more  than  likely  to  seek 
in  some  saloon  what  is  denied  them  by  the 
Library.  The  trustees  might  put  such  a  no- 
tice as  this  on  the  door: 

"We  close  thiB  place  upon  the  day  of  rest, 
It  might  be  open,  but  we  think  it  best 
To  grant  our  members  one  small  weekly  boon; 
To  spend  their  Sabbaths  in  some  beer  saloon. 

All  libraries  chartered  by  the  State  should 
be  compelled  to  keep  open  on  Sundays,  and 
we  should  suggest  that  this  provision  be  in- 
serted in  the  new  State  Constitution. 

The  old  couple  running  for  the  Oakland 
boat  present  an  amusing;  spectacle.  Sunday 
at  the  "Sixth-street  Dumps"  is  perhaps  as 
well  enjoyed  as  any  other  day  in  the  year. 
The  wretched  denizens  "toil  not,  neither  do 
they  spin,"  unless  it  be  a  spin  round  the 
block.  Every  day  is  Sunday  at  the  "Dumps." 
A  smash-up  on  the  Cliff  House  road  com- 
pletes this  series  of  Sunday  sketches.  Taken 
altogether,  San  Francisco,  with  its  envirous, 
is  about  as  pleasant  a  place  to  spend  Sunday 
as  could  well  be  imagined. 


I  See  Illustration. "1 


'Twixt  Passion  and  Duty. 
On  page  608  is  presented  a  graphic  cartoon 
of  the  positions  taken  by  the  agitating  lead- 
ers of  the  "Workingmen  and  the  Catholic 
clergy  of  San  Francisco.  Some  days  ago,  the 
highest  ecclesiastical  authority  of  the  church 
on  this  Coast  promulgated  a  pastoral  letter 
in  which  he  deprecated  the  violent  language 
of  the  agitators,  and  advised,  nay  more,  com- 
manded, his  co-religionists  to  stay  away  from 
all  tumultuous  assemblages.  As  a  large  ma- 
jority of  the  laboring  classes  of  San  Fran- 
cisco acknowledge  the  ecclesiastical  authori- 
ty of  Archbishop  Alemany,  the  pastoral  let- 
ter created  a  tremendous  flutter  in  the  Work- 


ingmen's  camp,  and  had  a  depressing  effect 
upon  the  enthusiasm  of  the  rank  and  file. 
The  leaders,  however,  took  direct  issue  with 
the  eminent  divine  and  declared  their  in- 
tention to  agitate  and  organize  though  the 
Pope  himself  should  forbid  it. 

There  was  nothing  in  the  pastoral  letter 
charging  violence  and  incendiarism  on  any 
special  party;  it  simply  admonished  church 
members  to  keep  away  from  all  assemblages 
of  that  character.  Only  one  class  took  ex- 
ception to  it,  and  the  cartoon  to  which  this 
article  refers,  shows  the  Workingman  be- 
tween the  horns  of  a  dilemna.  Two  forces 
are  acting  upon  him — one  urging  him  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  church,  the  other  toward  the 
sand  lots.  His  religious  duty  calls  him  to 
the  former — his  political  aspirations  to  the 
latter.  As  our  artist  has  depicted  these  op- 
posing agencies,  their  subject  is  undecided; 
but  his  face  is  turned  toward  the  church.  It 
is  not  easy  to  say  which  road  he  will  exentu- 
ally  travel. 

The  church  authorities  disavow  any  inten- 
tion to  meddle  with  politics;  they  simply 
want  to  discountenance  seditious  assemblies, 
and  violence.  As  far  as  politics  are  con- 
cerned, we  believe  in  the  right  of  the  people 
to  choose  any  side  they  please,  provided  that 
it  seeks  to  gain  its  ends  in  a  peaceful,  lawful 
way.  Had  the  language  of  the  leaders  of 
the  new  movement  been  decent  and  temper- 
ate we  presume  that  it  would  never  have  in- 
curred the  hostility  of  the  church.  The  par- 
ty now  seems  to  be  proceeding  in  a  more 
sensible  manner.  Incendiary  and  threaten- 
ing language  should  be  emphatically  frowned 
down.  When  the  new  party  comes  to  see  its 
mistakes,  and  corrects  them,  the  two  inter- 
ests, politics  and  religion,  may  be  reconciled. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page."] 

Hard  Times  for  Ideas. 
Our  artist  occasionally  is  in  a  quandary  for 
an  idea.  As  all  his  work  is  original,  and  has 
to  be  forthcoming  for  every  issue,  this  is  not 
to  be  wondered  at.  The  most  elusive  thing 
in  the  world  is  an  idea.  Simple  as  it  may 
seem,  good  ideas  for  newspaper  work  are 
hard  to  get.  Though  thought  follows 
thought  through  our  brain  with  the  rapidity 
of  lightning,  it  is  often  hours  before  one 
comes  that  can  be  made  serviceable  in  jour- 
nalism. The  brain  work  of  a  good  artist  is 
far  more  difficult  and  fatiguing  than  that  of 
his  hands.  To  condense  a  whole  volume  of 
ideas  into  the  expression  of  a  cartoon  is  no 
easy  matter,  and  there  are  few  artists  in  the 
United  States  that  can  accomplish  it.  Our 
artist  is  one  of  the  most  imaginative  gentle- 
men in  the  world,  but  even  he  occasionally 
"gets  stuck  for  an  idea,"  to  use  the  profes- 
sional parlance.  His  picture  on  our  first 
page  wears  an  expression  of  hopeless  and  lu- 
gubrious woe.  He  is  in  a  brown  study,  wait- 
ing for  that  idea  to  come.  When  it  flashes 
upon  him  his  countenance  will  beam  with  a 
triumphant  light,  and  his  facile  pencil  will 
soon  place  the  thought  before  the  readers  of 
the  Wasp.  The  picture  will  be  interesting  as 
showing  one  of  the  difficulties  of  a  newspaper 
artist's  position. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


A.   FEOLICSOME    CEOW. 

IN    THREE    PARTS— PART    m. 


The  crow  is  no  blue-ribbon  bird, 
So  when  he  sees  the  wine; 

He  thinks  he'll  try  a  harmless  drink 
Before  he  goes  to  dine. 


Into  the  ardent  fluid  goes 
His  thirsty  little  bill, 

And  soon  he  is  elated  with 
The  surreptitious  swill. 


The  liquor  passes  down  his  throat 

Unto  his  very  toes. 
And  quickly  makes  him  think  himself 

The  happiest  of  crows. 


4. 
Again  he  tries  the  tempting  draught, 

The  deed  is  done,  alas! 
He  pulls  away  until  he  finds 

The  bottom  of  the  glass. 


And  not  content  with  what  should  be 

A  very  lib'ral  share 
For  one  small  crow,  he  takes  the  glass, 

And  drains  it  in  the  air. 


6. 
A  tipsy  feeling  o'er  him  creeps 

His  character  is  sunk 
"We  hate  to  tell  it,  but  we  must; 

That  crow  is  getting  drunk! 


7. 
He  staggers  round  the  festive  board 

In  wild  and  noisy  glee, 
He  croaks  and  shouts  as  others  do 

"When  out  upon  a  spree. 


Now  up,  now  down,  he  tries  to  stand 

Upon  his  dizzy  head. 
0!  why  don't  some  one  come  and  put 

Him  in  his  little  bed  ? 


The  fumes  ansin'g  from  the  wine 
Affect  him  more  and  more, 

Too  tired  to  stand,  he  leans  and  spills 
The  liquor  on  the  floor. 


10. 
His  tipsy  humor  must  have  pnt 

The  thought  into  his  head, 
He  winds  and  twists  around  his  neck 

A  yard  or  two  of  throad. 


And  falling  down  his  neck  is  broke 
The  tension  is  too  tight, 

And  thus  he  expiates  his  crimes. 
And  we  say:  Served  him  right! 


12. 
"Now,  Tommy,  dear,"  the  dame  remarks 

"Be  always  good  and  true, 
And  let  his  fate  forever  be 

A  warning  unto  you." 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 
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It's  about  time  to  call  in  that  umbrella  and 
ulster.  Bring  on  your  straw  hats  and  linen 
dusters. 

About  this  time  the  depraved  paragrapher 
begins  to  whet  his  keen  wit  on  the  thought- 
less gTeen  pea. 

Positively  never  appeared  in  print.  The 
Czar  has  carved  the  Turkey  neatly.  Does 
anybody  recognize  that  ? 

The  Democratic  lion  and  the  Eepublican 
lamb  have  shaken  hands  over  the  bloody 
chasm  in  order  to  carry  the  Constitutional 
Convention  election.  Maynard  and  Boruck 
are  singularly  at  home  in  the  roles  of  Damon 
and  Pythias. 

Eighty  convicts  are  to  be  released  from  the 
State  Prison.  This  is  certainly  a  unique  way 
to  prevent  overcrowding.  Perhaps  they  have 
been  set  free  in  order  to  take  part  in  the 
election  of  delegates  to  the  Constitutional 
Convention. 

Much  as  the  new  silver  dollar  has  been 
abused,  we  desire  to  state  that  it  will  be  re- 
ceived at  par  in  this  office  just  as  though  it 
were  the  most  artistic  creation  in  the  world. 
"We  are  willing  to  lose  that  eight  cents  that 
the  financial  experts  are  growling  so  much 
about. 

A  Contra  Costa  correspondent  sends  us  a 

communication  beginning  as  follows:  "D 

an  Oakland  man  who  wanted  to  get  rid  of 
his  wife — ."  The  uncertainty  as  to  what  the 
first  word  meant  decided  us  not  to  print  the 
remainder  of  the  narrative.  We  must  be 
moral  at  any  cost. 

The  new  police  uniform  will  soon  be  fin- 
ished, and  we  shall  be  spared  the  sight  of 
the  nondescript  gray,  of  which  there  are  not 
less  than  ten  shades  in  the  Department. 
Every  one  is  anxious  to  see  the  force  decent- 
ly attired,  but  we  are  afraid  that  the  innova- 
tion will  give  rise  to  a  corner  in  buttons. 

"We  knew  it  was  coming..  The  Spring  has 
been  a  dull  one  for  sensations,  and  so  Mrs. 
Tilton  generously  assists  the  newsgatherer  in 
pursuit  of  items.  She  says  that  it  was  all  so, 
notwithstanding  her  previous  denials.  As 
Beecher  denies  the  existence  of  a  hell  in  the 
other  world,  they  are  going  to  make  it  warm 
for  him  in  this. 

"Where  rolls  the  Oregon,  and  hears  no 
sound  save  his  own  smashings"  is  how  it 
seemed  to  us  as  we  watched  a  traveler  from 
the  "Webfoot  State  squirming  around  the  Bide- 
walk  on  California  street  the  other  evening. 
Oregonians  can't  stand  near  as  much  con- 


densed milk  as  those  to  the  manor  born.  We 
are  happy  to  say  that  he  was  able  to  pay  his 
fine  next  day. 

Mr.  Legoet  wants  French  and  German  in 
the  primary  grades  of  the  Cosmopolitan 
Schools  to  be  taught  by  the  regular  class 
teachers.  This  is  about  the  toughest  blow 
yet  struck  at  language  instruction.  Unless 
the  ordinary  teachers  have  had  the  benefit  of 
continental  tuition — which  few  of  them  en- 
jayed — they  would  be  about  as  competent  to 
teach  Japanese  or  Sanscrit. 

Professor  Edison,  it  is  said,  can  invent 
anything  he  pleases.  His  recent  successes 
seem  almost  to  justify  this  statement.  We 
have  a  job  to  give  out  this  season,  which  it 
may  be  worth  his  while  to  attempt.  If  he 
can  by  any  means  plan,  scheme,  contrive  or 
project  an  instrument  that  will  make  politi- 
cians honest,  we  will  offer  him  the  thanks  of 
the  community  and  the  freedom  of  the  city, 
besides  other  more  solid  inducements,  too 
numerous  to  mention. 

One  of  the  most  astonishing  mistakes  we 
ever  heard  of  was  that  made  by  a  garroter  a 
few  nights  ago.  He  actually  stopped  a  Call 
reporter  and  attempted  to  rob  him.  He 
must  have  been  a  novice  in  the  business  or 
he  would  never  have  labored  under  the  hal- 
lucination that  a  reporter  could  possibly  have 
any  belongings,  other  than  his  well-worn  lead 
pencil,  his  note-book  and  his  ineffable  check. 
What  could  a  foot-pad  want  of  the  two  for- 
mer, and  how  did  he  suppose  he  could  ac- 
quire the  latter  ? 

Now  that  the  Cubic  Air  Law  has  been  de- 
clared constitutional  by  the  highest  United 
States  judicial  authority  on  this  Coast,  it  i? 
in  order  for  the  authorities  to  give  it  effect. 
The  City  Prison  should  come  under  the  or- 
dinance. It  is  filthy,  noisome  and  overcrow- 
ded. Men  are  packed  in  the  iron  cages  like 
sardines  in  a  box,  and  it  is  the  very  essence 
of  ridiculous  irony  to  hint  that  the  Health 
Committee  do  not  know  of  the  fetid  nuisance. 
Law  makers  should  not  be  law  breakers. 
Abolish  the  inhuman  abomination. 

It  is  said  that  Virginia  City  is  sliding  down 
hill.  The  movement  is  almost  imperceptible, 
but  it  is  claimed  that  it  is  constant.  The 
honeycombing  process  by  which  the  ore  is 
extracted  is  held  to  be  responsible  for  this 
strange  phenomenon.  Stocks  have  often 
send  a  man  on  the  down  grade  at  a  2.40  gait, 
and  now  the  mines  are  doing  the  same  for 
the  "Washoe  city.  Strange  coincidence,  and 
one  that  may  perhaps  be  used  with  effect  as 
argument  against  mining  enterprise.  The 
supporters  of  the  Tuttle  Mining  Bill  should 
have  discovered  this  before.  It  might  have 
altered  the  fate  of  that  very  statesmanlike 
measure. 

A  non-scratchtng  hen  has  been  produced 
by  some  genius  in  the  "West.  That  those 
who  keep  vegetable  gardens  may  be  benefited 
by  this  sublime  invention,  we  give  the  recipe 
as  we  understand  it.  The  mode  is  to  take 
two  eggs,  one  of  the  Shanghai  denomination, 
the  other  of  the  Bantam  persuasion.  Divide 
them  in  halves,  and  put  half  of  each  together. 


Seal  with  Diamond  cement  and  hatch  in  the 
ordinary  way.  The  result  will  be  a  hen  with 
one  leg  considerably  shorter  than  the  other. 
If  she  tries  to  scratch  with  the  short  leg,  she 
can't  reach  down,  and  if  she  rests  on  the 
short  one  and  tries  the  long  she  soon  finds 
herself  on  her  beam  ends.  The  result  is  a 
disgusted  fowl  and  an  undisturbed  gaaden. 
After  the  telephone  it  is  hard  to  surprise  the 
reading  public. 

The  revived  Harry  and  Lizzie  scandal  will 
prove  a  savory  morsel  for  the  lovers  of  pru- 
rient reading.  We  enter  protest  against  fil- 
ling th?  gaunt  pages  of  the  dailies  with  the 
details  of  Beecher's  amours.  An  enterpri- 
sing community  like  ours  should  be  able  to 
furnish  plenty  of  local  matter  of  this  kind, 
and  it  is  a  gross  slight  to  the  town  that  such 
things  are  telegraphed  clear  across  the  con- 
tinent for  the  sake  of  the  few  people  that 
exult  in  this  kind  of  reading.  The  local  de- 
partment of  the  San  Francisco  dailies  is  now 
suffering  shamefully.  More  enterprise  ap- 
pears to  be  exhibited  in  getting  the  details 
of  a  dog  fight  in  Boston  than  in  presenting 
the  facts  of  a  homicide  at  the  Mission.  "We 
think  this  gigantic  newspaper  energy  is  mis- 
directed, and  hence  we  again  enter  protest. 

The  papers  are  discussing  the  question, 
"Are  animals  immortal  ?"  and  though  no 
more  definite  conclusion  has  yet  been  reached 
than  the  hell  imbroglio,  a  good  deal  of  infor- 
mation has  been  given  to  the  world  in  con- 
nection with  the  subject.  "We  don't  care  to 
enter  into  the  physical  mysteries  of  the  de- 
bate, but  we  will  venture  to  say  that  if  the 
existence  of  animal  immortality  be  ever  con- 
clusively established,  the  mule  and  torn  cat 
will  be  the  first  to  benefit  by  it.  "We  have 
our  [private  opinion  concerning  these  two 
animals,  and  that  is  that  they  are  too  tough 
and  mean  to  die.  "What  John  Wesley,  Theo- 
dore Parker,  Coleridge  or  Agassiz  would  say 
to  that  is  beyond  our  ken,  but  they  believed 
in  the  immortality  of  animals,  and  so  do 
most  people  who  have  given  the  matter  any 
consideration. 


CLASSICAL   MUSIC. 

Mr.  Dusenberry's  daughter 

Plays  "Baytoven's  Moonlight  Snorter/' 

While  the  world  sits  all  enraptured, 

And  the  noodle-heads  are  captured 

By  the  dignity  and  ease 

Which  she  uses  on  the  keys, 

And  she  wanders  all  the  while 

Throtigh  andante,  cantabile, 

Vivace  and  allegro, 

Forte,  pianissimo, 

Stacate,  figure,  roulade, 

Oscuro,  Colorado,  bureau, 

Sostenuto,  claro,  maduro, 

Con  moto,  con  espressione, 

Con  nundrum,  adagio, 

Diminuendo,  faro,  keno, 

Con  amore  and  con  maguire, 

Gracious  hevings!    What's  the  wonder 

We  are  startled  by  such  thunder  ? 

Foolish,  silly  maid,  you  oughter 

Lay  aside  that  "Moonlight  Snorter," 

Let  it  climb  the  golden  stair; 

Give  us  rather  "Maiden's  Prayer," 

Or  a  "Lock  of  Golden  Hair," 

For  such  music  makes  us  swear, 

And  for  classicB  we  don't  care. 


SLANG. 


A  Racy   String  of  Technical 
Terms. 


William  Myrtle,  a  sailor,  was  before  Judge  L 

this  afternoon,  on  a  charge  of  assault  and  battery. 

Charles  Welde,  a  clerk  in  the  dry-goods  house  of 
F.  F.  Brown  &  Co.,  testified  that  while  walking  along 
Pine  Street  yesterday  afternoon,  the  sidewalk  being 
somewhat  crowded,  he  accidentally  ran  against 
Myrtle;  that  he  tried  to  step  aside  to  allow  the  de- 
fendant to  pass;  that  defendant  was  unreasonably 
angry,  and  used  very  offensive  language;  and  that 
when  lie  (witness)  remonstrated  with  him,  the  de- 
fendant struck  him  a  blow  with  his  fist,  knocking 
him  down.  The  face  of  the  witness  showed  some 
marks  of  violence,  especially  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
left  cheek-bone. 

The  judge  asked  Myrtle  if  he  had  counsel — explain- 
ing that  counsel  meant  a  lawyer  to  defend  him — and 
he  responded  that  he  had  not.  His  Honor  then  asked 
him  what  he  had  to  say  concerning  the  breach  of  the 
peace  charged  against  him,  when  the  following  re- 
markable scene  ensued,  Myrtle  beginning: 

"I'll  tell  you,  sir — " 

"Call  him  'Your  Honor,'"  whispered  an  officer 
who  stood  at  the  elbow  of  the  prisoner. 

"Your  Honor,"  the  prisoner  proceeded,  "I'll  tell 
you,  sir,  how  it  was,  sir.  I  was  standin'  on  my 
course,  runnin*  before  the  wind,  and,  as  I  happened 
to  be  keepin'  a  look-out  off  the  port  bow — " 

"Whatis  that  you  say?"  asked  his  Honor,  inter- 
rupting the  prisoner;  "I  don't  quite  understand 
you." 

"Keep  trim,  sir;  keep  trim,"  responded  the  pris- 
oner, "or  you  may  shift  your  cargo  and  lay  on  your 
beam-ends.  Only  don't  get  a  list,  and  you  may  bat- 
ten down  my  main  hatches  if  I  don't — " 

"Tut!   Such  nonsense!"  interrupted  the  judge,. 

Here  an  officer  stepped  up  to  his  Honor,  and 
pointing  to  the  prisoner  with  a  significant  gesture, 
said  something  in  a  low  tone;  whereupon  Judge 
L said  aloud: 

"0 — ah,  yes;  I  see.  Well  send  for  the  inter- 
preter." 

Au  attendant  left  the  court-room,  the  prisoner 
standing  and  staring  about  him  as  though  apprehen- 
sive that  some  one  had  been  sent  for  to  come  and 
hang  him.  But  the  attendant  soon  returned,  bring- 
ing with  him  a  mild-looking  man  who  did  not  look 
much  like  an  executioner,  but  who  was  no  other  than 
Mr.  Edmoine,  the  sworn  interpreter  of  the  Court  of 
Common  Pleas.  When  he  had  taken  his  position, 
the  judge  told  the  prisoner  to  go  on. 

Myrtle  brightened  up  when  he  perceived  that  he 
was  not  to  be  immediately  hanged,  for  he  seemed  to 
take  in  the  situation,  and  proceeded: 

"Well,  sir,  seein'  I've  an  old  shipmate  along- 
side, I'll  tell  you.  As  I  was  sayin',  not  keepin'  a 
look-out  dead  ahead,  but  havin'  an  eye  out  for  a  sail 
on  the  port  bow,  fear  o'  bein'  run  down — " 

"What  is  that?"  asked  his  Honor. 

"Guarding  against  a  collision  with  some  approach- 
ing on  Ms  left,  your  Honor,"  explained  the  inter- 
preter. 

"Well?"  said  the  judge,  to  intimate  that  the  pris- 
oner might  proceed. 

"You  see,  sir,"  resumed  the  prisoner,  "all  at 
once  this  old  craft" — pointing  to  Mr.  Welde — 
"rounded  to  and  struck  me  amidships,  and — " 

"What?  He  struck  you  first?"  interrupted  his 
Honor,  looking  inquiringly  aa  the  prisoner,  then  at 
the  interpreter. 

"He  means,"  explained  the  interpreter,  "ran 
against  him,  the  prisoner  receiving  the  accidental 
shock  somewhere  aboutthe  pitof  the  stomach." 

"Then  says  I,"  continued  Myrtle,  "says  I,  sir: 
'Ship  ahoy!  Port  your  helm  and  run  up  your  mains'], 
or  I  can't  clear  your  bows,'  and — " 

"Your  Honor,"  put  in  the  interpreter,  perceiving 


that  the  judge  looked  puzzled,  "he  wished  to  convey 
he  idea  to  the  complainant  in  this  case  that  he  had 
better  turn  to  the  left,  and  so  pass  on  the  prisoners's 
right." 

"But  that  mainsail?"  said  the  judge,  inquiringly. 

"Meant,"  responded  Mr.  Edmoine,  "  that  the 
complaining  witness  should  exercise  more  alacrity  in 
passing,  just  as  a  small  craft  will  move  faster  by  set- 
ting an  additional  sail." 

"Ah,  I  see,"  said  his  Honor.  "Well,  Myrtle, 
proceed.     What  did  he  say?" 

"Say,  sir?  Signaled  as  much  as  to  order  me  to 
haul  down  my  colors,  and — " 

"Gave  him  to  understand,"  interrupted  Mr.  Ed- 
moine, "that  he  must  be  less  aggressive  in  his 
manner." 

"And  what  did  you  say?"  queried  Judge  L 

"'Lookout  there!'  says  I,  "or  you'll  get  your 
fore-t'gallants'l  carried  away — '  " 

"A  threat  to  knock  his  hat  off,  your  Honor,"  put 
in  the  interpreter. 

"Did  he  reply  to  you?"  asked  the  judge. 

"Yes,  your  Honor — wanted  me  to  lower  my  t'gal- 
lant  yards;  so — " 

"Keep  his  hands  down,"  explained  Mr.  Edmoine. 

"An'  says  I :  'Take  a  reef  in  your  upper  f  ore-tops"l, 
or  I— '" 

"Meant  to  keep  his  tongue  more  quiet." 

"Well?" 

"Then,  sir,  he  rigged  his  spare  spars  and  began  to 
hist  'em — " 

"The  judge  looked  bewildered. 

"Evidently,"  said  Mr.  Edmoine,  "he  means  that 
the  man  rolled  up  his  sleeves  slightly  and  raised  his 
hands." 

"So,"  resumed  Myrtle,  "says  I;  'Look  here,  old 
craft,  if  you  don't  respond  to  signals,  just  look  out 
for  your  port  light — '  " 

"Mind  his  left  eye,"  said  the  interpreter. 

"Then  I  just  run  up  my  t'gallant  yards,  set 
spanker,  trysails,  staysails,  jib,  flying  jib  and  jib- 
boom,  and  bore  down  on  his  port  bow — " 

"Seems  that  he  rushed  at  him  and  struck  him  a 
blow  about  the  left  cheek-bone,  I  should  say,"  re- 
marked the  interpreter. 

"And  stove  a  hole  below  his  water-line,  so  that  he 
filled. instantly  and  went  down  by  the  stern,  while 
runnin'  up  his  ensign,  union  down." 

"Knocked  the  man  down,  who,  it  seems,  was  so 
alarmed  as  to  call  for  the  police,"  said  the  inter- 
preter. 

"And,"  concluded  the  defendant,  "just  then  a 
man-o'-war  ran  up  alongside,  head  on,  threw  out  his 
hawser  and  made  fast  to  my  capstan,  and  towed  me 
into  dock." 

"A  policeman  arrested  him  and  took  him  to  the 
station-house,"  explained  the  interpreter. 

"Ah,  exactly,  I  see,"  said  his  Honor.  "Well, 
William  Myrtle,  you  probably  thought  you  had  some 
provocation,  although  the  collision  between  you  and 
the  complainant  may  have  been,  and  probably  was, 
purely  accidental  on  his  part.  But  it  is,  in  any 
event,  necessary  that  a  rebuke  should  be  promptly 
administered  to  any  one  who  resorts  to  violence — 
any  one  who,  except  in  self-defense,  strikes  or  lays 
hands  en  another.  In  this  view  I  am  supported  by 
a  jurist  no  less  eminent  than  Mr.  Justice  Blackstone, 
as  well  as  by  distinct  statutes  of  this  Commonwealth. 
In  view  of  the  fact,  however,  that  the  act  appears  to 
have  been  entirely  unpremeditated,  the  Court  will 
deal  with  you  as  leniently  as  section  two  of  chapter 
sixty-one  of  the  Revised  Statutes  will  allow.  The 
sentence  of  the  Court  is,  that  you  be  imprisoned  in 
the  county  jail  for  a  period  of  ten  days." 

"Ay,  ay,  sir!"  responded  the  sailor,  in  a  hearty 
voice. 

"The  judge  once  more  looked  inquiringly  at  the  in- 
terpreter, who  said: 

"He  means  he'll  go,  your  Honor." 

Thereupon,  a  "man-of-war"  made  fast  to  the 
"jolly  craft,"  and  towed  him  out  into  deep  water. 
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TOMMY'S    STRATAGEM. 

BY   HENRY    J.  LATHAM. 

In  a  village  adjacent  there  dwelt  a  fair  maid, 

The  dashing  Miss  Jennie  De  Vere; 
Her  beautiful  face,  as  is  always  the  case, 

Ensnared  all  the  beaux,  far  and  near. 
There  was  one  of  her  lovers,  a  tall  cockney  youth, 

Who  courted  this  maiden  so  fair; 
He  was  light-haired  and  green,  Mr.  Fitz  was  his  name, 

And  his  head  was  as  light  as  his  hair. 


And  although  she  disliked  him  and  hinted  as  much, 

He  determined  his  object  to  seek. 
With  his  flaming  red  tie  and  a  glass  in  his  eye, 

He  would  call  every  night  in  the  week. 
And  the  slights  he  received,  only  strengthened  his  love 

And  he  gave  her  no  rest  and  no  peace; 
Till  wearied  at  last,  Miss  Jennie  resolved 

That  these  too  frequent  visits  should  cease. 

So  she  treated  him  coldly — with  even  disdain, 

And  tried  every  art  that  she  knew, 
But  still  he  persisted.     At  length  in  despair 

She  murmured:  "Oh,  what  shall  I  do?" 
Just  then  little  Tommy,  her  brother,  spoke  up: 

"I  say,  Sis;  just  leave  him  to  me. 
I'll  attend  to  this  long-legged  lover  of  yours; 

I'll  bet  that  he'll  vanish,  you'll  see." 

So  when  Fitz  made  his  usual  visit  that  night, 

Little  Tommy  came  down  from  above, 
Bushed  into  the  parlor.     Of  course  his  advent 

Interrupted  the  story  of  love. 
"Aw,  Tommy!"  said  Fitz,   "you're  a  nice  little  boy; 

After  dark  all  good  boys  should  be  in." 
"Oh,  yes,  sir,"  said  Tom,  "I'm  a  good  little  boy, 

But  you'd  better,  I  think,  take  a  spin." 

"A  spin?"  cried  his  lordship;  "you  curious  boy. 

I  never  went  spinning,  you  know. 
Do  you  think  h'lm  a  top,  to  stand  h'up  on  my  'ead 

And  awound  and  awound  'ere  to  go?" 
But  Tommy  was  not  to  be  bluffed  In  that  way, 

So  he  answered:  "Now,  Mister,  see  here; 
Did  you  ever  perambulate  on  your  tympanum? 

Did  you  ever  walk  off  on  your  ear?" 

"Mr.  Fitz;  as  you  pass  thro' this  sad  weary  world, 
And  consort  with  the  lowly  and  humble. 

Did  you  ever  revolve  thro'  the  ambient  air? 
Did  you  ever,  Old  Man,  take  a  tumble?" 

"A  tumble?     Good  gwacious,  and  Jennie  in  'ere, 
Why,  that  would  be  h'awful,  you  know; 

And  besides,  youyoungwascal,  d 'you  know  wholh'am 

Do  you  think  h'lm  a  clown  in  a  show?" 

Well,  Tommy  was  beat.    He  acknowledged  the  corn; 
But  determined  to  try  a  new  game. 
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He  would  carry  his  point  by  a  coup  d\Utl\ 
That  would  give  him  his  coveted  fame. 

So  he  slipped  from  the  house,  and  Bh.ak.ing  with  glee 
From  his  laughing  blue  eyes  to  his  knees, 

He  ran  'round  the  corner  and  bought  at  the  store 
Ten  cents  worth  of  Liinburger  cheeae. 

Then  quickly  again  to  the  house;  up  the  stairs, 

And  into  the  room  like  a  rocket, 
And  waited  till  Fitz  was  profoundly  absorbed; 

Then  he  slipped  the  cheese  into  his  pocket. 
Then  he  sauntered  anound  and  out  in  the  hall, 

And  called  out:  "Oh,  Jennie!  come  here"; 
So  excusing  herself,  the  maiden  went  out, 

His  message  and  troubles  to  hear. 

"Say,  Sis,"  whispered  Tommy;  "I've  put  up  a  job, 

Now,  you  bet  there'll  be  startling  events; 
You  go  back  to  your  room  and  bring  out  your  cologne, 

There's  a  circus  about  to  cqmmence." 
So  Miss  Jennie  went  back  and  beheld  Mr.  Fitz 

Standing  close  by  the  hot,  raging  fire; 
Unconscious  of  all,  save  the  fact  that  he  loved 

With  a  burning  and  ardent  desire. 

"3Iy  h'Angel,"  he  faltered.     "Please  listen  to  me, 

"While  my  'eart-felt  devotion  I  tell; 
I've  loved  you,  my  darling,  for  long  weary  days; 

Even  now  (Phew!   What  is  this  I  smell?) 
H'and  to-night,  dearest  h'idol;  don't  bid  me  depart, 

H'and  drive  me  h'in  grief  from  this  room; 
But  tell  me  you  11  love  me.    Come,  h'answer  me  this: 

(What  is  this  queer,  blarsted  perfume?") 


Then  the  maiden  replied  as  she  quivered  with  mirth 

And  held  her  cologne  to  her  nose; 
"Perhaps  'tis  the  odor  that's  wafted  at  night 

From  some  sweet-scented  lily  or  rose." 
"Lillies  and  woses,  be  "anged,"  muttered  he, 

While  the  girl  sat  as  still  as  a  mouse. 
"This  smell  is  too  pungent  for  flowers,  you  know; 

Is  there  anyone  dead  in  this  'ouse?" 

Then  that  boy  gave  a  yell  from  behind  the  back-door, 

He  had  ta'en  the  precaution  to  lock  it; 
"I  say,  Mr.  Fitz:  if  you'd  like  a  nice  corpse, 

Just  look  in  your  right  coat-tail  pocket." 
Instinctively  Fitz  put  his  hand  'neath  his  coat, 

"In  the  wight  coat-tail  pocket,  you  say?" 
Then  a  horrible  shudder  passed  over  his  frame, 

As  he  brought  out  that  fragrant  bouquet. 

"I  say!  Who!  Good  gwacious!  Who  put  that  there? 

What  is  this  thing?    Limburger!  Oh! 
Oh,  Lord,  I  declare  this  is  weally  too  bad; 

I'll  (phew)  smell  for  a  whole  week,  you  know." 
Well,  Fitz  turned  all  colors.     He  tore  at  his  hair, 

And  was  in  quite  a  sad  looking  plight; 
He  stepped  to  the  window,  and  grasping  the  cheese, 

He  threw  it  out  into  the  night. 


And  then  the  suspicion  crept  into  his  mind 

That  Miss  Jennie  and  Tom  had  conspired 
To  play  him  this  trick,  and  perhaps,  after  all, 

His  visits  were  hardly  desired. 
So  he  picked  up  his  hat  and  wished  a  "Good-night, 

And  the  maiden  was  once  more  at  ease, 
For  what  all  her  coldness  and  art  could  not  do, 

Was  accomplished  by  Limburger  CheeBe. 
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Julius. — Seize  her. 

Record. — We  shall  attend  to  the  matter 
nest  week. 

M.  J.  C. — We  do  not  propose  to  make  such 

an  agreement. 

Delphi. — You  are  wrong  about  the  Sphinx. 
Her  name  wasn't  Pickering — though  it  might 
have  been. 

Custer. — This  column  is  not  intended  to 
serve  as  an  advertising  medium.  You  should 
have  written  to  our  business  manager,  and 
given  him  all  the  points  with  (lie  necessary 
lucre*  We  are  sorry  to  undeceive  you,  but 
we  must  be  sincere. 

JfiPTHA. — We  are  not  posted  on  the  merits 
and  demerits  of  the  new  silver  dollar  as  a 
work  of  art.  It  is  said  that  the  counterfeit 
of  the  coin  is  better  than  the  original.  The 
bogus  coin,  however,  may  be  easily  detected. 
If  you  get  a  new  dollar,  it  is  counterfeit;  if 
you  don't  get  one,  it  is  genuine. 

Mizpah. — Yes,  we  believe  Naples  is  in  Italy. 
Italy  is  a  country  of  southern  Europe,  but 
we  have  no  space  to  enter  into  details.  The 
mere  fact  that  your  geographical  education 
was  neglected  is  not  sufficient  to  induce  us 
to  print  a  description  of  Italy,  or  a  history 
of  Romo.     "See  Naples  and  die." 

Sacramento. — Tour  beautiful  lyric  is  not 
available.  It  may  be  your  destiny  to  travel 
through  life  misunderstood.  At  any  rate  we 
do  not  understand  what  you  are  driving  at, 
and  we  don't  suppose  our  readers  would. 
The  best  thing  you  could  do  in  this  case  is 
to  publish  a  glossary.  Your  expressions  are 
entirely  ahead  of  the  age,  and  past  our  com- 
prehension. That  may  not  be  your  fault, 
however. 


Selections  From  a  Mail  Bag.— No.  2. 

BY  E.    A.    G. 

San  Fbancisco,  April  15,  1878. 
Dear  Jim: 

I  got  your  letter  yesterday, 
And  start  to  write,  but  don't  know  what  to  say. 
There's  nothing  new;  our  Legislature's  dead, 
Our  rain  is  over,  and  our  hungry  fed; 
The  Water  Bill's  defeated,  as  you  know, 
And  as  for  Chinamen — well,  "they  must  go," 
That  all  agree;  but  some  with  warlike  ire, 
Cry  fiercely  out  for  riot,  hemp  and  fire; 


While  orators,  of  late  unknown, 

Declaim  to  crowds  in  language  not  their  own. 

Our  substitutes  are  measuring  of  late 

In  vain  attempts  to  reach  the  five-feet-eight 

Which  is  demanded  in  the  heroes  who 

Will  soon  walk  "beats"  in  uniforms  of  blue. 

I'm  tall  myself,  and  think  'tis  only  right 

That  officers  should  be  a  manly  height. 

Now,  for  my  own  affairs:  I  know  you'll  laugh, 

But  Jim,  I  mean  to  buy  a  phonograph; 

"There's  millions  in  it,"  and  I'll  have  my  share; 

You  bet  your  boots  I'll  make  the  people  stare. 

No  more  I'll  pinch,  economize  and  stint; 

One  master  stroke,  and  I'm  a  walking  mint. 

I'll  change  my  lodgings,  buy  some  stylish  clothes, 

Pay  all  my  debts,  and  blossom  like  a  rose. 

Once  more  my  sweetheart  fair  will  fondly  smile 

Upon  the  youth  who  shows  he  has  some  style, 

Once  more  I'll  press  her  ruby  lips  to  mine, 

And  gaze  in  raptures  at  those  eyes  divine: 

Again  my  friends  will  know  me  in  the  street, 

And  I'll  be  recognized  by  all  I  meet. 

But  here's  the  thought  that  makes  my  boBom  fiame, 

I'll  then  eat  "dinners,"  and  imbibe  champagne, 

Drive  fast  horses,  patronize  the  Stage, 

In  short,  will  be  the  wonder  of  the  age. 

You  doubtless  feel  some  slight  desire  to  know 

The  mode  in  which  my  fortune  is  to  grow. 

I'll  tell  you,  Jim,  bnt  mind  you  must  be  dumb 

Upon  the  subject,  for  the  word  is  "mum." 

You  probably  will  fully  comprehend 

The  phonograph,  and  understand  its  end; 

It  fixes  sounds  upon  a  little  plate 

Of  metal  foil,  in  size  just  six  by  eight. 

The  beauty  is  this  wonderful  invention 

Has  over  sounds  a  power  of  retention, 

No  matter  what  their  tone  pitch  or  dimension. 

French,  German,  Latin,  Arabic  and  Greek 

Are  all  the  same  to  it — it  all  can  speak, 

You  turn  a  crank;  the  instrument  repeats 

All  sounds  and  noises  that  it  ever  meets, 

In  order  accurately;  the  very  tone 

Is  reproduced!  the  cough,  the  laugh,  the  moan, 

The  hammer's  tap;  the  rusty  hinge's  creak, 

The  dog's  loud  bark,  the  mouse's  tiny  squeak, 

The  horse's  neigh,  the  rooster's  piercing  crow — 

Imprisoned  once,  again  are  made  to  flow. 

Now,  Jim,  with  your  good  sense  you'll  plainly  see 

That  this  machine  possessed  by  one  like  me, 

Who  am  (you  know  I  don't  intend  to  boast) 

About  as  shrewd  as  any  on  this  Coast, 

Would  earn  me  coin  at  such  a  rapid  rate, 

That  in  a  year  my  fortune  would  be  great. 

For  instance — here's  a  thought  sublime,  immense. 

The  phonograph  could  carry  eloquence; 

Just  prime  it  up  with  speeches,  say  political, 

'Twould  come  in  play  at  many  a  crisis  critical, 

Or  better  even  than  a  rousing  speech, 

Put  in  some  sermons  and  the  thing  would  preach. 

I  yet  will  leave  the  clergy  in  the  lurch, 

And  utilize  the  phonograph  in  church; 

I  turn  the  handle  of  the  instrument, 

And  lo!  it  preaches  to  the  heart's  oontent. 

Deposit  it  within  a  Court  of  Law, 
'Twould  take  a  full  report  without  a  flaw, 
And  I,  itB  owner,  would  not  have  to  write 
With  aching  fingers  all  the  following  night. 
Without  an  inkling  of  what's  termed  "short-hand," 
I'd  make  the  best  reporter  in  the  land. 
With  Court  phonographers  I'd  quickly  rank, 
And  working  my  phonographic  crank, 
Questions  and  answers  would  issue  fast  or  slow, 
To  suit  the  man  who  wrote  them  down,  you  know. 

The  phonograph  when  filled,  would  save  the  eyes 
Of  him  who  hates  to  read,  yet  would  be  wise; 
When  wishing  for  a  little  mental  pleasure, 
You  turn  the  crank  of  this  phonetic  treasure. 
If  time  permitted,  I  should  narrate  gratis 
A  thousand  uses  for  this  apparatus; 
But  night  advances  with  a  footstep  quick, 
So  I  subscribe  myself, 

Your  true  friend, 

Dick. 
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The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

If  the  strolling  temperance  orators  keep 
on  enumerating  the  crimes  of  which  they  are 
guilty,  we  shall  yet  find  oat  who  killed  old 
man  Nathan. 

You  understand  how  a  silk  dress  may  be  satrin, 
Although  the  expression  at  first  seems  peculiar, 

But  when  it  is  kicked  up  behind,  you,  iu  Latin, 
May  properly  say  that  a  woman  is  "muZter," 

An  English  donkey  (not  a  man,  but  a  real 
donkey)  had  a  fight  with  a  ram.  The  donkey 
killed  the  ram.  This  shows  that  the  "finis" 
of  a  donkey  is  more  powerful  than  the  "pre- 
face" of  a  ram. 

"Ma,  are  we  cannibals?"  asked  a  little 
Eighth-street  girl  of  her  mother  the  other 
day.  "Why,  my  child,  what  do  you  mean?" 
"Oh,  nothing,  only  I  heard  you  say  to  Brid- 
get, 'Boy  legs  for  breakfast'." 

A  correspondent  of  the  Scientific  American 
wants  to  know  "how  human  skin  can  be  tan- 
ned." He  must  have  been  a  remarkably 
good  boy  when  he  went  to  school  not  to  have 
learned  that  among  the  other  branches. 

Don  Putt  says  he  never  listened  to  any- 
thing sweeter  than  the  singing  at  the  White 
House  Saturday  night. — Free  Press.  Well, 
we  must  really  run  on  and  make  a  call  on  the 
President  and  his  "suite,  bye-and-bye." 

We  would  like  to  inquire  if  there  is  a  va- 
cant chair  in  the  faculty  of  Dartmouth  or 
Princeton  ?  We  make  the  inquiry  in  the  in- 
terest of  old  man  Bender,  who  is  somewhat 
broken  in  fortune,  and  is  looking  for  a  job. 

There  being  such  general  dissatisfaction 
with  the  new  dollar  we  propose  that  Con- 
gress pass  a  law  permitting  every  man  to 
make  his  own  dollar.  Come  to  think,  though, 
we  have  had  to  make  every  dollar  we  ever 
had. 

Mr.  Douglass,  of  Virginia,  knows  his 
strong  points.  He  became  famous  in  one 
day  by  getting  drunk,  and  he  probably 
couldn't  have  done  it  in  a  life-time  in  any 
other  way.  There's  nothing  like  well-di- 
rected effort. 

Mrs.  Cady  Stanton,  recently  refusing  to  be 
deterred  by  a  severe  storm,  rode  twenty-four 
miles  to  lecture  in  St.  Charles,  Minn.  We 
have  always  counseled  small  cities  like  St. 
Charles  to'  be  careful  about  offending  Mrs. 
Stanton. — Pack. 

O'Leary's  victory  almost  compensates  for 
the  Chicago  fire,  by  the  kick  of  his  mother's 
cow,  which  broke  the  lantern  which  fired  the 
straw  which  lay  in  the  barn  which  the  peeler 
saw  which  wasn't  put  out  by  the  strolling 
lout  and  burned  the  town  that   Cheek  built. 

Dio  Lewis  says  a  man  need  not  sneeze  un- 
less he  wants  to.  He  has  figured  it  up,  and 
finds  that  by  not  sneezing  a  man  can  save 
nearly  eleven  dollars  a  year. — Danbary  News. 
A  man  who  sneezes  when  he  does  not  want 
to  is  a  fool  of  the  33rd  degree.  That  is  our 
opinion  of  him. 


"The  oldest  woman  in  the  world  is  Eula- 
lia  Perez,  now  living  in  Los  Angelas,  Cali- 
fornia. She  is  one  hundred  and  forty  years 
old,  and  still  use3  her  needle." — Ex.  Non 
sense!  We  know  of  a  woman,  Mrs.  Clee 
O'Patra,  who  was  born  in  69  B.  O,  and  her 
needle  is  still  in  use.  Eulalia  is  a  baby  to 
her. 

Gen.  B.  F.  Butler,  we  are  told,  despairs 
of  the  republic.  But  this  needn't  create  any 
alarm.  We  have  often  despaired  of  it. 
Sometimes  we  get  awake  at  night  and  despair 
of  the  republic.  It  doesn't  cost  anything  to 
despair  of  it.  We  allude  to  the  Mexican  re- 
public. Mr.  Butler  probably  refers  to  the 
French  republic. 

A  new  resident  of  our  town,  who  subscri- 
bed for  a  Texas  paper  last  January,  ordered 
it  discontinued  a  week  ago.  He  says  the 
editor  has  no  enterprise;  that  a  single  issue 
of  the  paper  never  contained  more  than  three 
murders  and  five  lynchings;  that  he  used  to 
live  in  Texas,  and  wants  a  paper  from  there 
that  gives  all  the  news. 

Whereas,  the  spring  time  has  come,  gentle 
Annia:  Resolved,  that  every  man  ought  to 
have  a  new  suit  of  clothes.  Resolved,  that 
a  great  man}'  men  would  like  to  know  how 
they  are  to  get  them.  Resolved,  that  when 
we  find  out  we  will  let  them  know.  Resolved, 
that  these  resolutions  be  published  for  the 
benefit  of  their  families. 

A  stout  English  gentleman,  a  visitor  at  a 
fashionable  watering-place  on  the  west  coast 
of  Scotland,  was  in  the  habit  of  conversing 
familiarly  with  a  character  of  the  place,  who 
took  a  delight  in  talking  boastingly  of  his 
great  relations.  One  day,  as  the  gentleman 
was  seated  at  the  door  of  his  lodging,  Don- 
ald came  up  driving  a  fat  boar.  "That  is 
one  of  your  fat  relations  you  have  got  with 
you,  I  suppose,  Donald?"  said  thegentleman. 
No,"  quietly  retorted  Donald,  as  he  sur- 
veyed the  proportions  of  his  interlocutor, 
"no  relation  whatever,  but  just  an  acquain- 
tance like  vourself." 


Had  All  the  Modern  Improvements. 

"I  was  recommended  to  tie  up  at  this 
house  by  an  old  friend  of  my  father's  who 
struck  the  town  some  time  last  summer,"  said 
a  tall,  towering,  square-jawed  man  throwing 
down  an  immense  valise  in  front  of  a  Walnut 
street  hotel  counter  the  other  day. 

"Very  glad  to  see  you.  I'm  sure,"  said 
the  clerk,  with  his  member  of  Congress  bow. 
"We  always  try  to  take  good  care  of  our 
guests,  and  make  'em  feel  so  much  at  home 
they  won't  forget  us  when  they  get  away. 
Register,  please,  and  we'll  give  you  one  of 
our  best  rooms,  and  have  you  all  settled 
down  snug  in  a  jiffy." 

"Hold  on  a  minute — I'm  sort  o'  particular, 
and  before  we  clinch  I  want  to  know  a  little 
something  about  what  you  can  do  in  the  way 
of  accommodations,"  said  the  traveler,  lean- 
ing back  and  measuring  the  clerk  with  his 
eyes. 

"Oh,  my  dear  sir,  make  yourself  easy. 
Everything  first  class — strictly  A.  1.  House 
newly  furnished  last  fall,  and  just  got 
through  renovating  from  top  to  bottom. 
Fire  precautions  the  best  in  town;  warm  cor- 
ridors, and  meals  at  all  hours.  All  the  rooms 
airy  and  cheerful,  and  anything  you  want — 
with  or  without  bath,"  rattled  the  clerk  gliby 
as  he  whirled  around  the  register  and  offered 
the  pen  with  a  smile  that  affected  the 
weather. 


"What  sort  of  arrangements  have  you  for 
getting—" 

"Why,  the  very  best  in  town,"  interrupted 
the  clerk.  "We  couldn't  be  beaten  for  lo- 
cation. Street  cars  pass  the  door  every  two 
minutes  for  every  part  of  the  city.  We're 
handy  to  all  the  theatres,  and  right  in  the 
heart  of  business." 

"There's  a  good  deal  of  weight  in  what  you 
say,"  continued  the  stranger.  "But  what  I 
want  to  come  at  is,  how  are  you  fixed  for 
taking  care  of  a  fellow  when  he  comes  in  top- 
heavy?  You  see  I  have  got  two  or  three 
men  on  the  string  here  that  I  want  to  get  up 
a  trade  with,  and  I'm  going  on  a  jamboree 
over  the  Rhine  with  'em  to-night,  and  the 
chances  are  we'll  come  weaving  along  pretty 
late — if  we  don't  get  so  far  gone  we'll  have 
to  be  hauled — too  weak  in  the  knees  to  climb 
the  stairs;  and  what  I  want  to  see  about  be- 
forehand, is  whether  you  are  up  even  with 
the  times  in  the  way  of  modern  improve- 
ments. Do  you  keep  a  special  stretcher  for 
that  purpose  that  will  carry  me  all  at  one 
load,  and  will  you  be  sure  to  have  help 
enough  on  hand  to  tote  it  ?  If  you're  heeled 
on  that  head  you've  got  me  and  my  influence, 
and  you  can  commence  charging  from  this 
minute." 

As  he  was  bending  over  the  register  im- 
mediately afterward,  propelling  a  pen  rap- 
idly, the  presumption  is  that  he  found  the 
hotel  fully  up  in  all  the  essentials  of  an  ad- 
vanced civilization. 


Dangerous  Legislation. 

Here  shall  the  Press  the  people's  right  maintain, 
Unawed  by  influence  and  unbribed  by  gain; 
Here  patriot  Truth  her  glorious  precepts  draw, 
Pledged  to  Religion,  Libertj'  and  Law. 

Freemen,  awake!  Tour  liberties  are  in 
danger!  The  institutions  for  which  your 
fathers  shed  their  blood  are  threatened!  In 
the  Legislature  last  Friday  a  member  from 
Delaware  county  introduced  a  bill  making  it 
a  misdemeanor  for  anyone  to  "purchase  at 
public  drinking  places  intoxicating  drinks 
for  any  other  person  than  himself  " — in  other 
words,  to  deny  you  the  glorious  North  Ame- 
rican privilege  of  setting  'em  up.  Awake, 
freemen!  awake!  awake!  In  the  name  of  all 
that's  dear  to  an  American  heart,  we  call 
upon  you  to  arouse  yourselves  and  resent 
this  insult  to  Hail  Columbia.  Remember  the 
struggles  of  our  forefathers.  Remember 
Waterloo  and  Bunker  Hill,  and  the  campaign 
of  1876.  Remember  Princeton  College. 
And  don't  forget  that  you  owe  two  dollars 
for  the  Weekly  Patriot  and  Statesman.  We 
must  have  money  at  once.  Subscribers  in 
arrears  will  please  take  notice.  This  is  posi- 
tively the  last  call.  But  we  digress.  We  de- 
sire to  call  the  attention  of  every  true  Ameri- 
can citizen  to  the  fact  that  this  Delaware 
county  measure  must  be  crushed  in  its  incep- 
tion. Summer  with  its  juleps  will  soon  be 
upon  us.  Already  the  mint  grows  greenly 
upon  the  hillside ;  the  golden  straw  is  waiting 
to  be  plucked  from  the  mow,  and  the  ice  is 
mellowing  in  the  sawdust.  Shall  it  be  writ- 
ten upon  our  statute-books  that  no  man  shall 
say,  "Come  up  and  take  something  ?"  No, 
by  heaven,  no-o-o-oh! 
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Conkling   says  he   didn't  do  it. 
Beecher. 


So  does 


Boston  has  a  female  barber,  and  now  some 
fellow  wants  a  few  of  the  unemployed  work- 
ing- girls  of  San  Francisco  to  start  a  shop  and 
sail  in.  Has  that  chap  ever  reflected  on 
Samson's  fate?  Samson,  we  will  inform  him, 
let  Dalilah  shingle  his  flowing  locks. 

The  Evangeline  Amateur  Minstrel  Club 
was  organized  on  Monday  last,  with  the  fol- 
lowing officers  elected  for  the  ensuing  six 
months:  President,  Sam.  Gruman;  Vice- 
President,  Mark  Schwartz;  Secretary,  Mil- 
lard Frankenburg;  Treasurer,  Sol.  Miller; 
Stage  Manager,  Martin  Solomon. 

There  has  been  a  good  deal  of  fuss  made 
about  that  prize  fight  that  took  place  in  the 
Young  Men's  Christian  Association  Hall — 
probably  more  than  it  was  worth.  Christian 
young  men  need  recreation  once  in  a  while, 
just  as  much  as  pagan.  It  is  the  respectable 
Christian  old  men  who  encouraged  the  exhi- 
bition with  their  illustrious  presence,  it  is 
these  old  bald-headed  sinners  that  ought  to 
be  remonstrated  with. 

Nast  is  usually  supposed  to  be  the  greatest 
cartoonist  of  the  day.  When  we  take  into 
consideration  the  fact  that  Nast  uses  a  whole 
dictionary  of  words  to  explain  what  he  means 
by  his  pictures,  his  claim  to  the  proud  title 
of  premier  cartoonist  is  scarcely  sustained. 
Our  artist  does  not  descend  to  these  small 
artifices.  He  presents  his  sketches  without 
any  such  inartistic  embellishments.  His  car- 
toons speak  for  themselves,  and,  besides,  the 
"Wasp  has  the  most  intelligent  readers  in  the 
United  States.  They  can  see  the  point  with- 
out having  it  pounded  into  them  by  number- 
less inscriptions. 

The  Democrats  say  that  the  Kepublicans 
are  seeking  to  carry  the  Constitutional  Con- 
vention in  the  interests  of  the  Railroad.  The 
Kepublicans  say  the  same  of  the  Democrats, 
and  both  charge  that  Stanford  has  bought  up 
the  Workingmen's  party.  All  three  are  en- 
titled to  their  opinions  and  to  public  cre- 
dence. As  we  said  before  in  the  Wasp  there 
is  a  strong  probability  that  it  will  be  a  Kail- 
road  Convention,  unless  disinterested,  honest 
men  are  elected.  It  will  be  a  job  for  some 
modern  Diogenes  to  find  them.  The  trouble 
is  that  the  honest  men  of  the  community  sel- 


dom appear  in  politics,  and  when  they  do 
they  get  demoralized  by  their  strange  sur- 
roundings. 

The  Chicagoese  must  have  been  treading 
heavily  on  the  gentle  G.  F.  Train's  toes,  and 
the  said  George  turns  around  as  any  other 
worm  would.  He  says,  concerning  the  West- 
ern metropolis:  "Chicago,  macadamized  with 
jails,  asylums  and  almshouses,  is  on  the 
down  grade!  Planted  in  a  swamp!  Built 
by  accident  on  a  quagmire !  Jack-screwed 
every  year  to  keep  it  out  of  the  lake!  Shin- 
gled all  over  with  ruinous  Eastern  mortgages! 
Saturated  with  alcohol,  tobacco  and  opium! 
Diseased  with  hog  meat  and  Texan  rinder- 
pest! Settled  with  enterprising  business 
men  from  the  East,  whose  capital  consisted 
of  cheek,  brag  and  bluster,  whose  enterprise 
and  morality  is  made  up  of  Tweedism,  Grant- 
ism  and  Beecherism!  Who  grew  rich  out  of 
their  trustee  handling  of  the  world's  dona- 
tion funds  after  the  great  fire!  No  wonder 
the  city  treasury  is  bankrupt,  and  its  people 
bordering  on  starvation,  in  the  face  of  eleva- 
tors filled  with  corn!'' 

On  Sunday  last,  the  members  of  the  "Our 
Boys'  Yacht  Club"  with  their  invited  guests, 
about  65  in  number,  including  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  had  their  first  excursion,  in  the 
fast  sailing  Yacht  Azalene,  Capt.  Robertson. 
The  boat  started  from  Front  Street  Wharf  at 
10  o'clock,  and  after  a  sail  down  the  bay 
round  Alcatraz  and  Angel  Islands,  and  giving 
the  pleasure  seekers  a  good  view  of  San 
Quentin  from  the  bay,  landed  its  passengers 
at  Bennett's  Landing  in  "Old  Saucelito"  at 
1  o'clock.  After  partaking  of  a  bounteous 
lunch,  which  had  been  provided  by  the  Club, 
dancing  was  indulged  in  until  five  o'clock  to 
music  that  had  been  brought  over  on  the 
Yacht.  The  excursionists  arrived  about  half 
past  six  o'clock  at  Market  Street  Wharf.  Al- 
though the  weather  was  rather  boisterous,  all 
enjoyed  themselves,  and,  taking  into  con- 
sideration that  this  is  only  a  new  Club  of  two 
weeks'  standing,  it  is  fair  to  presume,  judg- 
ing from  the  arrangements  for  the  sail,  that 
this  Club  will  soon  stand  second  to  none  in 
Yachting  circles. 

Aristotle  informs  us  that  the  following 
fable  was  spoken  by  Esop  to  the  Samians  on 
a  debate  upon  changing  their  ministers,  who 
were  accused  of  plundering  the  common- 
wealth: "A  fox,  swimming  across  a  river, 
happened  to  be  entangled  in  some  weeds  that 
grew  near  the  bank,  from  which  he  was  un- 
able to  extricate  himself.  As  he  lay  thus  ex- 
posed to  the  whole  swarms  of  flies,  who  were 
galling  him  and  sucking  his  blood,  a  swallow, 
observing  his  distress,  kindly  offered  to  drive 
them  away.  'By  no  means,'  said  the  fox, 
'for  if  these  should  be  chased  awa}',  another 
more  hungry  swarm  would  succeed,  and  I 
should  be  robbed  of  every  remaining  drop  of 
blood  in  my  veins'."  At  the  present  crisis  in 
our  political  affairs  this  fable  is  very  perti- 
nent. Those  who  are  trying  to  get  control 
of  the  State  are  hungry  compared  with  those 
who  have  been  fattening  on  her  revenues  for 
years.  But  whether  the  professional  politi- 
cian ever  considers  himself  gorged  with  plun- 
der is  an  open  question,  with  the  probabili- 


ties in  favor  of  the  negative.  However,  these 
untried  men  who  talk  so  much  about  "hon- 
esty" will  be  looked  upon  with  suspicion  un- 
til they  have  had  a  chance  to  prove  it.  The 
man  who  said  at  a  public  meeting  in  this  city 
that  "all  men  are  born  thieves  and  plunder- 
ers" should  be  entitled  to  his  opinion.  He 
probably  ought  to  know. 

The  book  which  is  just  now  attracting  most 
attention  is  "Charles  Sumner's  Life  and  Let- 
ters." All  our  leading  newspapers  are  giv- 
ing long  extracts  from  this  work,  but  it  is 
noticeable  that  the  reviewers  devote  but  little 
space  to  the  purely  political  portions  of  the 
book.  The  passages  most  quoted  are  those 
which  relate  to  the  social  life  of  the  English 
people.  There  is,  of  course,  a  reason  for 
this.  The  general  public  is  tired  of  politics, 
but  it  does  like  to  know  how  lords  and  ladies 
dress,  and  what  they  have  for  dinner.  It 
may  surprise  many  people  who  have  not 
been  abroad  to  learn  that  the  American  habit 
of  eating  a  dinner  without  wine  is  unknown 
in  England  or  Europe,  excepting  among  the 
class  of  manual  laborers.  The  English  or 
French  dinner  is  considered  incomplete  un- 
less served  with  a  bottle  of  Piper  Heidsieck. 
But  they  also  avoid  the  unwholesome  custom 
of  eating  a  hearty  meal  immediately  after 
rising  in  the  morning.  Much  of  the  dyspep- 
sia prevalent  in  this  country  is  due  to  our 
custom  of  eating  hearty  breakfasts.  A  lighter 
meal  in  the  morning,  with  wine  at  dinner, 
subjects  the  digestive  function  to  less  strain 
and  prevents  indigestion.  This  will  not 
seem  strange  when  it  is  remembered  that  a 
pound  of  beef  does  not  contain  so  much 
nourishment  as  a  pint  of  the  best  wine.  Mr. 
Sumner  himself  says  that  the  strong  coffee 
and  meats  served  at  American  breakfasts  are 
even  more  unhealthy  than  the  late  game- 
suppers  and  strong  wines  so  popular  in  Eng- 
land.— English  Paper. 


P.    KESIflX/ST 


Pilii  Boot  M 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 


The  latest  and  greatest  improvement  in  shoe  mak- 
ing is  P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot  Maker's, 

Patent  Boot  and  Shoe 

combined.  For  style  and  comfort  they  excel  all 
others.  The  elastic  is  so  placed  back  of  the  ankle  as 
to  protect  it  from  wear,  and  it  does  not  bind  around 
the  ankle  like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The 
gentlemen  who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 
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GRAND   OPERA   HOUSE. 

Eice's  Extravaganza  Company  continue  tt 
play  "Evangeline"  to  excellent  houses.  Th- 
play  now  goes  much  more  smoothly  than  a> 
the  beginning,  and  the  public  seems  never  tc 
tire  of  seeing  it.  The  heifer  dance,  the  lone 
fisherman,  the  baloon  trip  to  Arizona,  the 
comicalities  of  Sol  Smith  Russell  and  George 
I.  Knight,  the  beauty  of  the  scenery  and  the 
excellence  of  the  music  go  to  make  a  combi- 
nation of  attractions  such  as  has  seldom  been 
presented  to  the  public.  On  Wednesday 
evening,  Miss  Catherine  Lewis,  who  so  dis- 
tinguished herself  at  Baldwin's  in  opera 
bouffe,  appeared  as  "Evangeline,"  a  role 
which  she  filled  very  acceptably. 

CALIFORNIA    THEATRE. 

"Rosedale,  or  the  Rifle  Ball,"  an  excellent 
comedy  drama,  has  held  the  boards  at  this 
theatre  throughout  the  week.  Mr.  Hill  ap- 
peared in  his  original  character,  "Elliot 
Gray"  and  was  much  applauded  every  even- 
ing. On  Saturday  evening  Mr.  Hill  takes  a 
benefit. 

Baldwin's. 

The  Union  Square  Company  have  been 
playing  Bronson  Howard's  American  society 
drama,  "Saratoga,"  through  the  week.  The 
play  is  well  adapted  to  the  Baldwin  stage 
and  is  very  fairly  rendered.  The  audiences 
have  been  small. 

Emerson's. 

Denman  Thompson  continues  to  attract 
crowds  to  see  his  impersonation  of  "Joshua 
'Whitcomb."  The  public  interest  in  the  do- 
ings of  old  "Josh"  seems  to  be  but  little 
abated. 

BUSH  street  theatre. 

The  performance  of  "Humpty  Dumpty" 
this  week,  including  two  matinees,  is  for  the 
benefit  of  the  Charitable  Fund  of  the  Fire 
Department.  The  object  is  a  very  worthy 
one  and  should  receive  liberal  support. 

woodward's  gardens. 
"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 


where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

It  is  thought  that  Joaquin  Miller  will  su- 
perintend the  production  of  "The  Danites" 
in  this  city. 

It  is  easier  for  a  needle  to  go  through  the 
eye  of  a  camel  than  for  certain  prominent 
officials  we  know  of  to  keep  away  from  spar- 
ring exhibitions. 

The  Grand  Opera  House  seems  to  be  tak- 
ing the  lead  as  a  place  of  amusement.  It 
has  now  overcome  the  difficulties  of  its  loca- 
tion.    It  has  conquered  circumstances. 

Barton  Hill  looks  kind  of  half  dressed 
without  his  mustache.  It  has  become  im- 
peratively necessary  to  mention  the  change, 
as  every  other  paper  in  town  had  something 
to  say  about  it. 

It  is  said  that  the  actors  of  the  California 
Theatre  who  afflicted  this  community  for  so 
many  years  are  doing  fair  business  in  Chi- 
cago. But  then  the  Chicagoese  never  were 
celebrated  for  their  taste. 

Barton  Hill  has  been  obliged  to  part  with 
Alice  Harrison,  because  he  couldn't  afford  to 
pay  her  the  wages  she  demanded.  How  he 
manages  to  pay  wages  at  all,  with  the  busi- 
ness he  has  been  doing  for  the  past  year,  is 
an  inscrutable  mystery  to  the  public. 

John  McCullough  is  doing  excellent  busi- 
ness in  the  East.  He  is  received  at  most 
places  with  an  ovation,  and  his  performance 
of  Shakespearian  characters  is  said  to  be 
better  than  Forrest's.  John  was  not  so  well 
appreciated  here,  but  then  "a  man  is  not 
without  honor,  save  in  his  own  country." 

Talking  about  amusements,  one  of  the 
prettiest  games  of  base-ball  we  ever  saw  was 
played  last  Sunday  between  the  "Athletics" 
and  the  "Californias."  It  was  excellently 
contested  on  both  sides,  and  the  defeat  of 
the  "Californias"  is  only  to  be  attributed  to 
the  fact  that  in  such  contests  somebody  must 
lose. 

Last  Sunday  was  not  what  one  would  call 
a  good  day  for  picnics,  but  the  annual  festi- 
val of  Captain  Siebe's  San  Francisco  Fusi- 
leers  was  an  uncommon  success.  The  com- 
pany offered  a  number  of  prizes  for  marks- 
manship. Out  of  a  possible  24  the  following 
scores  were  made:  P.  Jacoby,  23; H.  Bendel, 
22;  F.  Hagaman,  22:  J.  Bruer,  20;  Mr.  Na- 
ber,  20;  Lieutenant  Klose,  20;  Mr.  Urban, 
19;  Lieutenant  Maher,  18;  Mr.  Thierbach, 
18;  Mr.  Winter,  18;  Mr.  Klein,  18;  Mr. 
Lempke,  18.  Each  man  fired  two  shots  with 
a  Springfield  rifle,  off-hand.  The  distance 
was  200  yards. 


— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  ia  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

—Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  OfHce,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

■ — In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Somes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


I?©   E,ET. 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  K,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Coun- 
ty. Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  corner 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


FOB   SJkE*E» 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  Connty.  Inquire  at  F.  KOEBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Eosa. 


0.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN. 


JAS.  R.  KELLY. 


SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 
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AiTUSEMENTS. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

UiBsiou  Street,   between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets 


M.  A.  Kesxedt, 


Acting  Manager. 


"£¥A^SI3ELINE." 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


ROSEDALE, 


BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


Humpty  Dumpty, 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,  April  20th 
and  21st. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Ma  wms^er,,  Baok  &  lab  Prmtem 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  "Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -    $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

Ep°All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal  Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


-    $5.00 
$20.00 


PANTS  to  Order 
SUITS  from     -    - 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


EYERS 


The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 


fren-qb: 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Ddsectoe. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICEKS: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesident , C.  B.  O'SULUVAN 

TRUSTEES: 

M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Treasurer EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3 
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San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R, 


Commencing    SUNDAY,  APRIL  7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  "Wharf.) 


3f}(~\  P.  M.  Daily,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•W  Donahue,"  ffrom  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg*a 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  and  for  Mendocino 
City  and  the  Geysers. 

!(3LConnectioiis  made  at  Fulton  on  following  rooming  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guernevillc  R.  R.  for  Korbel'e,  GuerneviUe  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


8f\f\  A.  M.   [Sundays  only].  Excursion  Steamer  "James  M. 
•W   Donahue"  connecting- at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.J 


.^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


MAURICE  DORE  &  Co. 

AUCTIONEERS. 

MONDAY,  April  22,  1877, 
At  VI  o'clock,  at  Salesrooms, 

No.  410  PINE  STREET, 

Between  Montgomery  and  Kearney  Streets,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California, 

AUCTION    SALE 

—OF  THE— 

Bw, 

On  a  Liberal  Credit* 

TERMS — One-fourth  Cash; balance  in  one, 
two  and  three  years;  deferred  payments  to 
bear  interest  at  the  rate  of  EIGHT  per  cent. 
per  annum,  payable  semi-annually. 

Size  of  Town  Lots,   50x125  and  50s 

150;  Farm  Tracts  from  5  to  30 

Acres  Each. 

The  Pacific  Land  Investment  Company  has  pur- 
chased a  large  tract  of  land  in  Washington  Township, 
Alameda  County,  California,  and  had  the  same  care- 
fully subdivided  into  Town  Lots,  Villa  Sites,  and  Gar- 
dens and  small  Farm  Tracts.  Broad  Streets  and 
Avenues  have  been  laid  out,  upon  which  all  the  sub- 
divisions front.  Trees  have  been  planted  along  the 
line  of  the  streets,  and  the  avenues  enclosed  by 
fences. 

The  Company,  with  a  full  knowledge  of  the  urgent 
needs  of  the  people,  determined  to  practically  insure 
the  procurement  of  Cheap  and  Healthful  Suburban 
Homes.  A  critical  examination  of  the  country  which 
could  be  made  reasonably  accessible  from  San  Fran- 
cisco was  entered  upon,  and  it  was  decided,  after 
taking  into  consideration  advantages  of  climate, 
abundance  of  pure  water,  fertility  of  soil,  beauty  of 
natural  surroundings,  adaptability  to  manufactures 
of  lands  contiguous  to  deep  water,  neighborhood  to 
established  towns,  and  for  many  other  practical 
reasons,  that 

KEWARK 

Was  the  most  desirable  locality  for  the   consumma- 
tion of  its  design. 

NEWARK  is  finely  situated  on  upland,  nearly  le- 
vel, surrounded  by  thrifty  villages  and  farms,  in  one 
of  the  healthiest  portions  of  Alameda  County,  com- 
manding a  fine  view  of  the  surrounding  country. 

Immediately  after  the  purchase  of  these  lands  the 
South  Pacific  Coast  Railroad  Company  began  the 
construction  of  its  railroad  and  with  the  Bay  and 
Coast  Railroad  Company  has  already  completed  a 
Railroad  and  Ferry  line  from  San  Francisco  to  the 
foothills  at  Los  Gatos  in  Santa  Clara  County,  pass- 
ing through  Alameda,  San  Jose  and  all  intermediate 
points,  with  fair  prospect  of  completing  the  road  to 
Santa  Cruz  within  the  next  18  months.  The  Town  is 
therefore   located   on   a  main  railroad  and  telegraph 

ine,  insuring  cheap,  rapid,  frequent  and  reliable  com- 
munication with  San  Francisco. 

The  increase  in  the  value  of  lands  in  Alameda 
County  has  been  marked  and  unremitting,  occasioned 
in  part  by  its  proximity  to  San  Frnncisco,  but  mora 
largely  by  reason  of  its  superb  climate  and  fruitful 
soil.  Money  invested  in  lands  at  NEWARK,  will 
greatly  multiply,  influenced  by  the  spread  of  popu- 
lation and  the  agency  of  its  direct  railroad  connec- 
tions. Observant  persons  will  readily  recognize  the  wonderful  ad- 
vance in  the  value  of  lands  and  growth  of  population  in  the  vicini- 
ty of  Oakland  and  Alameda,  which  lands  could  have  been  purcha- 
sed a  few  years  atro  for  comparatively  trifling  sums,  the  increase 
being  almost  entirely  attributable  to  the  establishment  of  the  ex- 
isting popular  lines  of  travel. 

An  opportunity  is  now  presented  to  purchase  lands  more  desir- 
ably located,  and  almost  equally  accessible,  at  very  low  prices,  with 
an  absolute  certainty  of  the  advancement  of  values  to  the  same  de- 
gree which  characterized  investments  in  Oakland  and  Alameda. 

On  or  about  May  1st  next,  the  new  Narrow-gauge  Line  will  be 
formally  opened  between  San  Francisco  and  Santa  Cruz,  when  lo- 
cal trains  will  be  run  reirularly  and  frequently  between  San  Fran- 
cisco and  Newark,  making  at  least  two  daily  trips  each  way,  and 
more  if  the  travel  should  require  it.  THE  COMMUTATIONS  WILL 
BE  VERY  LOW  to  persons  residing  in  Newark,  enabling  one  per- 
son to  travel  both  ways  each  day  at  a  very  cheap  rate.  The  time 
will  be  made  in  about  one  hour  from  the  foot  of  Market  street,  San 
Francisco,  and  the  time  schedule  so  adjusted  as  to  enable  all  clas- 
ses to  pursue  their  employments. 

For  the  present,  to  enable  personB  to  visit  and  inspect  the  pro- 
perty, on  and  after  March  20,  and  until  further  notice,  a  train  for 
Newark  will  leave  the  corner  of  Park  street  and  Encinal  Avenue, 
in  the  town  of  Alameda,  at  10:55  A.  M. ;  returning,  leaving  Newark 
at  1:30  P.  M.  Passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  on  the  Central 
Pacific  Ferry  for  Park  street  Station,  Alameda,  ontheOo'clockboat 
in  order  to  connect.  DIAGRAMS,  MAPS  AND  CIRCULARS  can 
be  had  on  application  at  the  office  of  the  Pacific  Land  Investment 
Company,  Rooms  20,  21  and  22  Nevada  Block,  or  to 

MAURICE  DORE  &  CO.,  Auctioneers, 

H.  A.  COBB,  Auctioneer.  A.  E.  DAVIS, 

President  Pacific  Land  Investment  Co. 
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AQUARIUM. 
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All  Sickness  and  Disease  of  whatever  name  or  natnre 
Cured  without  MeUiciue. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer,  No. 
216  Stockton  street,  cures  without  medicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  baffie 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

JEf^I  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  216  Stockton  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
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BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
34  JPost  Street, 

tJenr  Kenrnj 
Sun  Francuta,  CaL 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  GOLLEG 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


GHBGAGO  BREWERY, 

1430-1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


BACK    NUMBERS 

or  THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


DR.  SALFIELD'S 

REJUVENATOR. 

The  great  remedy  for  weakness  peculiar  to  men; 
cures  nervous  and  physical  debility  and  restores  ex- 
hausted vitality  to  strength  of  manhood  and  vigor  of 
youth  in  from  four  to  six  wekks  with  unfailing  cer- 
tainty; sure  cure  for  kidney,  urinary  and  bladder 
complaints;  price  $2.30  per  bottle,  or  five  bottles  in 
case  for  $10;  sent  everywhere  secure  from  observa- 
tion; communications  strictly  confidential;  consulta- 
tion by  letter  or  in  person  free.  Call  on  or  address 
DE.  SA1FIELD,  34  Kearny  street,  San  Francisco. 
Office  hours,  9  till  3  and  6  till  8  P.  M. 
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PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can'  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 
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G.    BAYREUTHER, 

— PRACTICAL— 

Tinsmith  &  Plumbw, 

Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 

STOVES,  RANCFS,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRONWARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY   CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 
NO.    2i«    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FEANCISCO. 
apr6-6nlos 

DOAM"E    <3c    GO. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Sfoell  Oysters^ 

Stall  No.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  fineal 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 
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SAN   FEANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  bj 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FESSTEBi   &   ttERARD,   from  Paris 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  nj 
stairs. 

IB.  S.  BTJU^sTS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between   J   and   K 

SACBAMENTO,  CAL. 
A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost. 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 
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Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  "WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  "Wasp,"  602 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp,  "  602  Calif ornia  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  APRIL  27, 1878. 

The  combatants  are  stripping  for  the  Con- 
stitutional Convention  fight.  The  Republi- 
cans and  Democrats  appear  to  have  coalesced. 


Hon.  Wm.  LeDuc,  Commissioner  of  Agri- 
culture at  "Washington,  has  sent  us  a  large 
number  of  packages  of  different  kinds  of  ve- 
getable seeds  for  the  purpose,  as  we  suppose, 
of  introducing  new  varieties  of  vegetables  in 
California.  There  are  small  packages  of  dif- 
ferent kinds  of  cucumber,  celery,  turnip, 
cabbage,  squash,  artichoke,  spinach,  radish, 
beet,  lettuce,  watermelon,  pine-apple,  melon, 
onion,  tomato,  carrot,  cauliflower,  sugar  corn, 
pole  bean  and  sugar  pea  seeds.  Most  of  the 
varieties  sent  are  new  to  California,  and  as 
we  must  reluctantly  confess  that  our  knowl- 
edge of  vegetables  extends  only  to  the  cooked 
variety,  we  have  thought  it  best  to  let  our 
readers — those  who  desire  such  seeds  for 
their  gardens — have  the  benefit  of  the  Com- 
missioner's liberality.  As  long  as  they  last, 
therefore,  we  shall  be  happy  to  accommodate 
any  one  desiring  a  package  of  these  embryo 
esculents,  free,  gratis,  and  for  nothing,  child- 
ren half  price.  Call  at  the  "Wasp  office  and 
select  your  vegetable.  "We  reserve  the  cu- 
cumber package  for  some  delinquent  sub- 
scriber, in  the  hope  that  its  product  (sliced 
in  vinegar)  may  make  him  see  the  error  of 
his  ways. 


An  Explanation. 

A  number  of  letters  have  recently  been  re- 
ceived at  this  office  which  contain  certain 
opinions  which  it  may  be  as  well  to  set  right 
now  as  at  any  other  time.  The  cartoons  re- 
cently published  by  the  "Wasp  are  praised  by 
some  and  criticized  by  others.  This  is  as  it 
should  be.  "We  do  not  expect  to  please 
everybody — nor  should  we  like  to.  There 
are  chronic  antagonisms  in  this  community, 
as  in  all  others;  and  when,  if  ever,  they  are 
reconciled,  other  opposing  interests  will 
spring  up.  As  we  cannot  please  everybody, 
then,  we  try  to  please  the  greatest  number. 
Our  readers  do  not  care,  perhaps,  to  see  their 
own  individual  opinions  reflected  in  the 
Wasp.  They  take  the  paper  for  recreation 
and  instruction.  That  they  have  been  both 
amused  and  instructed,  our  rapidly  increas- 
ing subscription  list  shows  to  our  entire  sa- 
tisfaction. The  following  is  a  fair  sample  of 
the  letters  of  which  we  speak : 

Ed.  Wasp. — Dear  Sir:  I  have  been  taking 
the  "Wasp  ever  since  it  started,  and  I  have  al- 
ways commended  its  course;  but  some  of  the 
pictures  you  have  lately  had  do  not  appear 
to  be  in  favor  of  the  "Workingmen's  principles. 
For  instance  that  picture  of  the  Working- 
men's  soup  last  week,  and  that  one  showing 
the  Workingman  "'twixt  passion  and  duty." 
Your  paper  has  given  some  of  the  most  stun- 
ning blows  to  the  Chinese  that  any  paper  or 
party  has  ever  dealt.  Some  of  your  anti- 
Chinese  pictures  have  created  a  tremendous 
sensation,  even  in  the  East.  Why  then  put 
the  Workingman  in  the  way  you  have  been 
doing  ? 

A  "Well-wisheh  and  Admirer. 

We  hasten  to  inform  our  correspondent 
that  we  have  not  changed  one  iota  of  our 
principles.  If  it  be  so,  that  through  our 
humble  agency  "stunning  blows"  have  been 
dealt  against  the  further  importation  of  the 
Chinese,  we  are  heartily  glad  of  it,  and  much 
gratified  that  our  work  is  appreciated.  Our 
files  are  open  for  the  inspection  of  anybody 
that  thinks  the  Wasp  has  deviated  from  its 
course.  We  have  always  been  for  the  Work- 
ingmen,  because  we  believe  that  their  cause 
is  just.  True,  we  have  not  infrequently  cri- 
ticized certain  of  the  leaders,  when  we 
thought  that  they  were  not  altogether  sound. 
We  deprecated  violent  language,  threats  to 
hang  unoffending  citizens,  and  menaces 
against  the  public  peace.  No  matter  what 
party  embraces  such  pernicious  doctrines, 
we  will  oppose  it — no  matter  what  man  gives 
utterance  to  such  sentiments,  we  will  surely 
attack  him.  It  is  not  a  question  of  party, 
but  of  common  sense  and  self  preservation. 
The  very  men  who  fulminated  these  threats 
some  weeks  ago  have  now  come  to  see  the. 
error  of  their  ways.  It  did  well  enough  as 
a  divertissement,  but  constant  repetition  made 
it  "stale  and  unprofitable." 

The  Wasp  has  probably  done  more  in  the 
anti-Chinese  crusade  than  all  the  other  city 
papers  put  together.  Its  course  in  this  as 
in  all  other  matters  has  been  strictly  inde- 
pendent. It  saw  the  wrong  and  attacked  it 
after  its  own  fashion.  Its  course  has  been 
commended  by  all  the  thinking  men  of  the 
community,  and  has  been  vindicated  by 
events.  We  have  our  own  way  of  proceed- 
ing, and  we  will  not  be  led  by  the  nose.  The 
times  demand  a  paper  entirely  independent 


of  cliques,  factions  and  parties.  There  is 
none  now  in  San  Francisco  that  we  can  call 
to  mind,  except  the  Wasp.  Every  journal  in 
the  city  is  controlled  by  some  influence  and 
dare  not  speak  against  it.  The  "Wasp  is  the 
only  independent  journal,  and  we  propose  to 
keep  it  so. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page."! 

The  Deadly  Weapon  Law. 

If  we  were  a  community  of  thieves  and  mur- 
derers, and  had  instructed  our  officers  to  de- 
vise laws  for  the  encouragement  of  crime  and 
the  better  protection  of  criminals,  it  would 
be  hard  to  do  so  in  a  more  satisfactory  man- 
ner than  by  the  enactment  of  such  an  ordi- 
nance as  that  directed  against  the  carrying 
of  deadly  weapons.  In  the  plentitude  of 
their  power  and  wisdom,  our  Supervisors 
have  decreed  that  citizens  shall  not  carry  any 
weapons  to  protect  themselves  from  the  hood- 
lums and  murders  with  which  our  city  is  in- 
fested. The  peaceable  citizen  must  quietly 
surrender  when  called  upon  by  the  armed 
desperado,  because  the  sapient  City  Fathers 
are  afraid  to  trust  him  with  arms.  As  for 
the  footpads  and  garrotters,  they  simply 
laugh  at  an  ordinance  which  makes  their 
trade  a  comparatively  safe  one.  Belated  pe- 
destrians, therefore  are  at  the  mercy  of  armed 
thieves,  and,  if  they  escape  with  the  simple 
loss  of  their  money  and  other  valuables  they 
may  deem   themselves  extremely  fortunate. 

Murders  and  robberies  with  violence  have 
been  alarmingly  numerous  during  the  past 
few  months.  The  police  force,  entirely  in- 
adequate, as  it  has  been,  could  do  but  little 
toward  protecting  citizens — in  fact  it  had 
more  than  enough  to  do  to  defend  itself 
against  the  hoodlum  fraternity.  The  foot- 
pads know  that  heavy  penalties  are  attached 
to  the  practice  of  carrying  defensive  weapons, 
and,  as  they  of  course  disregard  the  ordi- 
nance themselves,  belated  wayfarers  fall  an 
easy  prey  to  their  rapacity  and  pistols. 

If  it  were  generally  known  that  citizens 
were  armed  the  cowardly  ruffians  who  rob 
and  plunder  at  night,  would  be  more  than  a 
little  discouraged.  If  they  knew  that  the 
certain  penalty  of  a  night  attack  was  a  bullet 
in  the  head  they  would  seek  some  more  con- 
genial clime  than  San  Francisco-  We  be- 
lieve that  all  citizens  who  desire  should  be 
permitted  to  carry  defensive  weapons.  The 
Constitution  expressly  says  that  the  right  to 
carry  arms  shall  not  be  interfered  With  or 
abridged.  While  waiting  for  the  new  police, 
who,  after  all,  can  scarcely  be  expected  to  en- 
tirely prevent  such  outrages  as  are  happen- 
ing every  night,  we  suggest  that  citizens  be 
empowered  to  act  as  their  own  policemen. 
There  is  no  good  reason  why  peaceable  peo- 
ple who  happen  to  be  out  late  at  night  should 
be  left  to  the  mercy  of  thieves  and  assassins. 
But  there  is  every  reason  why  they  should 
be  allowed  to  take  care  of  themselves.  We 
do  not  expect  any  great  danger  from  the 
possible  abuse  of  the  privilege. 

The  picture  on  our  first  page  shows  one  of 
the  consequences  of  this  insane  ordinance. 
In  one  part  of  the  illustration,  a  policeman 
is  "running  in"  a  respectable  citizen  for  car- 
rying arms,   and  in   another,   a  hoodlum  is 
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murdering  an  unarmed  wayfarer.  We  com- 
mend these  pictures  to  the  consideration  of 
the  Supervisors.  The  law,  as  it  now  stands, 
is  a  direct  encouragement  to  the  murderous 
classes  of  San  Francisco. 


"Warning ! 
All  persons  are  warned  against  paying 
subscriptions  to  James  Marlborough  for  the 
San  Francisco  Illustrated  Wasp.  He  is  not 
our  agent  and  his  authority  for  receiving 
subscriptions  ceases  from  this  date  April  27, 
1878. 


The  Constitutional  Convention. 

The  Santa  Kosa  Democrat  says:  "The 
Democratic  and  Republican  State  Committees 
are  called  to  meet  at  San  Francisco,  on 
Wednesday  next,  for  the  purpose  of  consid- 
ering questions  pertaining  to  the  election  of 
a  Constitutional  Convention.  Our  advice  to 
the  gentlemen  who  constitute  those  Commit- 
tees is,  to  refer  the  matter  to  the  people, 
without  any  coalition  or  combination  what- 
ever between  them  as  political  organizations. 
We  desire  to  see  party  machinery  entirely 
ignored  in  this  matter.  We  are  opposed  to 
an  affiliation  of  the  parties  as  political 
organizations,  and  we  are  also  opposed  to 
the  nomination  of  candidates  for  either  of 
the  Committees.  The  Congressional  District 
Convention  has  already  been  called  for  this 
(the  third)  District  by  representatives  of  the 
people,  in  an  individual  capacity,  to  nomin- 
ate delegates  at  large  for  the  District.  Now, 
let  primaries  and  a  County  Convention  be 
called  in  each  county  upon  the  same  plan  to 
nominate  county  candidates  and  delegates 
to  the  District  Convention,  based  upon  the 
same  representation  as  the  Marysville  Con- 
vention. This  will  relieve  both  parties  of 
political  responsibility  in  the  matter,  and 
afford  the  people  an  opportunity  to  select 
those  whom  they  may  deem  to  be  the  most 
suitable  men  to  represent  them  in  the  Con- 
vention." 

The  Wasp's  opinion  is  that  the  people  of 
California  want  the  elections  for  delegates  to 
the  Constitutional  Convention  to  be  on  a 
non-partisan  basis.  What  the  people  want 
are  able,  honest,  unselfish  men,  capable  of 
dealing  with  the  important  questions  which 
will  come  up  in  the  body — men  in  whose 
hands  we  need  not  fear  to  trust  the  organic 
law  of  the  commonwealth  for  revision — men 
wise  enough  and  brave  enough  to  foil  and 
defeat  all  efforts  of  communism,  proscription, 
and  all  manner  of  political  folly  and  wicked- 
ness upon  the  organic  law.  We  do  not  want  a 
Eepublican  constitution,  a  Democratic  con- 
stitution, a  Workingman's  constitution,  or 
any  other  sort  of  a  constitution  except  one 
framed  in  the  interests  of  the  people  of  Cal- 
ifornia. If  the  people  of  California  permit 
insolent  and  ignorant  political  cutthroats 
and  their  deluded  followers  to  capture  their 
Constitutional  Convention,  and  foist  a  revo- 
lutionary organic  law  upon  the  State,  they 
will  bring  down  upon  their  heads  evils 
from  which  it  may  take  decades  to  recover, 
and  the  State  will  suffer  a  disgrace  which  not 
time  alone  can  blot  out. 


Sagacious  citizens  will  critically  analyze 
the  career,  record,  character,  and  qualifica- 
tions of  every  candidate  brought  before  the 
nominating  conventions,  if  they  would  pre- 
vent themselves  from  being  imposed  upon. 
Established  character;  a  clear  head,  an 
honest  heart,  a  brave  and  independent  spirit, 
a  susceptible  conscience,  a  high  order  of  in- 
telligence and  a  familiar  acquaintance  with 
those  fundamental  principles  of  political 
science  and  political  economy  which  enter 
into  the  organic  laws  of  free  states  are  quali- 
fications which  the  delegate  must  possess  in 
order  to  be  fit  for  the  important  trust. 
Broad-brained,  fair-minded,  active,  alert,  in- 
dependent, positive  men — men  of  affairs  and 
of  inflexible  honesty — should  be  sought  for, 
and  found,  in  all  the  counties  of  the   State. 


A  Tramp  Editor. 


He  took  pepper  sauce  in  his.  We  were 
sure  of  it;  for  we  could  smell  it  from  the 
other  side  of  the  table.  He  was  short  and 
seedy  looking  and  his  foot  gear  were  the 
usual  signals  of  distress.  His  red  side  whisk- 
ers were  a  lighter  but  not  a  brighter  rod  than 
his  face ;  his  whole  physiognomy  was  rubi- 
cund. He  rubbed  his  hands  with  pleasure 
as  he  steadied  himself  against  the  "bank" 
and  exclaimed  in  a  soft  voice,  "Well,  it  gives 
me  pleasure  to  find  myself  among  the  gen- 
tlemen of  the  press:  I  feel  like  a  fish  in  the 
water  again." 

"You  are  a  printer  ?"  we  asked. 

"No;  editorial  !"  was  the  dignified  re- 
sponse. 

We  stared,  and  then  we  smiled;  we  had 
seen  tramp  printers,  tramp  hatters,  tramp 
shoemakers,  tramp  almost  everything,  as  well 
as  tramps  absolute;  but  never  before  had  a 
tramp  editor  introduced  himself. 

He  went  on:  "I  came  to  the  city  with 
recommendations  to  the  Mail;  but  there 
being  no  opening  there,  the  editor  advised 
me  to  look  further  West  in  the  interior.  Are 
you  in  need  of  any  assistance  in  that  line  ?" 
We  gently  explained  to  the  deluded  indi- 
vidual how  it  would  be  as  reasonable  to  ex- 
pect that  the  proprietor  of  a  peanut  stand 
would  employ  a  twelve  hundred  dollar  book- 
keeper, as  that  the  publisher  of  a  country 
newspaper  would  hire  an  editor.  The  idea  ! 
when  a  good  pair  of  scissores  can  be  pur- 
chased for  forty  cents,  and  paid  for  in  ad- 
vertising. 

A  tought  struck  us:  "Can  you  write  green- 
back editorials?"  we  asked. 

"Oh,  certainly,"  was  the  reply. 

"Then,  perhaps,  we  can  direct  you  to  a 
job.  A  greenback  paper  has  been  started  in 
Oakland  and  they  need  an  editor.  They 
need  some  one  who  can  write  an  editorial 
that  a  common,  ordinary  individual  can  find 
head  or  tail  to;  something  that  can  be  under- 
stood without  an  interpreter.  We  should  go 
and  apply  for  the  situation  by  all  means. 
Dish  'em  up  lively,  and  than  we  will  send 
em  back  to  you,  and  we  can  have  some  fine, 
exciting  times." 

We  looked  up  from  the  work  on  which  we 
were  engaged,  and  he  was  gone  !  We  under- 
stand, that  one  of  our  Honorable  City  Fathers 


afterward  gave   him    a    pass    to    the    Alms 
House. 


A  Home-Made  Telephone. 

J.  N.  Huston  writes  to  the  Detroit  Free 
Press  as  follows:  "I  noticed  a  recipe  for 
making  a  cheap  telephone,  given  by  Prof. 
Barret  in  a  recent  lecture  on  that  instrument. 
In  making  this  instrument  you  use  a  bar  mag- 
net, and  have  to  go  to  considerable  trouble, 
for  all  of  which  you  can  only  talk  a  distance 
of  about  a  hundred  yards.  Now  I  can  give 
a  recipe  much  more  simple,  and  when  the  in- 
strument is  finished  you  can  converse  at  a 
distance  of  nearly  five  hundred  yards,  Take 
two  half-gallon  (or  quart)  tin  fruit  cans  and 
take  the  bottoms  out  of  them.  Now  take  a 
couple  of  half  cigar  boxes,  tack  down  the 
lids  and  cut  a  hole  through  the  bottom  and 
lid  of  each,  so  you  can  fit  in  your  cans,  first 
bringing  the  ends  level  with  the  lid  or  bot- 
tom. Now  stretch  wet  rawhide,  parchment 
or  bladder  over  the  other  end,  and  tie  tight 
and  let  it  dry,  and  your^speaking  tubes  are 
finished.  Now  take  two-ply  of  shoe  thread 
and  wax  it  well,  making  it  as  long  as  vou 
wish  it.  Punch  a  hole  in  the  center  of  the 
parchment  head,  poke  the  end  of  the  string 
through  and  put  a  knot  on  it  to  keep  it  from 
pulling  back.  Then  put  up  your  string  like 
a  telegraph  wire,  but  don't  let  it  touch  wood. 
Where  you  wish  to  support  it  or  make  a  turn, 
run  it  through  a  loup  of  the  same  kind  of 
string  it  is,  but  don't  put  the  supporting 
loups  closer  together  than  is  necessary  to 
keep  it  up,  and  leave  the  string  pretty  loose 
to  allow  for  contraction  when  wet.  Fasten 
up  your  speaking  tubes  at  each  end  of  the 
route,  and  you  are  ready  to  gabble  away. 
You  can  bore  large  gimlet  holes  in  your  win- 
dow sash  to  run  the  line  out  through,  keep- 
ing it  from  touching  the  sash  with  a  loup  as 
described.  The  signal  call  is  to  drum  on  the 
parchment  end  of  the  can  with  your  fingers, 
or  better  pick  the  string  like  a  harp  about  a 
foot  from  the  head.  They  are  very  useful 
and  interesting. 


It  Was  Funny. 


"Confound  them  for  tinkering  at  our  cur- 
rency," exclaimed  one  of  our  business  men 
as  he  laid  down  his  cigar  and  looked  over 
the  papers  in  his  wallet.  "A  man  steps  in, 
buys  goods  of  me,  makes  a  few  figures  on  a 
piece  of  paper,  and  lo!  its  value  to  me  is 
$300!  I  take  it  to  the  bank,  write  my  name 
across  the  back,  and  they  hand  me  out  pieces 
of  other  paper  called  money.  No  coin  to  lug 
around — no  base  alloy  to  detract  from  beauty. 
I  say  that  they  should  let  the  currency 
alone." 

Half  an  hour  after  that  he  entered  a  bank, 
threw  down  the  indorsed  check  and  remaked 
to  the  cashier: 

"I  was  just  thinking  how  funny  it  is  that 
a  simple  bit  of  paper  like  that  has  such  in- 
trinsic value." 

"Yes,  it  is  very  funny,"  was  the  grim  re- 
ply, "for  the  maker  of  that  hasn't  a  cent  on 
deposit  here." 

"Let  us  tinker  the  currency"  is  now  the 
motto  of  that  business  man. 
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BY   MISS    JOSEPHINE    CLIFFOED. 


A  T  twenty-one  I  was  called  upon  to  serve 

/jj&  my  term  at  soldiering,  and  -was  sent;  with  the 
-i_  Ja^Fusileers,  to  be  stationed  in  the  ancient  city 
of  S — — ,  close  by  the  sea.  It  was  some  ninety  miles 
from  my  home;  but  I  lived  among  pleasant  surround- 
ings, and  had   rented  and  furnished   a   neat   little 

house  for  myself,  as  there  were  no  barracks  in  S 

at  that  time. 

"When  the  military  manoeuvres  were  over,  early 
in  autumn,  I  got  a  fortnight's  furlough,  and  visited 
my  parents;  and  when  ready  to  leave  them  again, 
my  mother  took  me  aside  to  explain  to  me  why  my 
father  had  been  more  than  usually  irritable  and  ex- 
cited. He  had  received  an  angry,  reproachful  letter 
from  his  eldest  brother,  who  lived — as  I  now  learned 

for  the  first  time — somewhere  in  the  vicinity  of  S- . 

My  father  had  always  been  singularly  reticent  in 
regard  to  his  early  life  and  the  history  of  the  differ- 
ent members  of  his  family;  but  mother  told  me  on 
this  occasion  that  they  had  disagreed  at  the  division 
of  property  on  the  death  of  their  father,  and  none 
of  them  had  associated  with  this  older  brother  since. 
Now,  however,  he  had  written  to  reproach  my  father 
for  his  neglect  of  him.  I,  fortunate  youngster,  was 
the  only  son  in  the  entire  remaining  family,  and  it 
had  been  his  intention,  he  wrote,  to  make  me  heir 
of  all  he  possessed;  since  my  father  had  so  neglected 
him,  however,  he  was  in  doubt  about  carrying  out 
this  project;  but  half  determined  to  make  a  new  will, 
and  so  forth.  My  father  was  angry  with  himself  as 
well  as  with  his  brother;  and  mother,  who  was  always 
mediator  and  referee  between  father  and  the  child- 
ren, said  it  was  his  wish  that  I  should  receive  my 
uncle's  advances — should  he  make  any — kindly;  but 
that  I  should  make  no  advances  to  him.  Her  own 
private  instructions  were,  that  I  should  write  to  the 

old  gentleman  as  soon  as  I  returned  to    S ,    and 

announce  my  visit  to  Eosenhagen,  the  estate  on 
which  he  lived.  "Though  we  are  by  no  means 
poor,"  concluded  my  mother,  "remember,  Fritz,  that 
you  have  three  sisters  who  claim  their  share  together 
with  you,  and  your  uncle  possesses  other  estates 
besides  Eosenhagen." 

I  promised  to  "remember;"  to  all  other  questions 
about  this  uncle  of  mine,  mother  could  only  reply 
that  she  knew  nothing  more  of  him,  and  I  returned 

to  S .    Here  I  engaged  in  the  pursuit  of  my  own 

pleasures  when  not  on  duty,  and  soon  forgot  uncle, 
Eosenhagen,  and  all.     I  had,  on  first   returning   to 

S ,  made  inquiries  in  regard  to  him,  and  was  told 

that  Eosenhagen  was,  indeed,  a  magnificent  estate, 
but  that  the  old  man  himself,  at  all  times  unsociable, 
had  long  withdrawn  from  the  world,  and  nothing 
pleasant  or  agreeable  for  myself  could  grow  out  of  an 
acquaintance  with  him. 

One  day,  early  in  October,  a  letter  was  handed 
me,  which  proved  to  be  from  this  redoubtable  uncle, 
and  held  inclosed  a  handsome  draft  for  me  and  a 
letter  for  my  military  commander.  The  letter  to  the 
Commandant  contained  a  request  that  I,  as  the  heir 
of  an  aged  and  infirm  man,  should  be  allowed  to 
visit  him  at  once,  for  life  was  but  uncertain  to  him 
at  the  best.  To  me,  he  simply  introduced  himself, 
as  it  were,  urging  me  to  come  at  once  with  the 
bearer  of  the  letter.  This  was  an  old  iron-gray  indi- 
vidual, half-huntsman,  half-coachman,  who  told  me, 
unceremoniously,  that  he  would  start  for  home  at 
one  o'clock,  and  that  his  master  expected  me  to-day. 
It  was  already  eleven  o'clock,  and  the  chances  of  my 
getting  furlough  and  "setting  my  house  in  order"  in 
that  space  of  time  seemed  highly  problematical;  but 
I  accomplished  it,  and  at  one  o'clock  rode  out  of  the 
city-gate,  behind  the  iron-gray  servitor,  on  a  plain, 
wooden  wagon. 

My  mother  had  said  the  estate  was   some  ten  or 

twelve  miles   out   of   S ,    but    hour   after    hour 

passed  without  a  sign  of  Eosenhagen  greeting  my 


eyes;  it  grew  dusk,  and  still  I  could  not  see  my  in- 
heritance. The  road  grew  worse,  so  that  the  horses 
had. hard  work  to  draw  the  light,  wagon;  we  passed 
through  moor  and  heath,  the  stunted  remains  of  the 
forest  becoming  dimly  visible  in  the  light  of  the  new 
moon.  Pretty  soon  the  moon  went  down,  and  the 
air  grew  so  cold  that  in  spite  of  the  new  born  affec- 
tion for  my  venerated  uncle,  I  could  hardly  help 
wishing  myself  back  to  my  comfortable  quarters  in 
S — — .  I  was  hungry,  too,  and  lonesome,  and  the 
old,  iron-gray  head  before  me  had  never  a  word  to 
say,  except  to  his  horses.  At  last  my  impatience 
got  the  better  of  me,  and  I  asked,  sharply,  "Are  we 
not  near  Eosenhagen  yet?" 

"Gee — ho!"  said  the  ice-bear  to  his  horses,  giving 
them  a  smart  cut  with  the  whip.  They  were  just 
drawing  the  vehicle  up  a  short,  steep  ascent,  which 
brought  us  out  on  level  ground.  I  thought  I  heard 
a  hollow  roaring  and  rushing,  as  though  the  ocean 
were  not  far  away;  a  quarter  of  an  hour  later  the 
wheels  of  our  wagon  were  crunchiug  in  the  sand, 
and  the  sea  rolled  its  waves  till  under  the  very  hoofs 
of  the  horses. 

"Eosenhagen,"  said  my  companion,  suddenly,  in 
a  deep,  growling  voice,  "much  good  may  it  do  you! 
Eosenhagen?  There  it  is,  off  to  the  left,"  pointing 
over  the  country,  to  where  I  could  see  only  a  dark 
clump  of  trees.  "That  would  be  well  enough;  but 
the  master  has  been  living  this  long  time  in  Dresh- 
lolt — the  devil  take  it." 

This  last  anathema,  in  the  mouth  of  such  people, 
I  knew,  meant  nothing  more  than  "a  fine  prospect 
for  you." 

"Is  it  still  far  off,  your  Dreshlott?"  I  ventured  to 
ask  again.  But  my  coachman  had  now  grown  so 
averse  to  speaking  that  he  would  not  even  address 
his  horses  any  more. 

All  at  once  dark  masses,  among  which  I  thought  I 
could  see  the  glimmer  of  lights,  arose  in  front  of  us, 
and  the  next  minute  we  entered  a — shall  I  say 
garden  or  park?  It  might  rave  been  both.  Among 
groups  of  trees  and  clumps  of  shrubbery,  neglected 
flower-beds  were  still  to  be  seen.  A  smooth  gravel- 
road  carried  us  around  a  tall,  dark  building,  and 
brought  us  to  a  deep,  arched  entrance-door.  It  was 
open,  and  a  counterpart  of  my  iron-gray  coachman 
stood  on  the  upper  step,  with  a  lantern  in  his  hand. 
"Did  you  bring  him?"  he  called  out  bluntly  to  my 
driver. 

"Guess  so,"  was  the  laconic  response. 
"Then,  please  to  alight,    young  gentleman;  your 
uncle  is  becoming  impatient," 

I  was  but  too  glad  to  obey,  and  was  led  through 
halls  and  corridors,  up  stairways  and  down  steps, 
till  we  finally  reached  an  apartment  from  which  a 
dazzling  light  was  flashing,  though  the  room  was  fujv 
nished  in  anything  but  a  gay  or  elegant  manner.'  A 
hollow  voice  said,  in  a  peculiarly  wearied  tone: 

"Ah!  there  he  is,  after  all.  A  hearty  welcome  to 
yon,  my  child." 

It  was  some  time  before  I  could  accustom  my  eyes 
to  the  glaring  light  shed  over  the  otherwise  gloomy, 
though  artistically  arched  apartment,  by  a  great 
number  of  wax  tapers.  Twelve  pilasters  seemed  to 
bear  the  weight  of  the  groined  ceiling,  uniting  in  one 
pillar,  which  shot  up  from  the  middle  of  the  floor. 
It  was  evident  that  in  former  days  this  room  had 
been  the  chapel;  the  one  Gothic  window,  from 
which  the  heavy  curtain  had  been  drawn  back, 
seemed  also  to  speak  for  this.  The  wainscoting  was 
of  dark  wood  throughout,  as  were  the  few  old- 
fashioned  pieces  of  furniture  in  the  room.  The  most 
singular  feature  about  the  place  was  a  table,  built 
around  the  centre-pillar,  just  as  we  see  around  trees 
in  public  gardens.  Near  this  table,  in  a  large  arm- 
chair, sat  a  tall,  gaunt  man,  of  apparently  fifty-six, 
in  a  plain,  comfortable  dressing-gown,  with  a  .soft 
rug  drawn  up  over  his  knees.  An  open  book;  lay  on 
the  table  before  him,  and  as  his  head  was  uncovered, 
I  could  see  that  only  a  few  white  hairs  remained; 
but  the  heat  of  the  room  was  so  intense  that  no  one 
need  have  felt  any  apprehension  of  taking  cold,  even 
without  a  covering  for  the  head.  The  eyes  alone 
were  bright,  almost  youthful;  his  voice  was  still  de- 
pressed and  weary,  as  he  said: 


"Come  nearer  the  light,  my  child,  so   that  I  can 

see  you.     Ah!  well,  I  am   satisfied.     But   where   is 

your  uniform?     I  understood  you  were  in  service?" 

"We  volunteers,  who  have  but  one  year  to   serve, 

do  not  wear  it  on  furlough." 

"So,  so;"  still  intently  regarding  me.  "I  don't; 
understand  these  new  arrangements;  the  Sternfelda 
never  had  much  to  do  with  the  service.  When  does 
your  term  expire?" 

"By  Easter-day,"  was  my  reply. 

"That  is  too  long,"  he  meditated,  "too  long.  The 
estates  will  fall  to  you  before  that  time." 

The  servant  came  to  announce  that  supper  was 
ready  for  me,  but  my  uncle  bade  him  spread  the, 
cloth  on  the  table  at  his  side,  and  dishes  and  wine 
were  presently  brought  in.  All  this  time  he  con- 
versed pleasantly,  though  always  in  a  tone  as  of 
great  fatigue;  and  he  even  made  the  attempt  to  raise 
himself  and  pour  out  the  first  glass  of  wine  for  me, 
but  sank  back  with  a  groan. 

"It  won't  do,  Fritz.  Pour  the  wine  for  yourself, 
and  a  little  drop  for  me,  too.  I  will  drink  a  welcome 
to  you,  no  matter  what  that  fool  of  a  doctor  says." 

"Are  you  sick,  uncle?"  I  asked. 

"Sick?    Well,  yes;  though  while  I  could  live 
the  open  air  I  was  always   hearty,     But   since  the 
gout  has  thrown  me  into  this  hole  here,   I  feel  my 
seventy-eight  years  weighing  on  me  heavily." 

I  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

"Seventy-eight?" 

"Yes,  twenty  years  older  than  your  father.  My 
brother  must  have  you.  declared  of  age  very  soon, 
for  I  do  not  want  my  estates  to  be  without  a 
master." 

He  broke  off,  and  soon  after  bade  me  go  to  rest,  as 
he  knew  I  must  be  tired.  In  answer  to  his  bell,  the 
servant  appeared. 

"What  rooms  have  been  prepared  for  my  nephew?" 
he  inquired  of  him. 

"The  vine-leaf  room  and  that  with  the  leather 
wall-hangings,"  was  the  low  reply. 

My  uncle  raised  himself  with  an  angry,  imperious 
air. 

"How?  You  mean  the  picture-room  and  the  room 
in  the  turret?     Have  you  lost  your  senses?" 

"The  housekeeper  said  that  none  of  the  other 
rooms  could  be  gotten  in  readiness  so  soon, ' ' 
answered  the  servant,  humbly. 

The  old  man  sank  back  in  his  chair,   exhausted. 

"It  is  true — Dreshlott  has  long  stood  deserted — 
and  the  rooms  are  all  too  large  for  the  present  gene- 
ration. You  must  get  through  the  night  the  best 
way  you  can,  Fritz — to-morrow  we  will  make  differ- 
ent arrangements." 

I  had  well  noticed  the  peculiar  manner  in  which 
the  rooms  assigned  me  had  been  spoken  of,  and  on 
my  way  there  I  questioned  the  servant  in  regard  to 
them,  hoping,  in  anticipation  of  a  hearty  laugh,  to 
hear  something  about  ghosts  and  apparitions.  But 
the  man  only  said,  after  some  hesitation,  that  my 
uncle's  great-grandfather  had  occupied  these  room's 
in  his  life-time;  that  the  castle  had  been  unoccupied 
for  fifty  years  after  his  death,  and  that  they  had 
always  been  held  in  veneration. 

We  had  been  traversing  a  narrow  corridor  for  some 
time,  going  now  a  few  steps  up,  then  a  few  steps 
down,  till  at  last  we  came  to  a  stairway,  rising  some 
eighteen  or  twenty  steps,  and  landing  in  front  of  a 
large,  high  door.  The  room  we  entered  was  so  large 
that  the  two  tapers  the  servant  carried  lighted  it  but 
dimly.  A  freshly  made  bed  stood  against  the  back 
wall,  near  the  door;  to  the  right,  in  the  background, 
was  another  door,  leading  into  a  smaller,  circular 
apartment,  the  walls  of  which  were  painted  with 
garlands  of  vine-leaves,  and  to  the  left,  close  to  the 
first  door,  the  man  threw  back  the  pressed- leather 
wall-hangings,  disclosing  a  door  that  led  to  a  kind  of 
balcony,  or  lodge,  from  which  one  could  look  down 
into  an'  endlessly  large  hall. 

[to  be  concluded  in  oub  next."! 
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Senator  Bones  made  a  conspicuous  failure 
on  Saturday  night.  But  he  gained  one  point. 
His  undisturbed  appearance  on  the  platform 
entirely  refuted  the  doctrine  of  Hemp. 

The  Lower  Lake  Bulletin  comes  this  week 
with  a  marked  article  setting  forth  the  moral 
delinquencies  of  Mr.  H.  L.  Knight  while  so- 
journing in  Lower  Lake  sometime  since.  We 
have  no  means,  either  proving  or  disproving 
the  charge  made,  and  hence  we  let  it  rest. 

A  city  agricultural  exchange  has  a  valuable 
article,  headed  "How  to  Feed  Carrots."  We 
don't  claim  to  have  had  any  special  experi- 
ence in  feeding  live  stock,  and  our  agricul- 
tural knowledge  is  but  limited,  at  the  best, 
but  we  believe  now  that  warm  weather  is 
coming  on,  as  good  a  way  as  any  would  be 
to  hollow  out  the  carrot  with  a  jack  knife  and 
stuff  it  full  of  ice  cream. 

In  the  Spring  the  young  man's  fancy 
Ligbtly  turns  to  thoughts  of — What  ? 

And  the  first  who  dares  to  answer 
Will  be  shooted  on  the  spot. 

—  Worcester  Press. 

Well,  we're  not  scared  a  hit 

Shoot  away,  0 !  you  can  do  it; — 

In  the  Spring  the  young  man's  fancy 
Turns  to  pawn  his  winter  suit. 

— Wasp. 

O.  P.  Fitzgerald,  the  poKiico-parson,  is 
going  away  for  a  short  season.  The  last  is- 
sue of  his  paper  contains  a  pathetic  double- 
leaded  appeal  to  subscribers  for  funds.  How 
the  habit  of  passing  round  the  hat  sticks  to 
one,  even  after  he  has  left  his  legitimate 
calling!  Our  sympathies  are  more  with  the 
unfortunate  subscribers  who  are  thus  bored 
every  week  than  with  the  reverend-politician, 
who  may,  for  all  we  know,  be  going  to  quali- 
fy as  chaplain  of  some  Southern  legislature. 

Editorialy  we  believe  the  Call  to  be  the 
boldest  and  most  uncompromising  of  all  our 
contemporaries.  For  instance,  here  is  an 
opinion  couched  in  language  that  cannot 
well  be  misunderstood:  "The  truth  is  the 
different  newspapers  in  this  city  have  hereto- 
fore made  bids  for  printing,  and  collected  in 
accordance  with  these  bids."  Such  daring 
in  the  editorial  department  cannot  be  too 
much  commended  in  these  days  of  journalis- 
tic timidity  and  general  degeneracy.  These 
defiant  words  almost  take  one's  breath  away. 

The  compositors  of  the  defunct  "second 
illustrated  daily  in  the  world"  were  paid  off 
last  week  at  twenty-five  cents  on  the  dollar. 
Even  had  they  got  the  whole  amount  of  their 
bills,  their  pay  would  have  been  small 
enough,  in  all  conscience.  But  to  mulct 
them  in  three-fourths   of  their  hard-earned 


wages  was  little  better  than  positive  robbery. 
The  money  collected  to  support  that  paper 
would  have  established  a  good  workingman's 
journal,  if  somebody  hadn't  had  too  great  a 
hankering  for  turkey  and  champagne.  The 
compositors  may  starve,  but  the  leaders  must 
live  high. 

The  Watsonville  Transcript,  one  of  the 
liveliest  of  our  interior  exchanges,  has  an 
editor  whose  energy  is  a  revelation  to  the 
citizens  of  that  quiet  village.  Among  other 
innovations  introduced  during  a  year's  resi- 
dence, Mr.  Wheeler  has  established  a  free 
reading  room.  The  habitues  of  that  popular 
place  of  resort  were  thrown  into  the  wildest 
consternation  the  other  day  by  the  non-ar- 
rival of  the  Wasp,  as  we  find  by  '  the'  follow- 
ing wail  from  the  Transcript: 

The  Illustrated  Wasp  failed  to  arrive  at 
this  office  Saturday  as  usual  and  the  look  of 
reproach  with  which  disappointed  people 
turned  from  the  pigeon-hole  allottod  to  that 
lively  little  stinger  in  the  free  reading  room 
all  day  Sunday  was  mournful  to  see. 

As  this  incident  almost  created  a  riot 
among  the  people  who  were  waiting  for  the 
rays  of  journalistic  light  shed  by  the  Wasp 
we  hasten  to  explain  matters.  Our  edition 
of  the  week  before  last  was  almost  entirely 
bought  up  on  the  day  of  publication,  and 
our  business  manager  assures  us  that  it  was 
impossible  to  supply  all  the  exchanges.  Still 
we  are  sorry  that  the  Transcript  was  disap- 
pointed. We  are  now  printing  a  larger  edi- 
tion than  ever,  and  hope  to  be  able  to  accom- 
modate everybody. 


A  Pertinent  Fable  and  its  Application. 

Esop  relates  that  the  waters  of  a  river  be- 
ing mightily  swollen  by  a  great  flood,  the 
stream  ran  down  with  a  violent  current,  and 
by  its  rapid  force  carried  with  it  a  huge  bar- 
bel into  the  sea.  This  fresh-water  spark  was 
no  sooner  come  into  a  new  climate,  than  he 
began  to  give  himself  airs,  to  talk  big,  and 
look  with  contempt  upon  the  inhabitants  of 
the  place;  he  boasted  that  he  was  of  a  better 
family  and  country  than  any  among  them,  for 
which  reason  they  ought  to  give  place  to  him 
and  pay  him  respect  accordingly.  A  fine 
mullet,  that  happened  to  swim  near  him,  and 
heard  his  insolent  language,  bade  him  hold 
his  silly  tongue,  for  if  they  should  be  taken 
by  the  fisherman  and  carried  to  market,  he 
would  soon  be  convinced  who  had  the  pre- 
ference. "We,"  said  he,  "should  be  bought 
up  at  any  price  for  the  tables  of  the  first 
quality ,  and  you  should'  be  sold  to  the  poor 
for  little  or  nothing." 

There  is  a  moral  to  this  fable  which  is 
strikingly  pertinent  at  the  present  time.  We 
have  among  us  a  number  of  noisy  dema- 
gogues, who  sneer  at  the  institutions  of  a 
country  that  they  have  scarcely  lived  in  long 
enough  to  become  acclimated.  Carried  here 
on  the  mighty  current  of  emmigration  from 
their  native  land,  they  affect  to  despise  the 
nation  that  gave  them  shelter,  and  aim  at 
the  subversion  of  its  cherished  and  time- 
honored  institutions.  Not  all  the  barbels 
carried  by  the  current  are  inferior,  but  it  is 
generally  the  least  valuable  that  are  the 
most  noisy. 


A  Suggestion. 
A  Constitutional  Convention  will  soon  be 
held,  and  various  changes  in  the  organic  in- 
strument will  doubtless  be  made.  There  is 
one  that  we  desire  particularly  to  say  should 
be  considered.  There  should  be  a  clause  in- 
serted relieving  the  blind,  deaf  and  dumb 
from  the  burden  of  taxation.  There  are 
several  of  these  unfortunates  in  this  city  and 
State  who  are  doing  all  in  their  power  to 
keep  out  of  the  public  institutions  provided 
for  their  support  by  the  State.  The  blind 
and  deaf  have  a  hard  lot  at  best  and  the  peo- 
ple of  California  should  be  magnanimous 
enough  to  let  the  poorer  portion  of  her  af- 
flicted citizens  go  untaxed.  Moreover  it  is 
really  to  the  interest  of  taxpayers;  for  the 
blind,  deaf  and  dumb  must  be  supported  in 
any  case,  and  it  is  much  better  to  give  them 
the  opportunity  of  supporting  themselves 
and  thereby  retaining  their  manhood  and 
self  respect  than  to  force  them  into  chari- 
table institutions  by  taxation.  The  aggre- 
gate taxes  paid  by  this  class  of  citizens  is  very 
small,  but  it  is  a  vital  consideration  to  them, 
and  the  law  under  which  they  are  now  taxed 
should  be  repealed.  It  would  be  an  act  at 
once  of  generosity  and  good  policy  and  an 
incalculable  assistance  to  these  afflicted  in- 
dividuals. We  hope  the  gentlemen  who  may 
be  called  upon  to  draft  the  new  Constitution 
will  give  this  matter  their  attention. 


THE  REGULAR  SEASON. 

BY    11.    QUAD. 

Whack!     Crack!    Whack! 

'Tis  an  old  familiar  sound; 
The  parlor  carpet,  astride  the  fence 

Its  being  beaten  around, 

Crash!    Dash!    Smash! 

From  parlor  and  kitchen  and  hall; 
A  yell  from  Tommy,  a  yell  from  Joe 

'Twas  only  a  mirror — that's  all. 

Mop!    Scrub!    Wash! 

A  painter  on  every  hand; 
Hangers  of  paper  in  every  room, 

And  plumbers  increasing  the  band. 

Growl!    Scowl!    Groan! 

The  dishes  mixed  up  with  the  chairs; 
The  sofa  upset  and  pictures  smashed, 

And  wife  down  sick  with  her  cares. 

Bread!    Cake!    Tea! 

Anything,  most,  will  do; 
Plates  are  sticky  and  knives  are  gone — 

In  color  the  butter  is  blue. 

Rip!    Bang!    Slam! 

0 !  when  will  it  ever  be  o'er? 
When  can  we  go  to  bed, 

A  bed  not  made  on  the  floor? 

Ouch!    Kub!    Daub! 

Paint  from  ceiling  to  base, 
The  white-washers  coming  at  early  dawn 

To  make  a — a  hotel  of  the  place ! 

Doze!    Dream!    Wake! 

And  then  fall  asleep  again  '  '■ 
To  dream  that  cholera  came  at  last, 

With  solemn  funeral  train. 

Once  every  year — 

Rip  things  up  and  tear— 
SmaBh!  crash!  bang! 

Growl!  snarl!  glare! 
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The  Thirteenth  Exhibition  of  the  Me- 
chanics' Institute  will  open  in  the  Pavilion 
on  August  6th,  and  close  September  7th. 
Extraordinary  preparations  are  being  made 
to  render  it  a  grand  success. 

It  makes  all  the  difference  in  the  world 
whose  ox  is  gored.  The  advertising  frauds 
perpetrated  by  two  daily  papers  would  be 
unconscionably  magnified  had  they  occurred 
at  Washington  or  Mare  Island. 

The  Burlington  Burdette  humorist  has 
made  a  woeful  failure  as  a  lecturer;  and  now 
in  a  spirit  of  revenge  he  is  going  to  publish 
a  book.  These  Eastern  paragraphists  are 
notoriously  vindictive.  Bob,  we  waft  a  sigh 
— aside  from  all  pleasantry — to  thee  in  thy 
hour  of  affliction. 

The  chief  hitch  in  the  Eastern  negotiations 
now  appears  to  be  the  difficulty  of  getting 
the  editors  of  San  Francisco  dailies  to  agree 
upon  a  basis  of  settlement.  Many  valuable 
lives  may  yet  be  sacrificed  to  the  stubborn- 
ness of  these  gentlemen,  and  we  beg  of  them 
to  come  to  terms  at  once. 

The  Fourth  Annual  May  Festival  of  the 
Public  Schools  of  San  Francisco,  Oakland 
and  Alameda,  will  be  held  at  Fasking's  Park, 
Alameda,  on  May  1st.  The  former  enter- 
tainments have  been  extremely  enjoyable 
and  select;  and,  from  the  preparations  made, 
we  judge  that  this  festival  will  surpass  all 
previous  ones.     Every  one  should  go. 

Increased  activity  is  noticeable  among  the 
foundries.  Nearly  all  are  running  extra 
hands.  The  Pacific  Iron  "Works  has  nearly 
doubled  its  corps  of  workmen  since  the  open- 
ing of  the  year.  Large  orders  for  machinery, 
foreign  and  domestic,  are  being  filled  rapidly, 
chief  of  which  is  a  sugar  mill  for  the  Sand- 
wich Islands,  mining  work  for  Arizona  and 
various  manufactures  for  home  use. 

The  San  Francisco  Art  Association  held 
its  seventeenth  reception  on  Tuesday  even- 
ing last.  From  8  until  11  o'clock  in  the  eve- 
ning there  was  a  very  large  crowd  present. 
In  the  meantime  hundreds  entered  and  went 
away.  The  general  verdict  was  that  the  re- 
ception was  the  most  successful  that  has 
been  held  for  a  long  time,  and  the  pictures 
on  exhibition  were  in  many  respects  superior 
to  those  from  the  easles  of  the  same  artists 
on  previous  occasions. 


The  Committee  of  Arrangements  for  the 
Irish  Annual  Reunion  at  Fairfax,  next  Sun- 
day, met  at  Charter  Oak  Hall,  Capt.  Thomas 
Desmond  in  the  chair,  Jas.  Costelloe,  Secre- 
tary. The  Committee  on  Frizes  presented  a 
large  number,  including  massive  gold  rings, 
an  Enfield  rifle,  suits  of  clothes,  and  a  great 
variety  of  other  prizes.  The  Chairman  re- 
ported that  the  prizes  for  the  best  and  next 
best  shot  would  be  for  the  best  at  both  tar- 
gets, a  $20  gold  piece  and  an  Enfield  rifle, 
and  another  valuable  prize  for  the   second. 


"Always  keep  a  smile  for  Mother"  is  the 
latest  sentimental  song  published: 
"Always  keep  a  smile  for  mother, 

Bo  not  drain  the  festive  jug, 
Leave  enough,  somehow  or  other, 

Just  to  moisten  her  old  mug. 
Touch  it  lightly,  leave  some  in  it,    » 

Just  a  swallow,  that's  the  style; 
What  you'd  drink  in  half  a  minute 

Is  enough  for  mother's  smile." 

The  chorus  is  too  long. 

The  Fourth  Annual  Reunion  of  the  El 
Dorado  County  Society  will  take  place  at 
Badger's  Park,  Oakland,  on  Thursday,  May 
9.  It  is  expected  that  the  affair  will  be  one 
of  the  most  successful  that  has  yet  taken 
place.  The  literary  exercises  will  be  held  in 
the  Grove  from  one  to  two  o'clock,  P.  M. 
A  Great  Register  will  be  in  readiness  to  re- 
ceive the  autographs  of  all  old  residents  of 
Eldorado  County,  with  record  of  date  of  ar- 
rival and  present  address.  All  such  should 
therefore  procure  tickets  from  the  Committee 
of  Arrangements.     None  will  be  sold. 

The  invitations  for  the  22d  Annual  Picnic 
and  Target  Excursion  of  the  San  Francisco 
Hussars,  Captain  C.  C.  Keene,  to  be  held  on 
the  16th  of  May,  at  Shell  Mound  Park,  Ber- 
keley, have  just  been  issued.  They  are  ele- 
gant and  unique,  and  surpass  anything  in 
the  line  of  invitations  that  we  have  ever  seen. 
The  Committee  of  Arrangements  are  Captain 
C.  C.  Keene,  Lieut.  O.  Reinecke,  Sergt.  Ch. 
Howard,  Sergt.  E.  Moenning,  Corp.  J.  D. 
Anderson  and  A.  B.  Chase.  The  picnics  of 
this  company  have  always  ranked  among  the 
best,  and  we  hope  that  this  one  will  prove  a 
decided  success. 

They  tell  a  good  story  of  a  reporter  on  one 
of  the  morning  papers  of  this  city.  He  went 
to  report  a  sermon  last  Sunday,  and  his  en- 
tire capital  consisted  of  one  dollar  and  ten 
cents — the  dollar  being  in  gold  and  the  dime 
a  silver  piece.  The  appeal  for  subcriptions 
in  behalf  of  a  missionary  cause  was  an  ex- 
ceedingly powerful  one,  and  turning  to  two 
of  his  professional  brethern  he  remarked: 
"We  ought  to  do  something  grand  on  this 
occasion."  When  the  "basket"  came  around 
the  benovelent  journalist  dived  into  his  vest 
pocket  and  threw  his  dime  (as  he  supposed) 
into  the  collection.  After  leaving  the  church, 
however,  he  discovered  that  it  was  the  dollar 
he  had  contributed  by  mistake.  His  subse- 
quent exclamation  thoroughly  neutralized 
whatever  virtues  there  may  have  been  in  his 
previous  devotions. 

The  Board  of  Police  Commissioners  has 
appointed  the  following  named  as  members 
of  the  new  police :  Michael  Brickley,  Thos. 


D.  Barnstead,  Patrick  Byrne,  Richard  Bid- 
well,  John  Beatty,  J.  M.  Bissett,  N.  J.  Con- 
boy,  Neil  Carmichael,  W.  W.  Connor,  W.  E. 
Flynn,  Peter  Fox,  T.  W.  Fields,  Eugene 
Horrigan,  Barney  Harter,  B.  S.  Hill,  Wm. 
Little,  P.  D.  Linville,  H.  H.  Murphy,  C. 
Henry  McDonnell,  E.  Nettleton,  Patrick 
O'Connor,  E.  S.  Osgood,  Wm.  G.  Wiswell, 
R.  J.  Whitaker,  Charles  S.  Stout,  Hiram  G. 
Smith,  H.  S.  Robinson,  fjames  A.  Stanley, 
J.  M.  Vanata,  William  Warnock,  William  H. 
Williams,  Frank  White,  J.  J.  Reeves,  C.  P. 
Rank,  Robert  McConnell,  J.  C.  Lane,  Thos. 
J.  Little,  Patrick  T.  Kelly,  William  P.  Lean, 
David  L.  Harris,  Harry  Hook,  James  J. 
Hayes,  G.  D.  Harper,  George  Birdsall  and 
J.  P.  Baxter. 

An  exhibition  of  portable  fire  escapes  was 
given  at  the  corner  of  Montgomery  and  Cali- 
fornia streets.  A  strong,  closely-woven 
flaxen  rope,  five  sixteenths  of  an  inch  in 
diameter,  running  twice  through  a  brass  log- 
gerhead, to  which  is  attached  a  strong  safety 
strap,  is  the  apparatus  in  toto,  and  the  means 
by  which  the  exhibitors  claim  to  effect  a  sav- 
ing of  life.  This  rope  was  suspended  from  a 
window  in  the  fourth  story  of  the  Express 
building,  and  at  the  appointed  hour  one  of 
the  exhibitors  made  his  appearance  at  the 
window,  and  placing  the  safety  strap  under 
his  arms,  stepped  from  the  window  and  came 
easily  down.  The  next  descent  was  made  by 
a  boy.  Following  this  a  young  lady,  close- 
ly veiled,  trusted  her  precious  weight  to  the 
slender  rope,  and  made  her  descension 
amidst  the  plaudits  of  the  admiring  throng. 
While  the  exhibition  was  in  progress,  an 
agent  of  another  fire  escape  threw  from  an 
adjoining  window  his  apparatus,  which  con- 
sisted of  a  flexible  ladder,  and  showed  its 
good  qualities  also. 

«  m  I ! 

Language  of  the  Hair. 

All  our  features  have  their  language — eyes, 
nose  and  mouth.  And  now  some  one  dis- 
covers that  even  the  hair  has  its  own  indica- 
tions. 

Straight,  lank,  stringy-looking  hair  indi- 
cates weakness  and  cowardice. 

Curly  hair  denotes  a  quick  temper.' 

Frizzy  hair,  set  on  one's  head  as  if  each  in- 
dividual hair  was  ready  to  fight  its  neighbor, 
denotes  coarseness. 

Black  hair  indicates  persistent  resolution 
in  accomplishing  an  object — also  a  strong 
predisposition  to  revenge  wrong  and  insults, 
real  or  fancied. 

Brown  hair  denotes  fondness  for  life,  a 
friendly  disposition,  ambition,  earnestness  of 
purpose,  capacity  for  business,  reliability  in 
friendship,  in  proportion  as  the  hair  is   fine. 

Very  fine  hair  indicates  an  even  disposition, 
readiness  to  forgive,  with  a  desire  to  add  to 
the  happiness  of  others. 

Persons  with  fine  light  brown  or  auburn 
hair;  inclined  to  curl  or  friz,  are  quick  tem- 
pered, and  are  given  to  resentment  and  re- 
venge. 

Light  brown  hair,  inclined  to  redness,  with 
a  freckled  skin,  is  a  certain  indication  of  de- 
ceit, treachery,  and  disposition  to  do  some- 
thing mean  by  a  friend  who  can  no  longer  be 
used  to  advantage. 

All  of  which  may  be  news  to  fortune-tell- 
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OLD  GRANDPA'S   SOLILOQUY. 

It  wasn't  so  when  I  was  young — 
We  used  plain  language  then; 

"We  didn't  speak  of  "them  galloots," 
When  meanin'  boys  or  men. 

When  speaking  of  the  nice  handwrite 

Of  Joe,  or  Tom,  or  Bill, 
We  did  it  plain — we  didn't  say, 

"He  slings  a  nasty  quill." 

An'  when  we  seen  a  gal  we  liked, 

Who  never  failed  to  please, 
We  called  her  pretty,  neat  an'  good, 

But  not  "about  the  cheese," 

Well,  when  we  met  a  good  old  friend, 

We  hadn't  lately  seen, 
We  greeted  him,  but  didn't  say, 

"Hello,  you  old  sardine!" 

The  boys  sometimes  got  mad  an'  fit; 

We  spoke  of  kicks  an'  blows; 
But  now  they  "whack  him  on  the  snoot," 

Or  "paste  him  on  the  nose." 

Once,  when  a  youth  was  turned  away 

By  her  he  held  most  dear, 
He  walked  upon  his  feet — but  now 

He  "walks  off  on  his  ear." 

We  used  to  dance  when  I  was  young, 

An*  used  to  call  it  so; 
But  now  they  don't — they  only  "sling 

The  light,  fantastic  toe." 

Of  death  we  spoke  in  language  plain, 

That  no  one  did  perplex, 
But  in  these  days  one  doesn't  die — 

He  "passes  in  bis  checks." 

We  praised  the  man  of  common  sense; 

"His  judgment's  good,"  we  said; 
But  now  they  say,  "Well,  that  old  plum 

Has  got  a  level  headl" 

It's  rather  sad  the  children  now 

Are  learnin'  all  sich  talk; 
They've  learnt  to  "chin"  instead  of  chat, 

An    "waltz"  instead  of  walk. 

To  little  Harry,  yesterday — 

My  grandchild,  aged  two — 
I  said,  "you  love  grandpa?"     Said  he, 

"You  bet  your  boots  I  do!" 

The  children  bowed  to  strangers  once: 

It  is  no  longer  so — 
The  little  girls,  as  well  as  boys," 

Now  greet  you  with  "Hello!" 

Oh!  give  me  back  the  good  old  days, 
When  both  the  old  and  young 

Conversed  in  plain,  old-fashioned  words, 
And  slang  was  never  "slung." 


"We  have  always  said  that  under  proper 
conditions,  and  with  pleasant  relations  be- 
tween labor  and  capital,  California  would  be- 
come the  most  prosperous  place  on  the  globe. 
Ships  built  on  the  Pacific  coast  are  attracting 
the  attention  of  sea  going  men.  The  timber 
of  this  slope  is  found  to  be  equal  to  that  of 
any  other  country  for  ship  building  purposes 
and  the  New  England  ship  yards  are  import- 
ing masts,  spars  and  planks  from  this  coast. 
During  the  last  18  mouths  75  vessels  have 
been  built  on  this  coast,  costing  $750,000. 
Manufacturing  is  greatly  on  the  increase  in 
California.  San  Francisco  has  935  manufac- 
turing establishments,  which  employ  27,000 
men.  Their  united  products  for  last  year 
amounted  to  $63,525,500. 
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"The  airy  fabric  of  a  vision.' 
ingmen's  Temple. 


That  Work- 


tpNo  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
reftl  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 


Admirer  &  Subscriber. — -Tour  name  and 
address  ai'e  not  appended  to  your  communi- 
cation.    We  oannot  depart  from  our  rule. 

Pester. — There  is  only  one  man  in  town 
that  can  tell  what  you  desire  to  know.  That 
is  the  Call  man.  He  has  a  big  encyclopedia 
and  plenty  of  room — in  his  head. 

McC n. — We  really  can't  interfere  be- 
tween you  and  your  outraged  constituents. 
Couldn't  think  of  it  for  a  moment.  Seek  out 
a  sunny  side  of  Lone  Mountain  and — and — 
occupy  it. 

San  Mateo. — Paper  is  cheap,  and  postage 
is  merely  nominal,  dear.  Why,  then,  write 
on  both  sides  of  the  paper,  and,  to  aggravate 
the  matter,  cross  your  lines  in  the  most  con- 
fusing way?  We  like,  and  always  advise, 
people  to  condense  their  thoughts,  but  there 
is  altogether  too  much  compression  in  your 
article.  Be  kind  to  the  poor  editor,  San. 
Don't  crowd  him  too  much. 

H.  G.— You  want  to  know  "What  shall 
we  do  with  our  Boys."  We  really  don't 
know  Harry.  We  have  no  boys  of  our  own, 
and  we  leave  it  to  other  people  to  larrup 
theirs.  Now,  if  you  had  asked,  "What  shall 
we  do  with  our  Girls,"  we  might  feel  compe- 
tent to  answer  you.  We  should  then  say: 
Marry  them,  or  if  you  can't  marry  them  all, 
marry  as  many  as  possible. 

Sophomore. — O!  no.  We  did  not  slight 
your  heartrending  dirge.  But  we  were  so 
completely  unmanned  and  distressed  by  the 
misfortunes  and  sad  fate  of  your  "Kosa  Lee" 
that  we  could  not  summon  up  energy  enough 
to  hand  it  to  the  printer  at  first.  And  now 
the  manuscript  has  become  illegible  from  our 
salt,  salt  tears  1  Why  can't  such  amiable 
maids  as  Kosa  Lee  live  forever  ?  Great 
heavens !  we  are  weeping  again. 

Anxious. — Come  to  think  of  it,  we  are  rather 
diffident  about  giving  our  advice  in  love  mat- 
ters. If  she  wants  to  go  to  the  picnic  and 
insists  on  having  her  mother  and  the  whole 
family  in  the  gang,  you  have  only  one  alter- 
native. You  might  plead  sickness  and  play 
billiards  all  day.  But  a  Christian  young 
Anxious  like  you  would  never  think  of  doing 
that.  Now,  would  you  ?  Take  the  whole 
lot  then — if  only  for  a  matter  of  exercise. 

Gimlet. — It  would  be  an  unwarrantable 
interference  on  our  part  to  print  your  letter. 
Your  grievances  are  purely  private,   and  if 


you  want  redress  a  paternal  government  has 
established  law  courts  where  you  may  get 
satisfaction.  Still,  as  a  matter  of  precaution 
we  should  advise  you  to  bear  with  him  yet  a 
little  longer  before  you  proceed  to  extremi- 
ties— in  other  words  go  to  law.  Law  is  a 
great  bore,  Gimlet,  and  between  it  and  a 
midnight  dive  into  the  Bay,  we  know  of  no 
reasonable  choice.  Get  a  club,  anyhow,  to 
begin  with. 


The  strip  of  Bessarabia,  whose  retrocession 
Russia  demands  of  Koumania,  has  a  total 
area  of  something  over  2,000,000  acres,  and 
a  population  of  about  150,000.  The  district 
is  divided  into  three  separate  provinces;  Ka- 
gul,  inhabited  principally  by  Roumanians; 
Bolgrad,  whose  inhabitants  are  almost  alto- 
gether Bulgarian;  and  Ismail,  whoso  popula- 
tion is  mixed,  and  interfused  with  the  Rus- 
sian element.  Throughout  the  whole  dis- 
trict, Roumanians  and  Bulgarians  are  about 
equally  divided,  and  the  Russians  number 
6,000.  As  for  the  towns,  Ismail  is  the  largest 
with  a  population  of  21,000;  Bolgrad  has 
9,600;  Bilia,  8,000;  Reni,  on  the  Danube, 
7,600;  Kagul,  7,000  and  Wilkow,  2,300. 
There  is  a  Bulgarian  college  and  church  at 
Bolgrad;  and  at  Kilia  and  Ismail  are  fortifi- 
cations, which,  although  now  in  ruins,  might 
easily  be  restored. 


This  from  the  Modesto  News  is  especially 
entertaining  at  this  time:  "Now  is  the  time 
of  year  it  is  believed  that  the  Central  Pacific 
folks  begin  to  work  for  a  low  assessment  of 
their  property.  The  Assessors  of  the  differ- 
ent counties  are  now  at  work.  It  is  claimed 
that  where  the  Company's  roads  pass  through 
several  counties,  they  pick  two  or  three  weak 
or  corrupt  Assessors  to  make  a  low  valuation 
of  their  road,  and  then  insist  on  others  not 
in  the  ring,  that  there  should  be  a  uniformi- 
ty in  the  counties.  The  people,  however, 
will  undoubtedly  look  into  the  matter  this 
year  themselves.  The  history  of  the  Kern 
county  affair  may  prove  suggestive."  The  weak 
Assessors  of  the  San  Joaquin  Valley  ought 
to  be  weeded  out.  The  people  elected  them 
— they  can  remove  them. 


The  Workingmen's  paper  at  San  Jose  has 
gone  under.  Their  journal  in  Oakland  has 
changed  hands,  and  suffered  severely;  and 
the  parent  organ  of  the  lot — The  Open  Letter 
— has  gone  up  the  spout,  paying  its  "honest 
workingmen"  compositors  25  cents  on  the 
dollar.  It  is  strange  that  the  Workingmen 
cannot  sustain  a  paper,  but  the  mystery  is 
solved  when  we  call  to  mind  that  for  every 
dollar  collected  for  the  purpose  of  supporting 
a  paper  there  is  about  a  cent  spent  for  the 
legitimate  object.  The  Workingmen  should 
have  a  paper,  and  it  will  be  their  own  fault 
if  they  don't.  Let  them  discard  the  selfish 
machinators  who  have  bled  them  so  shame- 
fully, and  put  decent  men  forward. 


The  Oakland  Mirror,  a  four-page  illustra- 
ted weekly,  has  had  some  very  creditable  il- 
lustrations for  the  past  two  weeks. 
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The^Tery  Freshest  American  Hnmor 

For  "Irnaha"  yesterday  in  these  columns 
read  Omaha.  That  type-setter  must  be  an 
idiot  to  think  that  an  Aye  stands  for  a  nO. 

Another  star  has  been  discovered  by  Prof. 
Bernhardt,  of  Berlin — in  fact,  astronomy 
seems  to  be  looking  up  all  over  the  country. 

Contributors  should  remember  that  fash- 
ion just  now  requires  that  poems  on  spring 
should  be  trimmed  with  a  ten  dollar  bill,  cut 
bias. 

"When  the  legislature  adjourned  yesterday, 
the  Sheriff  said,  "And  may  God  save  the 
State  of  Connecticut."  That  ought  to  have 
been  said  when  it  met. 

The  Schenectady  Star  calls  for  the  hanging 
of  all  the  hackmen  at  Niagara  Falls.  We 
have  rarely  seen  so  cruel  a  proposition.  It 
seems  to  us  that  to  hang  half  of  them  would 
be  sufficient. 

Steamboat  travel  on  the  Mississippi  has  be- 
gun again,  and  the  usual  percentage  of  the 
American  people  are  whiling  away  the  weary 
hours  on  sand  bars,  wondering  how  far  it  is 
to  the  nest  town. 

"WiTHrN  five  minutes  after  the  alarm  was 
given  our  reporter  was  on  the  ground." — Ex. 
We  have  little  doubt  of  it,  if  he  gave  the 
slightest  provocation  to  the  foreman  of  En- 
gine Company  No. 

The  first  impression  that  the  English  de- 
sign on  the  American  dollar  gives  you,  is  that 
the  eagle  has  just  been  roused  from  a  brown 
study  by  a  most  awful  and  unexpected  swipe 
across  the  back  with  a  stuffed  club. 

Last  week  the  detectives  caught  a  man, 
who,  after  being  cornered  with  severe  cross 
questioning,  at  last  confessed  that  he  had 
not  invented  a  fire-escape.  He  was  prompt- 
ly sent  to  the  asylum  for  the  sane. 

"Sale  of  the  Erie  Bailway  postponed." 
That  is  the  way  it  always  goes  with  us.  Just 
as  we  were  getting  ready  to  run  down  to 
New  York  and  buy  a  railroad,  hearing  that 
one  was  for  sale,  they  postpone  the  vendue. 

Beverly  Douglas  has  introduced  into  Con- 
gress a  bill  to  remove  a  "bar"  from  the  mouth 
of  a  creek  in  Virginia.  In  the  Legislature  of 
this  State  a  bill  has  been  introduced  which, 
if  passed,  will  tend  to  remove  the  mouth 
from  the  bar. 

The  man  who  advertises  in  the  newspapers 
to  send  directions  that  will  enable  a  person 
to  make  two  hundred  dollars  a  month,  owes 
his  washerwoman  for  three  months  washing, 
and  was  seen  a  few  days  ago  trying  to  bor- 
row five  dollars  to  pay  a  week's  board  bill. 

A  correspondent  wants  to  know  what 
"lying  in  state"  means.  Ahem!  Yes,  well 
Claudia,  there  are  two  kinds.  One  is  when 
a  great  man  dies,  and  the  other  is  when  a 
great  man  lies.  If  you  shouldn't  understand 
this,  write  again.  If  you  should,  write  and 
explain  it  to  us. 


The  man  who  goes  through  the  world  sign- 
ing his  name  with  a  cross  is  a  favored  being 
in  some  respects.  He  ne'ver  loses  sleep  wor- 
rying about  who  wrote  the  "Junius"  letters, 
and  the  hell  controversy  may  have  been 
ended  ten  years  before  he  gets  a  taste  of  it — 
of  the  controversy,  we  mean. 

"Not  more  than  one  person  in  three  has 
legs  of  equal  length!"  the  Norrislown  Herald 
announces.  We  are  interested  in  science, 
but  to  not  such  a  degree  that  we  care  to  go 
around  with  a  tape  line  and  measure  to  see 
if  he  is  correct,  and  take  the  chances  of 
having  one  or  the  other  fly  up  and  strike  us. 

Silk  stockings  should  be  washed  in  cold 
water,  laid  fiat  on  a  fine  towel,  rolled  tightly 
until  dry,  and  rubbed  with  a  piece  of  flannel 
to  restore  the  gloss.  We  gave  her  this 
"Household  Hint,"  and  she  presently  said, 
"Ah,  yes,  I've  got  the  soap  and  flannel  and 
— cold  water,  but  where's  the  fine  towel  and 
— silk  stockings  ?" 

How  women  can  manage  to  sit  bolt  up- 
right and  not  change  a  position,  looking 
neither  to"  the  right  no  left,  during  a  sermon 
in  church,  passes  the  understanding.  A  man 
will  sit  on  a  picket  fence  all  the  afternoon  to 
see  a  ball  match,  but  put  him  in  a  church 
pew  for  three-quarters  of  an  hour  and  he  will 
wabble  all  over  the  seat. 

Bev.  Jos.  Cook  says  the  reason  young  men 
who  live  pure  lives  and  have  income  enough 
don't  get  married  is  because  "they  cannot 
drive  a  coach-and-four  quite  yet."  This  is  to 
be  regretted.  Mr.  Cook  should  advise  such 
young  men  to  get  employment  with  a  circus 
company  as  teamsters,  where  they  could  not 
only  drive  a  coach-and-four,  but  learn  to 
drive  from  ten  to  twenty  horses  in  a  band 
wagon. 

Lord  Beaconsfield  is  credited  with  saying 
that  he  has  the  Queen  on  hi?  side,  Parlia- 
ment with  him,  and  the  People  of  England 
at  his  back,  and  that  if  he  were  ten  years 
younger  he  would  remake  the  map  of  Europe. 
Several  enterprising  newspapers  have  many 
times  remade  the  map  of  Europe  during  the 
Eastern  war,  without  having  a  queen  on  their 
side,  a  parliament  with  them,  or  anything 
but  a  page  of  advertisements  at  their  back. 


An  Old  Forty-Niner. 
A  fossilized  Argonaut  thus  characteristi- 
cally describes  an  old  comrade:  "Now  there 
was  an  old-timer  that  we  used  to  call  Bos- 
ton and  warn't  mean  ef  he  was  a  Yank.  Why, 
I've  knowed  Boston  to  get  up  in  the  middle 
o'  the  night  to  carry  feed  to  a  sick  mule  as 
hed  laid  down  to  die  'long  side  Boston's  ca- 
bine.  He  tended  him  like  a  mother,  an'  ef 
it  hedn't  bin  fur  a  cold  snap  comin'  on,  he'd 
a  fetched  thet  animal  'round  all  right.  Even 
then  I  b'lieve  he'd  a  made  the  riffle  ef  the 
durned  cuss  of  a  mule  hedn't  kicked  the  fire 
out  one  night  after  Boston  hed  tuk  the 
trouble,  in  his  motherly  regard  for  the  mule's 
comfort,  to  run  out  an'  fire  up  close  to  the 
critter's  hind  hoofs,  he  shinnin'  roun'  with 
nothin'  but  a  hickory  shirt.  The  durned  cuss 
let  fly  both  heels  to  oncet  an'  froze  to  death 
afore  mornin'.  It  served  the  ungrateful  ani- 
mil  mighty  right,  but  I  b'lieve  Boston  'd 
wore  crape,  only  he  was  'fraid  the  boys  'd 
laugh  at  him.  Ef  Boston  was  a  friend  to  a 
man  he'd  discount  a  brother  and  give  him 
points  ev'ry  time.  I've  seen  Boston  tackle 
Bill  Thompson  when  he  was  dead  gone  in 
with  horrors — Bill  wantin'  to  clean  out  Mor- 


mon Creek  from  Dorsey's  saw-mill  to  the 
Stanislaus  Biver — an'  bring  him  out  every 
time.  He  was  the  best  doctor  for  a  bad  case 
o'  jim-jams  I  ever  seen.  Boston  never  did 
hev  any  luck  to  speak  of  but  once  in  his  life, 
an'  thet  was  when  he  tuk  thet  trip  down  to 
Mexico — Durengo,  I  think — an'  struck  it 
rich  in  silver.  Thet  was  in  '59,  an'  we  didn't 
hear  no  more  o'  him  till  '63,  when  Brad  got  a 
letter  from  him  tellin'  how  the  greasers  was 
goin'  to  buy  his  claim  for  a  mill,  he  reservin' 
the  tailin's,  which  he  said  he'd  prospected 
an'  found  'd  pay  the  nash'nal  debt  when  they 
was  smelted.  Good  luck  didn't  make  Bos- 
ton proud  a  bit,  not  much ;  he  didn't  throw 
off  on  his  friends,  but  tol'  Brad  to  tell  his  old 
pards — which  was  me,  an'  Jack  Dunbar,  an' 
Sam  Price,  an'  Little  Steve,  and'  Jim  Hickey, 
an'  Fandango  Frank,  an'  Tom  Stoddard — 
thet  he'd  send  us  doubloons  enough  to  go 
home  on,  an'  keep  us  till  we  passed  in  our 
checks;  an'  he'd  done  it,  too,  ef  death  hadn't 
scooped  him  in  a  muss  with  some  greaser 
monte  men.  I've  bin  down  on  greasers 
wuss'n  pizen  ever  sence.  They  wasn't  satis- 
fied with  Bivas,  an'  the  boys  they  sent  up 
the  flume  thar;  an'  Crabbe's  party  at  Cha- 
vorca  was'nt  bloody  'nough  for  'em,  but  they 
must  go  an'  cut  poor  Boston's  wind.  I'll  bet 
he  did  more  for  them  cussed  greasers  than 
their  own  brothers  would  a'done;  but  it  was 
like  the  mules — they  didn't  know  the  color  o' 
gratitude." 


Bound  to  Keep  Pace. 

There  are  hardware  men  in  this  city  who 
keep  a  cook-stove  at  the  store  door  as  a  sign, 
and  that  the  stove  may  not  be  injured  by  rust 
they  paint  it  over.  The  other  day  one  of 
them  who  had  a  stove  with  red  legs,  white 
covers  and  a  blue  top  secured  an  old  farmer 
for  a  customer.  The  farmer  stipulated  for  a 
stove  "just  like  that,"  and  ordered  it  sent 
home  by  the  team  of  a  neighbor.  A  stove  of 
the  size  and  pattern  was  selected  and  sent 
away  in  good  shape,  and  all  was  lovely  until 
the  next  day.  Then  the  farmer  and  his  wife 
came  in  with  their  own  team,  having  the 
stove  in  the  wagon.  The  husband  held  the 
lines  while  the  wife  entered  the  store  and  re- 
marked : 

"When  we  buy  a  certain  kind  of  stove  we 
don't  like  to  be  put  off  with  another." 

"Why,  madam,  isn't  that  stove  all  right?" 
asked  the  man  that  sold  it, 

"No,  sir,  it  isn't!  you  sold  my  old  man  a 
stove  with  red  legs  and  white  covers,  and  a 
blue  border  around  the  top,  and  the  one  out 
in  the  wagon  is  nothing  but  a  scrub-looking 
old  black  stove !" 

"Why why "   he   tried   to  explain, 

but  she  waved  him  around  and  declared: 

"We're  old  folks,  and  we  live  out  among 
the  frogs  and  owls,  but  we  keep  pace  with 
the  styles  just  as  much  as  any  one,  and  you 
can't  palm  off  any  scrub  stoves  on  us !" 

The  men  could  hardly  lift  ten  pounds 
apiece  as  they  exchanged  the  nicely  polished 
stove  for  the  one  with  red  legs,  but  the  old 
lady  thought  it  was  they  were  so  mad. 

"There — that  stove  has  got  some  tone 
about  it!"  she  muttered  as  it  was  loaded  up. 
I  don't  want  to  appear  capturous,  but  if 
style  demands  a  red-legged  stove  then  I  go 
in  for  the  gorgeous  with  the  rest  of  'em,  and 
I'll  gild  the  stove  pipe  to  boot!" 
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Dogs  in  the  Great  Storm. 
The  recent  storm  upon  the  plains  was 
the  most  severe  ever  known.  On  the  morn- 
ing of  the  storm  two  freighters,  Mr.  James 
McDermott  and  his  companion  started  from 
Camp  Robinson  for  Sidney  with  their  teams. 
They  soon  were  lost  and  became  separated, 
and  on  Saturday  Mr.  McDermott  was  found 
under  the  following  circumstances:  He  had 
wandered  for  twelve  days,  accompanied  by 
two  dogs,  without  food  of  any  kind,  exposed 
to  the  storm  day  and  night,  sleeping  without 
Bhelter  or  covering  on  the  cold  ground,  and 
had  wasted  away  to  a  mere  skeleton.  To 
add  to  his  sufferings  one  day  he  saw  near  him 
some  cow-boys,  but  was  too  weak  to  call  loud 
enough  to  attract  their  attention,  and  like  a 
ship-wrecked  seaman  who  sees  a  sail  ap- 
proach, but  before  it  comes  within  hailing 
distance  bears  away  again  and  disappears, 
he  saw  them  pass  from  him. 

On  last  Saturday  these  same  cow-boys 
heard  a  faint  barking  or  yelping  like  that  of 
dogs,  and  following  the  sound  they  came  to 
them.  The  dogs  were  also  reduced  to  skele- 
tons, and  scarcely  had  strength  to  stand, 
being  in  the  last  stages  of  starvation.  The 
cow-boys  threw  them  some  meat,  but  instead 
of  eating  it  themselves,  they  picked  it  up  and 
tried  to  carry  it  to  their  master.  And  thus 
he  was  found.  The  fact  that  the  dogs  re- 
fused to  eat  the  meat  given  them,  although 
they  were  dying  of  starvation,  but  attempted 
to  carry  it  to  their  famishing  master,  is  testi- 
fied to  by  men  of   unimpeachable   character. 

Mr.  MacDermott  was  carried  to  Sidney, 
where  he  is  under  the  care  of  the  post  sur- 
geon, with  fair  prospects  of  recovering, 
although  badly  frozen,  while  the  dogs  have 
been  cared  for  at  a  camp  near  where  they 
were  found. 


NOTICE. 


All    persons    are    warned  against  paying 
money  for  subscription  to 

James  Marborough 

for  the  Illustrated  Wasp.  He  is  not  our 
agent,  and  his  authority  for  receiving  sub- 
scriptions ceases  from  this  date,  April  27th, 
1878.  "Wasp  Publishing  Co. 
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Saw  Manufacturing 

Company, 

17  and  19  Fremont  St.,  San  Francisco 


On  hand  and  Made  to  Order. 
EJP Repairing  of  all  kinds  done  at  short  notice.  J£3 


MAURICE  DORE  &  Co. 

AUCTIONEERS. 

MONDAY,~May  6,  1877, 
.it  12  o'clock,  at  Salesrooms, 

No.  410  PINE  STREET, 

Between  Montgomery  and  Kearney  Streets,  San  Fran- 
cisco, California, 

AUCTION    SALE 

—OF  THE— 


On  a  Liberal  Credit. 

TERMS— One-fourth  Cash;  balance  in  one, 
two  and  three  years;  deferred  payments  to 
bear  interest  at  the  rate  of  EIGHT  per  cent. 
per  annum,  payable  semi-annually. 

Size   of  Town  Lots,   50x125  and  50x 

150;  Farm  Tracts  from  5  to  30 

Acres  Each. 

The  Pacific  Land  Investment  Company  has  pur- 
chased a  large  tract  of  land  in  "Washington  Township, 
Alameda  County,  California,  and  had  the  same  care- 
fully subdivided  into  Town  Lots,  Villa  Sites,  and  Gar- 
dens and  small  Farm  Tracts.  Broad  Streets  and 
Avenues  have  been  laid  out,  upon  which  all  the  sub- 
divisions front.  Trees  have  been  planted  along  the 
line  of  the  streets,  and  the  avenues  enclosed  by 
fences. 

The  Company,  with  a  full  knowledge  of  the  urgent 
needs  of  the  people,  determined  to  practically  insure 
the  procurement  of  Cheap  and  Healthful  Suburban 
Homes.  A  critical  examination  of  the  country  which 
could  be  made  reasonably  accessible  from  San  Fran- 
cisco was  entered  upon,  and  it  was  decided,  after 
taking  into  consideration  advantages  of  climate, 
abundance  of  pure  water,  fertility  of  soil,  beauty  of 
natural  surroundings,  adaptability  to  manufactures 
of  lands  contiguous  to  deep  water,  neighborhood  to 
established  towns,  and  for  many  other  practical 
reasons,  that 

rsrEWAFtK: 

Was  the  most  desirable  locality  for  the   consumma- 
tion of  its  design. 

NEWARK  is  finely  situated  on  upland,  nearly  le- 
vel, surrounded  by  thrifty  villages  and  farms,  in  one 
of  the  healthiest  portions  of  Alameda  County,  com- 
manding a  fine  view  of  the  surrounding  country. 

Immediately  after  the  purchase  of  these  lands  the 
South  Pacific  Coast  Railroad  Company  began  the 
construction  of  its  railroad  and  with  the  Bay  and 
Coast  Railroad  Company  has  already  completed  a 
Railroad  and  Ferry  line  from  San  Francisco  to  the 
foothills  at  Los  Gatos  in  Santa  Clara  County,  pass- 
ing through  Alameda,  San  Jose  and  all  intermediate 
points,  with  fair  prospect  of  completing  the  road  to 
Santa  Cruz  within  the  next  18  months.  The  Town  is 
therefore  located  on  a  main  railroad  and  telegraph 
ine,  insuring  cheap,  rapid,  frequent  and  reliable  com- 
munication with  San  Francisco. 

The  increase  in  the  value  of  lands  in  Alameda 
County  has  been  marked  and  unremitting,  occasioned 
in  part  by  its  proximity  to  San  Frnncisco,  but  mor* 
largely  by  reason  of  its  superb  climate  and  fruitful 
soil.  Money  invested  in  lands  at  NEWARK,  will 
greatly  multiply,  influenced  by  the  spread  of  popu- 
lation and  the  agency  of  its  direct  railroad  connec- 
tions. Observant  persona  will  readily  recognize  the  wonderful  ad- 
vance in  the  value  of  lands  and  growth  of  population  in  the  vicini- 
ty of  Oakland  and  Alameda,  which  lands  could  have  been  purcha- 
sed a  few  years  ago  for  comparatively  trifling'  sums,  the  increase 
being-  almost  entirely  attributable  to  the  establishment  of  the  ex- 
isting popular  lines  of  travel. 

An  opportunity  is  now  presented  to  purchase  lands  more  desir- 
ably located,  and  almost  equally  accessible,  at  very  low  prices,  with 
an  absolute  certainty  of  the  advancement  of  values  to  the  Bame  de- 
gree which  characterized  investments  in  Oakland  and  Alameda. 

On  or  about  May  1st  next,  the  new  Narrow-gauge  Line  will  be 
formally  opened  between  San  Francisco  and  Santa  Cruz,  when  lo- 
cal trainB  will  be  run  regularly  and  frequently  between  San  Fran- 
cisco and  Newark,  making  at  least  two  daily  trips  each  way,  and 
more  if  the  travel  should  require  it.  THE  COMMUTATIONS  WILL 
BE  VERY  LOW  to  persons  residing  in  Newark,  enabling  one  per- 
son to  travel  both  ways  each  day  at  a  very  cheap  rate.  The  time 
will  be  made  in  about  one  hour  from  the  foot  of  Market  street,  San 
Francisco,  and  the  time  schedule  so  adjusted  as  to  enable  all  clas- 
ses to  pursue  their  employments. 

For  the  present,  to  enable  personB  to  visit  and  inspect  the  pro- 
perty, on  and  after  March  20,  and  until  further  notice,  a  train  for 
Newark  will  leave  the  corner  of  Park  street  and  Encinal  Avenue, 
in  the  town  of  Alameda,  at  10:55  A.  M.;  returning:,  leaving  Newark 
at  1:30  P.  M.  Passengers  will  leave  San  Francisco  on  the  Central 
Pacific  Ferry  for  Park  street  Station,  Alameda,  on  the  9  o'clock  boat 
in  order  to  connect.  DIAGRAMS,  MAPS  AND  CIRCULARS  can 
be  had  on  application  at  the  office  of  the  Pacific  Land  Investment 
Company,  Rooms  20,  21  and  22  Nevada  Block,  or  to 

MAURICE  DORE  &  CO.,  Auctioneers, 

H.  A.  COBB,  Auctioneer.  A.  E.  DAVIS, 

President  Pacific  Land  Investment  Co. 


COME 

—AND— 

BE  CURED 


DR.  P.  STEINHART, 

Formerly  of  London  and  Dublin,  would  announce  to 
the  sick  and  afflicted  that  he  has  opened  an  office  at 
No.  11  Kearny  Street,  where  he  can  be  consulted 
upon  all 

DISEASES  OF  THE  GENITOURINARY  ORGANS, 

All  Private  and  Special  Diseases  of  every  kind  and 
character,  together  with  all  the  complaints  of  the 
Nervous  System,  Premature  Decline,  Exhausted  Vi- 
tality, Seminal  Weakness,  Special  Debility  caused 
by  error  and  ignorance  in  youth  or  excess  in  mature 
years.     The  Doctor  having 

Eighteen   Years    Practice    in    London 
Dublin  and  San  Francisco, 

In  the  treatment  of  Chronic  Diseases  of  all  kinds  es- 
pecially those  of  a  private  nature,  will  GUARANTEE 
to  CURE  THOROUGHLY  and  PERMANENTLY 
every  case  he  undertakes.  DR,  STEINHART'S 
method  is  peculiarly  his  own. 

Terms  reasonable  and  satisfaction  guaranteed.  Call 
or  write.  Address  all  communications,  which  are 
strictly  confidential  to  DR.  P,  STEINHART,  No.  11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco. 

Office  hours— 9  A.  M.  to  2  P.  M.  and  from  7  to  8 
evenings.     Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only. 


IMPORTANT ! 

DR.  MINTIE  would  announce  to  his  many  friends 
and  patients  that  he  may  be  consulted  upon  and  will 
treat  all  chronic  diseases  of  every  kind  and  character, 
those  of  a  delicate  nature,  together  with  those  pro- 
nounced incurable;  and  he  hereby  invites  all  those 
suffering,  to  call  and  talk  with  him.  It  costs  nothing 
to  consult,  and  it  may  result  in  your  recovery.  DR. 
MINTIE'S  LARGE  HOSPITAL  EXPERIENCE  in 
Philadelphia  as  Resident  Surgeon,  peculiar  fits  him 
for  the  successful  treatment  of  intricate  and  compli- 
cated troubles,  and  he  guarantees  to  cure  every  case 
he  undertakes.  The  Doctor  is  also  sole  agent  for  the 
celebrated 

SIR  ASTLEY  COOPER'S 

VITAL  RESTORATIVE 

The  great  ENGLISH  REMEDY  for  Nervous  Debili- 
ty, Seminal  Weakness,  Spermatorrhea,  Exhausted 
Vitality,  Premature  Decline,  Impotency,  etc.  This 
is  no  quack  nostrum,  but  a  thoroughly  scientific  pre- 
scription. It  is  a  pure  Nerve  Food,  a  certain  Reju- 
venator,  a  Blood  Purifier  and  Vital  Tonic,  Price  §53 
per  bottle,  or  four  times  the  quantity  for  $10.  Sent 
secure  from  observation  upon  receipt  of  price,  or  C. 
O.D. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

Among  those  who  have  greatly  distinguished  them- 
selves in  this  city  in  the  practice  of  medicine,  A.  E. 
Mintie,  M.  D.,  whose  offices  are  at  No.  11  Kearny 
Street,  deserves  particularly  mention.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  has  a  di- 
ploma from  the  Lying-in-Charity  Hospital  of  Phila- 
delphia for  the  treatment  of  female  disease,  and  was 
Resident  Surgeon  of  the  Orthopedic  Hospital,  Phila- 
delphia. His  great  skill  as  a  physician  has  always 
been  recognized,  and  during  his  practice  in  this  city 
he  has  effected  numerous  cures  of  a  remarkable 
character,  so  that  his  reputation  in  the  profession 
has  placed  him  in  the  foremost  rank.  Every  case 
which  he  undertakes  to  treat  being  intimately  known 
to  him,  he  is  enabled  at  once  to  apply  the  proper  re- 
medies, relieve  his  patrons  and  secure  their  recovery. 
— S.  F.  Post,  Nov.  3,  1877 

Office  hours— 10  A.  M.  to  3  P.M.;  evenings,  6  to 8. 
Sundays,  10  A.  M.  to  1  P.  M.  only.  CONSULTA- 
TION FREE.  Thorough  examination  and  advice,  in- 
cluding analysis  of  urine,  $5.  Address  all  communi- 
cations (which  are  strictly  confidential  to 

A.  E.  MINTIE,  M.  D., 
(Graduate  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  late  Re- 
sident   Surgeon    Orthopedic    Hospital),    No.    11 
Kearny  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal 
janl2-3mos 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP.: 


GRAND  OPERA  HOUSE. 

"Evangeline"  entered  npoh  its  third  and 
last  week  on  Monday  evening,  and  was 
greeted  by  a  large  house.  A  great  change 
of  cast  was  effected.  Mr.  Sol  Smith  Bussell 
played  "Catherine"  in  a  most  amusing  man- 
ner, and  Mr.  Golden  fully  sustained  his  great 
reputation  as  "Le  Blanc."  George  Knight's 
make-up  as  Emperor  Norton  was  simply  as- 
tonishing, so  true  was  it  to  life.  Many  in 
the  audience  seemed  to  think  that  it  was  his 
majesty  in  propria  persona,  and  scouted  at 
the  idea  of  its  being  a  "make-up."  There 
seems  to  be  but  little  abatement  of  the  pub- 
lic interest  in  "Evangeline,"  and  we  are 
sorry  that  it  is  to  be  removed  so  soon.  Such 
a  galaxy  of  talent  as  Bice's  Combination  has 
seldom  played  together  upon  the  San  Fran- 
cisco or  any  other  stage.  The  last  "Evan- 
geline" matinee  will  be  given  to-day  (Satur- 
day). This  evening,  for  the  first  time,  "Con- 
rad the  Corsair." 

CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

Miss  Augusta  Dargon  made  her  bow  be- 
fore a  small  audience  on  Monday  evening. 
The  play  chosen  for  her  re-entree  on  the  San 
Francisco  stage,  was  Fisk's  dramatization  of 
Tennyson's  "Queen  Mary."  Miss  Dargon 
has  a  fine  stage  presence,  a  voice  as  clear  as 
a  bell,  and  is  one  of  the  most  perfect  elocu- 
tionists we  have  ever  heard.  Her  acting  is 
easy  and  natural;  at  times  exhibiting  the 
most  intense  dramatic  power.  The  cast  is  a 
good  one.  Henry  Edwards  gives  a  finished 
impersonation  of  the  wily  "Benard,"  and 
Mr.  Hill  made  an  effective  "Philip."  Miss 
Carey  appeared  to  good  advantage  as  the 
"Princess  Elizabeth." 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

Haverly's  Minstrels  opened  at  this  theatre 
on  Monday  evening,  and  have  been  doing  ex- 
cellent business  through  the  week.  The 
company  includes  some  of  the  best  minstrel 
talent  in  the  United  States,  and  the  pro- 
gramme is  full  of  good  things  which  are  well 
carried  out.  If  it  be  possible  to  restore  the 
minstrel  business  in  San  Francisco,  which 
many  doubt,  we  believe  this  company  is  the 
one  to  do  it.  A  prosperous  season  appears 
to  be  before  it. 


"Saratoga"  entered  upon  its  second  week 
on  Monday.  The  audiences  have  been  dis- 
tressingly small.     "A  Celebrated  Case"  was 


substituted  on  Thursday  evening  and  slightly 
improved  the  business. 

THE    MAT   FESTIVAL. 

The  Grand  Musical  May  Festival  .under 
the  direction  of  Mr.  Sumner  Bugbee,  Man- 
ager will  take  place  at  the  Mechanics'  Pavi- 
lion on  May  28,  and  continue  for  three  days. 
The  most  elaborate  preparations  are  being 
made  to  render  the  affair  a  grand  success. 
The  chorus  will  include  2,000  of  the  best 
amateur  singers  in  the  State.  Electric,'  an- 
vils, telephones,  artillery,  and  other  novel- 
ties will  be  called  into  requisition.  Tickets 
may  be  obtained  at  Sherman  and  Hyde's. 
Price  for  the  season  of  three  days,  $5.  Single 
tickets  $2.  This  will  be  the  grandest  musi- 
cal occasion  in  the  history  of  this  Coast. '■ 
emerson's. 

"Joshua  Whitcomb,"  with  an  entire  new 
act  added,  is  now  in  its  seventh  week,  and 
seems  to  have  lost  none  of  its  attractions  for 
the  lovers  of  genuine  New  England  life  and 
manners.     Its  success  has  been  phenomenal. 

WOODWARD'S    GARDENS. 

"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES: 


— Becipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers;  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  Speculation. 
The  Country  Beal  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  .  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  XL  S.  In- 
ternal Bevenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


1?©i   tlT, 


at 


Country  Hotel  (825)  and  country  store  ($15) 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


w^m,  mMMm'M,* 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 


O.  D.  O.  SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


'nte  m 


after 


OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back  of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect  it 
from  -wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
around   the   ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


SUMKERW.BUG-BEE ,  MANAGER.  <■ 

MAY  28th,  29th.  and  30th,  at  2.30  P.  M. 

AT 

MECHANICS'    PAVILION 


FOR 


Free  Library,  or  Colossal  Organ ! 


Immense  Orehestra ! 

Electricity !    .Ajrtillery  !    Telephones  !    and 
Other  nSTovelties ! 


M.  W.  WHITNEY,  Boston, 

The  Greatest  Living  Bftsso. 
Mrs.  HELEN  AMES  BILLINGS,  St.  Louis 
The  Celebrated  Oratorio  Soprano. 


MISS  ABBIE  CLAEKE,  Boston, 

The  Popular  Contralto. 
MR.  W.  H.  FESSENDEN,  Boston, 

The  Renowned  Tenor. 


And  other  well-known  SOLOISTS  have  been  engaged  for  this  occasion. 


CONDUCTORS: 
CARL  ZERRAHN,  the  famous  Director  of  the  Boston  Jubilees, 

JOHN  P.  MORGAN  and  R.  HEROLD,  San  Francisco. 


K^-Sale  of  Season  Tickets  opens  at  Sherman,  Hyde  &  Co's  April  29th.      Price  for  the 
Season  of  Three  Days,  $5.00. 

OHAS.  SCHUTZ,  Ticket  Agent. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


a 


Acting  Manager. 


E  L I N  E." 


BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 


H&wly's  Minstrels 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 

Augusta  Bargon. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

SATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 

THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATeFpAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and  Sunday,  April  27th 
and  28th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts, 


..Children,  hall  price 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beantiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NO"W  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR  ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 

be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,    -         -  -         -     $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

I^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from     -     -     -    $20.00 

— THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


METERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 

W.   SCBEBR, 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 

FR1MGH 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DrEEOTOE. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878.' 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 

1IBEHII4 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 

Peesident M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesident CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES: 

M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohne,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tkeasubeb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attobney RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  TEE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  PasB.Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made, 
deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    SUNDAY,  APRIL.  7th,  1S78, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  "Wharf.) 

3(~\(~\  P.  M.  Daily,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•V/v/  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  and  for  Mendocino 
City  and  the  Geysers. 

^^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  ollowing  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 

8C\f\  A.  M.  [Sundays  only],  Excursion  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  wV  Donahue'*  connecting  at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M,] 

^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen,  P.  &T.  Ag't. 
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VSIB    IS 


SIDE    OF 


AQUARIUM. 


augll-3mos 


WONDERFUL 


All  Sickness  and  DlMea.se  of  whatever  name  or  nature 
Cared  without  Medicine. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer,  No. 
216  Stockton  street,  cures  without  medicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  baffie 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  cany  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

83^1  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  216  Stockton  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

feb23-lm 

BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
24  Post  Street, 

Near  Kei  r  qj 
San  Franeueo,  CaL 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


"W.  E.  Chambeelain,  Jb. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  GOLLEG 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Course  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  morp 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  _A_lii*ens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


DR.  SALFIELD'S 

REJUVENATOR. 

The  great  remedy  for  weakness  peculiar  to  men; 
cures  nervous  and  physical  debility  and  restores  ex- 
hausled  vitality  to  strength  of  manhood  and  vigor  of 
y  outb.  in  from  four  to  six  wekks  with  unfailing  cer- 
tainty ;  sure  cure  for  kidney,  urinary  and  bladder 
complaints;  price  $2.50  per  bottle,  or  five  bottles  in 
case  for  $10;  sent  everywhere  secure  from  observa- 
tion; communications  strictly  confidential;  consulta- 
tion by  letter  or  in  person  free.  Call  on  or  address 
BB.  SALFIELD,  34  Kearny  street,  San  Francisco. 
Office  hours,  9  till  3  and  6  till  8  P.  M. 

mar2-tf 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


^ 


SAN  FRANCISCO.- 

erry  A/1/0  couwrfir  orders  f/TOMPTir  Arre/rrEo  to  ■ 


A/OETH1B  Sr  TURK. 

PROPRIETORS  . 
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G.    BAYREUTHER, 

—PRACTICAL— 

Tinsmith  i  Fhuibttj 

Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 

STOVES,  RANCFS,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRON  WARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  "Work  to  Order. 
SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 


NO.    226    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
apr6-6mos 


DOAWE    «3te    OO- 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Sl&ell  Oysters^ 

Stall  No.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  fines! 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  O.  D. 


©„  XXXGKS  <3fe  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

AKD 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FBANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 

Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  "Warts,  Moles,   effectually   cured  In 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  u] 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BURNS, 

Agent  for 


isuaiea  wisp 

Office  in  E.  E.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 
A.    SCHROEPFER, 

ARCHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Bloct 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


.^jj^yjtdafcMflajajtK 


ecrjyj-. 


•'  ft® 


^w-jpo 


o'jg  COMMERCIAL  g1 
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MOW*  DID  THE    FIRE   ORIGINATE     ? 


A   SKETCH     ON    EIGHTH    ST.) 


?5s:orpic  k 


fiO'^C'ALIFOHNIA      ST. 

NW    COR    OF  KEARNY    ST -^    - 


SanF-rancisco,  May  jP  1878 


J"  RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL.— 
BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE   WASP. 
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Published  erery  Saturday, 

—    AT  — 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 

CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  peb  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year       ....      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -         -         -         -        $5.00 
Sis  Months       -  -  -         -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Cottntry  News  Dealebs. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
"WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — "When  sending  literary  or  ar- 
tistic contributions,  address,  Editor  ""Wasp,"  602 
California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business  com- 
munications should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  ""Wasp,"  602  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  MAY  4,  1878. 

"Chickens  come  home  to  roost."  Of 
course  they  do.  That  is  a  provision  of  Na- 
ture made  with  a  special  view  to  cheering  the 
way  of  the  predatory  Chinaman. 


A  correspondent  at  Merthyr  Tyddvil, 
Wales,  sent  us  a  communication  the  other 
day,  ostensibly  for  publication.  It  is,  per- 
haps, unnecessary  for  us  to  say  that  we  can't 
read  "Welsh,  and  now  we  are  mourning  and 
will  not  be  comforted.  That  common-look- 
ing letter,  which  by  the  way  is  now  at  the 
paper  mill,  might  have  been  an  order  on  the 
Nevada  Bank  for  $100,000,  or  a  return  ticket 
to  the  Paris  Exposition.  We  were  always 
too  hasty,  anyhow. 


The  Wasp  is  not  prone  to  give  advice  in 
scientific  matters,  for  the  very  good  reason 
that  our  scientific  education  has  been  some 
what  neglected.  But  now  that  we  have  the 
telephone,  the  phonograph,  the  aerophone, 
and  the  syntonophotos  in  successful  oper- 
ation we  would  impress  upon  our  elec- 
tricians the  urgent  necessity  of  inventing 
a  smellophone — something  that  will  gently 
waft  the  many  and  fragrant  odors  of  San 
Francisco  streets  and  sewers  out  to  sea,  and 
quietly  dump  them  in  a  thousand  fathoms  of 
blue  water.  Until  this  be  done  our  faith  in 
the  progress  of  invention  will  continue  weak, 
and  our  hopes  unsatisfied. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration. "] 

Squeezing  'em  Dry. 

One  of  the  speakers  at  a  meeting  of  the 
State  Central  Committee  of  the  Working- 
men's  Party  is  reported  to  have  said  that 
"no  party  whose  members  sought  to  aggran- 
dize themselves  during  the  first  eight  months 
of  its  existence  could  hope  for  success."  No 
truer  words  were  ever  spoken.  It  is  notori- 
ous that  several  members  of  the  party  re- 
ferred to  have  been  indulging  in  "ways  that 
are  dark  and  tricks  that  are  vain."  Every 
little  enterprise  started  has  been  tainted  with 
monetary  corruption.  A  newspaper  is  inau- 
gurated, and  after  a  fitful  black-mailing  ex- 
istence is  wound  up — the  compositors  receiv- 
ing only  one  fourth  of  then-  hard-earned 
wages.  Subscriptions  are  received  for  the 
erection  of  a  building  to  be  known  as  the 
"Workingmen's  Temple,"  and  not  a  plank  is 
bought  for  it — the  money  going  for  any  thing 
but  its  legitimate  object.  Laundries  are  in- 
augurated, and  hard-working  women  cheated 
out  of  their  wages.  In  various  ways  money 
is  collected  from  poor  people  who  can  illy 
aftord  it,  and  no  account  is  rendered  of  its 
disbursement,  save  that  it  soon  becomes  gen- 
erally known  that  the  coin  has   disappeared. 

All  this  does  not  redound  to  the  credit  of 
any  man  or  any  party.  It  sounds  very  well 
on  the  rostrum  to  denounce  all  opponents  as 
thieves  and  heap  all  manner  of  iniquity  on 
their  heads;  but  people  who  live  in  glass 
houses  should  not  throw  stones,  and  people 
who  want  to  reform  the  nation  should  begin 
with  themselves.  We  are  profoundly  sorry 
that  a  movement  of  such  importance  to  the 
well-being  of  the  industrial  classes  should  be 
characterized  by  such  petty  malpractices  as 
those  we  have  mentioned.  If  anything  is 
ever  to  come  of  this  agitation  but  mutual  vi- 
tuperation and  abuse,  it  is  time  thatall  the  hy- 
pocritical, light-fingered  gentry  who  belong- 
to  it,  be  ruthlessly  weeded  out. 

The  truth  is,  most  of  these  reformers  have 
started  at  the  wrong  end.  Their  whole  ob- 
ject, as  expressed  by  themselves,  is  to  destroy 
the  existing  condition  of  things.  But  the 
public  is  in  the  dark  as  to  what  condition  of 
things  would  result.  Nothing  tangible  is  of- 
fered in  place  of  what  we  now  have.  Now 
any  boor  can  pull  down  a  house — it  takes  an 
architect  and  a  number  of  skilled  mechanics 
to  erect  a  building.  It  is  not  enongh  to  have 
men  ready  to  destroy  the  edifice  of  society — 
means  must  be  presented  by  which  some 
other  structure  can  be  erected. 

Our  double-page  illustration  presents  the 
process  of  "squeezing  'em  dry"  in  an  unmis- 
takable manner.  The  victims  are  being 
slowly  compressed  in  a  cider  mill — the  screw 
being  turned  by  a  triumvirate  of  agitators. 
The  coin  exudes  through  various  apertures, 
all  of  which  converge  toward  the  pockets  of 
the  agitators.  A  glance  at  the  cartoon  will 
be  sufficient  to  understand  its  meaning.  It 
is  becoming  pretty  generally  known  who  are 
the  squeezed  and  who  are  the  squeezers;  and 
it  is  also  becoming  apparent  that  the  game 
is  about  played  out — to  use  the  pithy  verna- 
cular of  the  period.  Sundry  stormy  meetings 
of  the  chiefs  of  this  labor  movement  have  con- 
clusively settled  the  fact  that   something  is 


crooked — if  indeed  they  do  not  prove  that 
nearly  everybody  connected  with  it  will  bear 
watching.  We  had  hoped  better  things 
from  all  these  professions  of  sturdy  honesty; 
but  human  nature  is  the  same,  whether  it  be 
in  Democrat,  Republican,  or  Workingman. 
The  rule  seems  to  be  with  all  who  seek  poli- 
tical power,  as  the  old  doggerel  aptly  ex- 
presses it: 

"When  you  catch  a  black  cat, 

Shave  him,  shave  him; 
"When  you  catch  a  black  cat, 

Shave  him  to  the  tail. 


1  See  Illustration. 1 

California  and  the  Paris  Exposition. 

California  has  long  been  remarkable  for 
the  extent  and  variety  of  her  productions. 
Everything  here  is  produced  on  a  gigantic 
scale.  Our  climate  stimulates  everything;  it 
even  stimulates  the  sale  of  stimulants.  Our 
farms  are  the  biggest,  our  mines  the  deepest, 
and  our  skies  the  brightest  in  all  creation. 
We  pride  ourselves  on  our  resources,  we  are 
vain  of  what  we  have,  and  vain  of  what  we 
have  not.  We  are  a  great  and  glorious  peo- 
ple, and  we  know  it — if  other  people  do  not. 
What  would  be  unpardonable  conceit  in 
others  is  very  bashfulness  in  us.  The  land 
of  Baker,  and  Broderick,  and  Phil.  Poach, 
and  General  Winn,  and  Emperor  Norton, 
and  Fitch,  and  Pickering,  and  Pixley,  and 
Dr.  O'Donnell,  and  Michael  Beese,  and 
Piatt's  Hall,  and  the  sand  lots,  and  various 
other  prodigies,  cannot  be  too  haughty  or 
pretentious. 

When  we  contemplate  the  marvels  of  this 
State,  we  are  not  astonished  at  any  new  re- 
velation, no  matter  of  what  nature.  We  are 
sanguine  that  if  a  tithe  of  them  can  be  got 
to  the  Exposition  at  Paris,  the  assembled 
nations  will  be  blinded  by  the  splendor  of 
our  exhibit.  We  blinded  the  world  at  Phi- 
ladelphia in  '76 — in  fact  the  people  were  so 
dazzled  that  but  few  of  them  have  been  able 
to  see  their  way  here  since,  as  the  statistics 
of  immigration  well  attest.  We  hope  such 
extraordinary  enterprise  will  not  be  indulged 
in  for  the  Fair  at  Paris. 

We  presume  that  our  vegetable  produc- 
tions will  be  well  represented.  We  have  the 
biggest  pumpkins  in  the  world,  our  beets  are 
notorious  for  their  size  and  consistency,  our 
carrots,  parsnips,  mangel  wurzel  and  other 
garden  truck,  are  the  admiration  of  a  won- 
dering world.  A  grove  of  big  trees  should 
be  shipped  at  once.  Sections  of  the  Sierra 
Nevada,  mining  shafts  from  the  Comstock 
cut  up  in  convenient  pieces  for  shipment, 
petrified  slap-jacks  of  '49,  and  other  relics  of 
the  golden  era  should  be  forwarded  while 
there  is  yet  time.  We  might  extend  the 
enumeration  of  appropriate  articles  indefinite- 
ly, but  it  is  unnecessary.  The  patriotism 
and  intelligence  of  our  citizens  will  suggest 
the  most  suitable. 

There  is  a  class  of  our  productions  that 
has  never  yet  been  placed  specifically  on  ex- 
hibition. It  is  neither  agricultural,  mineral, 
pastoral,  nor  yet  commercial.  It  may  be 
termed  social — a  natural  outgrowth  of  our 
intense  civilization.  Our  artist  has  sketched 
a  few  specimens  of  this  class  on  page  640. 
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The  objects  are  grouped  after  the  fashion 
of  a  Grecian  trophy.  (We  never  saw  a  Gre- 
cian trophy,  but  we  are  nothing  if  not  classi- 
cal). The  summit  of  this  unique  monument 
is  graced  with  the  figure  of  an  ass  in  the 
lion's  skin.  Most  people  will  recognize  the 
justice  and  accuracy  of  the  portrayal.  Then 
comes  a  graceful  specimen  of  our  new  police 
in  all  the  bravery  of  brass  buttons,  cap,  and 
club.  A  jar  of  Spring  Valley  water  forms  a 
pedestal  for  the  crowning  figure  of  the  struc- 
ture. The  lively  animalculie  can  be  dis- 
cerned by  the  naked  eye — in  the  picture. 
Two  genuine  hoodlums  flank  the  insectivor- 
ous water  jar.  They  would  be  appreciated 
and  properly  cared  for  in  Paris.  There 
seems  to  be  a  singular  prejudice  against 
them  in  California.  Several  samples  of  our 
brave  defenders,  the  militia,  lend  a  degree 
of  elegance  and  symmetry  to  the  collection 
that  nothing  else  could  give. 

The  highest  fence  in  California — that  erec- 
ted by  the  philanthropy  of  a  Crocker  to 
screen  a  Young  from  the  blasts  of  the  Pacific 
— should  by  all  means  be  represented  at 
Paris.  Probably  a  good  model  would  serve 
the  purpose,  as  Mr.  Young  might  object  to 
have  his  defence  torn  away.  Then  there  is  a 
specimen  of  the  California  lunatic — an  indi- 
genous production.  Evil-minded  people  say 
that  the  normal  condition  bf  all  Californians 
is  a  mild  form  of  insanity.  But  this  is  a 
venomous  slander  that  will  recoil  upon  the 
heads  of  our  defamers.  The  fact  is,  the  ba- 
lance of  the  States  have  not  evoluted,  as  G. 
F.  Train  would  say,  as  far  as  we  have,  and 
consequently  they  are  jealous  of  us,  and  ma- 
lign us  on  every  possible  occasion. 

It  would  be  the  very  acme  of  irony  if  a 
few  boxes  of  our  "white  labor  cigars"  were 
sent  to  soothe  the  exitable  nerves  of  the  mer- 
curial Frenchmen.  If,  as  our  artist  suggests 
in  the  picure,  a  Celestial  could  be  concealed 
in  each  box — it  being  made  large  enough  for 
the  purpose — the  effect  would  be  heightend 
immensely.  Last,  but  by  no  means  least,  of 
this  motley  collection  is  the  placid,  smiling, 
unobtrusive  Wasp.  He,  too,  wants  to  grace 
the  international  festival.  He  will  take 
charge  of  the  nondescripts  and  lick  them  into 
shape  while  representing  the  wealth,  intelli- 
gence, honesty,  modesty  and  enterprise  of 
the  Pacific  Coast  himself.  But  return  tickets 
are  dear.  Delinquent  subscribers  will  please 
take  notice. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.l 

The  European  Cook  Pit.— Make  Your 
Bets. 

The  birds  are  in  the  pit,  and  the  assembled 
"fancy"  of  Europe  are  anxious  spectators. 
Both  are  game  chickens,  if  we  may  judge 
from  the  length  of  their  steel  spurs  and  their 
defiant  attitude.  The  Russian  cock  has  al- 
ready vanquished  one  foe,  who  may  be  seen 
on  the  bench  in  a  pretty  dilapidated  condi- 
tion. That  Turkey  has  lost  most  of  his 
plumage  in  the  last  struggle.  He  is  the  very 
picture  of  misery,  but  his  condition  shows 
that  he  has  made  a  gallant  fight. 

Make  your  bets !  The  ball  is  about  to 
open.  Herr  Bismarck,  the  well-known  sport, 
and  an  adept  in  all  that  relates  to  the  noble 


art  of  combat,  is  master  of  ceremonies.  The 
English  rooster,  having  had  his  spurs  tipped 
with  glittering  steel,  is  ready  to  meet  his  an- 
tagonist, who  has  not  left  the  ring.  A  fresh 
bird  for  one  who  has  scarcely  had  a  breathing 
spell  since  his  late  victory !  But  the  Russian 
bird  is  game  to  the  backbone,  and  will  con- 
quer or  die.  The  head  of  his  antagonist 
bears  a  striking  resemblance  to  a  certain  B. 
Disraeli  of  England,  but  this  may  be  merely 
a  coincidence. 

The  look  of  grim  defiance  on  the  Musco- 
vite chicken  is  well  offset  by  the  bellicose 
cai-riage  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  bird.  As  they 
are  now  in  the  pit  it  seems  almost  certain 
that  they  will  come  to  blows.  The  palaver 
and  pour  paries  are  wellnigh  exhausted. 
Neither  can  well  back  out.  Herr  Bismarck, 
with  that  wise  forethought  for  which  he  has 
always  been  distinguished,  holds  another 
chicken  in  reserve,  who  it  is  expected  will  be 
a  match  for  whichever  gets  licked. 

Among  the  assembled  company,  Uncle 
Sam  regards  the  forthcoming  combat  with  a 
quiet,  not  to  say  indifferent,  smile.  Our 
worthy  uncle  is  mentally  calculating  how 
much  refreshment,  in  the  way  of  flour,  ba- 
con and  provisions  of  all  kinds,  the  contes- 
tants will  require  during  the  struggle.  So 
far,  the  conflict  has  its  interest  for  him.  The 
Spanish  Don  looks  upon  the  scene  with  much 
astonishment.  Our  Hibernian  friend  wears 
a  smile  of  deep  import.  It  is  easy  to  see  where 
his  sympathies  lie.  The  defeat  of  the  hated 
Sassenach  would  repay  him  for  seven  centu- 
ries of  oppression,  and  pave  the  way  to  the 
formation  of  an  independent  Irish  Republic. 
The  Irish  wolf-dog  bides  his  time.  MacMa- 
hon  surveys  the  scene  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  has  been  there,  so  to  speak,  and  knows 
how  these  things  should  be  managed.  The 
other  members  of  the  European  happy  fami- 
ly are  disposed  about  in  various  attitudes  of 
attention.  The  belligerents  are  ready  for 
action.     Make  your  bets ! 


The  Dupont  Street  Fire. 

The  recent  fire  on  Dupont  street  is  only  an 
exemplification  of  what  the  Wasp  has  often 
said,  viz:  that  we  have  in  the  very  midst  of 
the  city  a  collection  of  tinder  boxes  that  may 
yet  lay  the  fairest  portion  of  San  Francisco 
in  ruins.  Within  the  limits  of  a  few  blocks 
upwards  of  twenty-five  thousand  Chinese  are 
domiciled.  In  order  to  make  room  for  such 
an  enormous  population,  the  old  houses  of 
that  quarter  are  metamorphosed.  Wooden 
partitions  and  floors  are  erected  to  such  an 
extent  that  rooms  originally  intended  for  the 
accommodation  of  one  white  resident  are 
made  to  receive  from  ten  to  fifty  Chinese 
lodgers.  Of  course  this  results  in  converting 
what  before  might  have  been  an  ordinarily 
safe  house  into  an  inflammable  mass  of  lathes 
and  light  planks,  ready  in  an  instant  to  burst 
out  into  a  disastrous  eonflragration. 

The  Chinese  are  notoriously  careless  about 
fire,  and  are  completely  demoralized  when  a 
fire  breaks  out.  They  never  think  of  trying 
to  extinguish  it — their  first  effort  is  to  save 
thir  goods  and  chattels.  Were  it  not  for  our 
excellent  Fire  Department,  Chinatown  would 
have  long  since  gone  up  in  smoke,  and  prob- 


ably carried  half  of  the  city  along.  But  the 
Fire  Department  may  be  overworked.  Should 
it  happen  by  any  combination  of  circum- 
stances that  three  or  four  fires  occur  simul- 
taneously in  different  parts  of  the  city,  the 
Department  would  have  hard  work  to  master 
any  fire  that  might  occur  in  Chinatown  at  tho 
same  time,  for  the  whole  quarter  is  a  mass  of 
excellently  prepared  fuel,  and  a  conflagration 
would  spread  like  wildfire.  The  remedy  is 
obvious.  The  Board  of  Supervisors  should 
restrain  the  Chinese  from  erecting  so  many 
frail  wooden  partitions,  and  from  putting  in 
so  many  floors  in  their  houses.  If  it  be  good 
policy  to  prevent  a  citizen  from  building  a 
wooden  house  within  the  fire  limits,  it  is 
equally  good  policy  to  restrain  the  Mongol- 
ians from  filling  their  houses  with  inflammable 
material  to  the  danger  of  themselves  and  the 
city  generally.  We  are  satisfied  that  the 
Board  and  the  Fire  Commissioners  have  the 
power  to  do  this.  Whether  or  not  they  have 
the  will  remains  to  be  seen. 


The  May  Festival. 
The  May  Festival  promises  to  be  a  stupen- 
dous musical  affair.  Everything  is  progres- 
sing favorably.  We  regret  that  Miss  Annie 
Louise  Cary  cannot  come;  but  in  her  stead 
we  are  to  have  Miss  Anna  Drasdel,  of  New 
York,  a  contralto  singer  of  wonderful  power. 
She  is  regarded  by  musical  critics  as  second 
to  no  singer  in  the  United  States.  To  show 
what  they  think  of  Miss  Drasdel  East,  it  may 
be  well  to  give  an  opinion  or  two.  Madame 
Rudersdorff,  writing  to  Mr.  Bugbee,  says: 
"I  am  very  desirous  Miss  Drasdel  should  be 
heard  at  San  Francisco,  where  her  superb 
voice,  her  impassioned,  broad  style,  and  her 
musical  mastership  can  not  fail  to  produce  a 
sensation.  I  hope  you  may  be  able  to  secure 
so  valuable  an  artiste  for  your  musical  festi- 
val." And  Carl  Zerrahn  writes:  "I  repeat 
what  I  have  already  said  to  you,  that  Miss 
Drasdel  is  a  most  excellent  singer,  and 
my  advice  to  you  is  to  engage  her  at  once. 
Everybody  in  San  Francisco  will  be  perfect- 
ly satisfied,  and  no  matter  how  much  you 
may  say  in  her  favor,  she  will  be  sure  not  to 
dissappoint."  Everybody  is  on  the  qui  vive 
to  hear  this  marvelous  singer. 


The  appointment  as  policeman  of  the 
notorious  Frank  Harris,  who  was  sentenced 
to  five  years  in  the  penitentiary  for  brutal 
treatment  of  sailors  on  the  ship  Suurise  gives 
rise  to  many  misgivings  that  the  selections  of 
the  Police  Commissioners  are  made  without 
due  discrimination.  A  discharged  convict  is 
certainly  poor  police  material,  especially  such 
a  brutal  convict  as  Frank  Harris  was  proved 
to  be.  Having  their  attention  called  to  it, 
we  hope  the  Commissioners  will  declare  ex- 
convict  Harris'  place  vacant  at  their  next  meet- 
ing.    It  is  imperatively  demanded. 


The  operation  of  the  Goodwin  Bill,  of 
which  we  published  a  striking  cartoon  last 
week,  is  beginning  to  make  itself  felt.  Bur- 
glaries and  highway  robberies  are  on  the  in- 
crease. The  police  say  that  some  of  the  bur- 
glaries show  the  master  hand  of  the  San 
Quentin  graduate.  We  may  look  for  start- 
ling developments  in  criminal  matters  when 
the  eighty-two  felons  liberated  by  the  Bill 
are  at  large. 
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"Can  storied  urn  or  animated  bust — ?"  Of 
course  it  can.  Everything  busts  in  this  day 
and  generation. 

One  good  piece  of  news  has  cheered  us 
this  week.  Steve  Massett  is  in  New  Zealand. 
There  let  him  lay. 

Col.  Barnes  delicately  insinuates  that  Mr. 
Pixley  is  a  nincompoop,  and  Mr.  Pixley 
plainly  avers  that  Col.  Barnes  is  a  liar.  Both 
gentlemen  are  worthy  of  credence. 

A  rising  humorist  might  have  been  seen  at 
the  Wasp  office  one  day  this  week.  He  rose 
about  three  feet,  and  great  was  the  fall 
thereof.  He  was  troubled  with  Spring 
poems. 

What's  in  a  name  ?  Madam  Ninon  Duclos 
is  Miss  Bridget  O'Brien  and  Miss  Leona 
Dare  is  Miss  Bridget  McCarthy.  A  rose  by 
any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet,  but  it 
wouldn't  draw. 

Miss  Caero  True  has  formed  a  combination 
to  be  known  as  "Miss  Carro  True's  Pullman 
Palace  Car."  How  it  will  be  trimmed,  or 
whether  it  is  to  be  suspended  from  the 
shoulders  or  the  waist  has  not  yet  transpired. 

The  other  day  our  devil  overheard  us  talk- 
ing to  one  of  the  juniors  about  the  fall  of 
gold.  "There  aint  much  of  it  falls  in  my 
way,  anyhow,"  he  remarked,  and  jnst  escaped 
the  paste  pot  that  was  furiously  hurled  at  his 
devoted  head. 

Complaints  are  made  that  the  prospects  of 
a  general  war  have  caused  San  Francisco 
bakers  to  decrease  the  size  of  their  loaves — 
in  other  words,  they  put  too  much  shortening 
in  their  bread. 

"  'Tib  but  a  little  faded  flour, 
Bat,  0,  so  fondly  dear!" 

Every  man  is  good  for  something,  and 
managing  editors  of  daily  papers  can  discover 
personal  aptitudes  as  readily  as  any  class  of 
men.  For  instance,  when  a  member  of  the 
local  staff  is  preternaturally  lazy  and  inef- 
ficient he  is  sent  round  to  Pine  street  to  cri- 
ticize the  pictures  at  the  Art  Exhibition. 

When  Denis  goes  marching  home  again, 

Hurrah!    Hurrah! 
When  Denis  goes  marching  home  again, 

Hurrah!     Hurrah! 
'Twas  something  that  he  never  dreamt, 
To  have  his  own  foul  throttle  hemp'd; 
And  we'll  all  breathe  free 
When  Denis  goes  marching  home! 

Notwithstanding  the  gradual  increase  in 
the  police  force,  hoodlums  sometimes  refuse 
to  pay  their  five  cents  on  street  cars.  If  the 
driver  be  an  athlete,  the  hoodlum  is  prompt- 


ly ejected;  if  not,  he  remains.  Street-car 
drivers  and  conductors  should  be  bold  war- 
riors. "None  but  the  brave  deserve  the 
fare." 

There  are  at  least  340,000  bald-headed 
fools  in  the  United  States,  b}'  actual  count. 
A  New  York  photographer  has  sold  that 
number  of  pictures  of  celebrated  actresses. 
We  presume  San  Francisco  artists  have  done 
proportionately  as  well.  The  figures  are  not 
all  in  yet,  some  counties  being  notoriously 
slow  in  sending  returns. 

A  gentleman  doing  business  not  a  thousand 
miles  from  the  Safe  Deposit  building,  was  re- 
quested the  other  day  by  his  wife  to  bring 
her  home  a  yard  of  moire  antique.  In  his 
peregrinations  that  evening  after  the  lodge, 
he  suddenly  thought  of  his  errand,  and  by 
force  of  habit  stepped  into  a  saloon  to  get 
the  order  filled.  The  barkeeper  regarded 
him  with  a  stony  stare,  and  as  he  replaced 
the  glass  which  he  had  spun  toward  the  cus- 
tomer remarked :  "You  want  more  on  tick, 
do  you  ?  Not  much,  my  beauty.  Your  slate 
is  cracked,  old  fellow;  it  won't  work."  The 
stupefied  husband  bought  his  wife  ten  yards 
of  the  cloth  next  day. 

The  New  York  Star  says  that  one  hundred 
and  fifty  woman  recently  went  to  San  Fran- 
cisco and  that  they  all  got  well  married  in 
less  than  three  weeks.  The  same  paper  fur- 
ther states  that  there  are  200,000  bachelors 
in  California  who  are  anxious  to  obtain 
wives.  We  are  glad  to  hear  all  this.  It  gives 
us  faith  in  the  future  prosperity  of  the  State 
and  the  reliability  of  the  telegraph.  What 
is  needed  here  now  above  all  things  is  a  lot 
of  rich  Eastern  girls  who  will  accept  the  rough 
love  of  the  Californian — and  be  willing  to  pay 
well  for  it.  There  are  many  opportunities 
here  for  wives  who  are  able  and  willing  to 
support  their  husbands. 

Two  pictures.  He  was  slowly  walking 
home  in  the  poetic  moonlight — having  missed 
the  last  dummy  of  the  California-street  rail- 
road. His  fancy  fondly  pictured  his  lovely 
inamorata  sweetly  dreaming  of  him,  with  her 
round  white  arms  encircling  her  classic  head, 
her  bright  hair  wandering  wantonly  over  the 
pillow,  ever  and  anon  murmuring  "Edward." 
At  the  precise  moment  that  these  delightful 
thoughts  crossed  his  imaginative  mind,  An- 
gelina was  in  the  pantry  in  her  night  dress, 
just  putting  the  finishing  touches  on  an  enor- 
mous dish  of  cold  pork  and  beans.  Such 
are  the  vanities  and  deceits  of  this  wicked 
world. 

Benjamin  F.  Taylor  in  his  book,  "Between 
the  Gates,"  says,  among  other  things  that 
"boys  are  born  with  percussion  caps  on,"  and 
that  "you  can  see  mothers  of  fourteen,  and 
see  no  marvel."  Probably  these  percussion 
caps  are  what  make  the  boys  go  off  so  soon. 
As  for  mothers  of  fourteen,  we  have  in  our 
mind  a  Hibernian  lady  living  at  the  Mission, 
who  is  a  mother  of  eight  boys  and  ten  girls, 
and  hasn't  begun  to  give  up  yet.  We  ven- 
ture to  say  that  when  Mr.  Taylor  has  resided 
in  Berlin  a  year  or  so,  mothers  of  twenty- 
three  will  become  so  common  that  he  won't 
think  the  circumstance  worth  mentioning  in 
his  official  report. 


The  indictment  of  ex-Governor  Moses  in 
South  Carolina,  reminds  us  of  a  little  story, 
as  Abe  Lincoln  used  to  say:  A  weak- voiced 
preacher  in  one  of  the  Western  States  used 
get  his  clerk — a  man  of  stentorian  address, 
but  of  questionable  accuracy  in  iteration — to 
repeat  his  words  to  the  congregation.  One 
Sabbath  morning  the  clergyman  said :  "Moses 
was  an  austere  man,  and  made  atonement 
for  the  sins  of  his  people;"  and  then  the  wor- 
shippers were  horrified  to  hear  the  clerk  re- 
produce it  after  this  fashion:  "Moses  was  an 
oyster  man,  and  made  ointment  from  the  shin* 
of  his  people."  Whatever  the  ancient  Moses 
was  or  did,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  his  mo- 
dern namesake  made  a  good  deal  of  fat  out 
of  his  people  when  he  had  the  opportunity 
to  do  so.  Had  that  inaccurate  clerk  lived  in 
these  days  he  would  be  looked  upon  as  an 
oracle,  second  only  to  Mr.  Pickering. 


THE  TELEPHONE. 

EENJ.  F.  TAYLOR. 

The  world  stood  still  for  a  thousand  years, 

And  crept  for  a  thousand  more, 
This  wonderful  world  with  wingB  for  ears, 

Like  the  Messenger  god  of  yore — 
And  winged  feet  and  winged  wand, 
And  a  wing  on  its  either  hand, 

And  more  than  Mercury  wore. 

It  bridles  and  rides  a  furnace's  foal, 

With  iron  and  hammer  for  sire, 
Great  clouds  of  white  from  their  nostrils  roll, 

And  it  feeds  its  horses  fire ! 
They  are  blooded  stock,  the  engines  swift, 
Beneath  their  heels  the  distances  drift 

Like  snows  from  the  Arctic  Polel 

They  rattle  across  the  meridian  lines, 

And  down  the  parallels  play, 
They  marry  together  the  palms  and  pines, 

A  thousand  miles  in  a  day. 
The  world  has  trained  a  wonderful  wire, 
A  nerve  of  a  route  for  articulate  fire, 

And  taught  the  lightnings  to  say: 

"Dear  Mary,  be  mine!" — Car-load  of  swine"— 
"One  ton  of  cheese" — "Maria  dead" — 

"Joy!  it's  a  boy!" — "I'm  coming  to  dine" — 
"Send  soap" — "She's  married  to  Fred." 

The  humblest  of  words  like  angels  fly 

A  thousand  miles  in  the  flash  of  an  eye. 
You  hear  before  they  are  said! 

What  happened  at  10  you  know  at  9, 

And  you  away  in  the  west, 
They  distance  along  the  lightning  line 

The  sun  in  his  golden  rest. 
They  talk  to-day  in  audible  tone, 
The  telegraph  turns  the  telephone. 

And  parted  lovers  are  blest! 

Think  of  a  girl  in  a  lonely  hour, 

No  beau  in  forty  miles, 
She  sits  by  the  tube  of  talking  power, 

She  thinks  a  minute  and  smiles. 
"I'll  call  my  John,"  you  fancy  her  say, 
"He  lives  but  a  hundred  miles  away, 

And  banish  the  weary  wiles." 

Behold  them  at  the  end  of  the  lines, 
This  John  and  his  black-eyed  boon; 

His  head  and  her's  to  the  wire  incline, 
And  she  sings  him  Bonny  Doon. 

He  sighs  for  the  only  thing  amiss, 

He  has  no  voice,  but  then  he  can — kiss! 
He  might  as  well  be  in  the  moon! 

For  emptier  than  an  east  wind's  laugh 

Is  a  lover's  kiss  by  telegraph! 
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[CONCLUDED.] 

ff^HAT  is  the  King's  Hall— King  Charles 
Gustavus  of  Sweden  once  feasted  and   danced 
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here,"  the  servant  informed  me,  dropping  the 
hangings  over  the  door  again.  "There  are  no  other 
entrances  to  these  rooms,  young  gentleman — though 
there  is  no  lack  of  masked  entrances  and  secret  pas- 
sage-ways in  Dreshlott.  There  is  no  other  room 
occupied  in  this  part  of  the  building,  but  a  pull  at 
the  bell  by  your  bed  will  bring  immediate  attend- 
ance, day  or  night.     A  restful  night  to  you,  sir." 

Tired  though  I  was,  I  took  a  survey  of  the  rooms, 
and  found  that  the  first  was  a  large  apartment,  with 
two  windows  at  the  north;  the  walls  clothed  with 
antique  leather  hangings,  which  were  made  fast, 
except  where  they  covered  the  door  to  the  little  box,  or 
lodge.  High  up  on  the  walls  hung  a  number  of  large 
pictures — family  portraits — of  the  last  two  centuries, 
in  faded  gold  frames;  underneath  stood  heavy  fur- 
niture, dating  from  the  same  period.  The  second 
was  a  turret-room,  which  had  apparently  been  used 
sometimes  as  a  sleeping  or  dressing-room,  and 
sometimes  as  a  study.  A  massive,  carved  table 
was  there,  as  well  as  two  large  wardrobes,  or 
clothes-presses;  and  in  the  wall  was  a  deep  niche, 
which  looked  as  though  a  bed  might  formerly  have 
found  its  place  there.  The  only  window  of  this 
handsome  apartment  looked  to  the  east,  and  when  I 
opened  it  I  thought  I  could  recognize  parts  of  the 
garden  or  park  through  which  we  had  passed.  The 
roar  of  the  sea  fell  distinctly  on  my  ear. 

Locking  the  outer  door,  I  sought  my  bed,  which  I 
did  not  leave  till  roused  by  a  loud  knocking  at  my 
door,  late  the  next  morning.  It  was  the  servant, 
who  announced  that  he  had  come  to  serve  breakfast, 
as  the  huntsmen  and  hounds  were  ready  for  a  chase, 
and  the  day  one  of  the  finest.  My  uncle  would  re- 
ceive me  at  noon. 

When  I  was  led  to  his  room,  he  was  again  seated 
by  the  round  table,  reading.  But  there  were  three 
windows  in  the  room  now;  two  of  these  were  not 
closed,  but  hidden,  at  night,  through  an  ingenious 
arrangement  of  the  wainscoting.  I  found,  altogether, 
that  the  old  servant's  information  in  regard  to  the 
secret  inlets  and  outlets  in  Dreshlott  was  quite  cor- 
rect. A  second  displacement  of  the  wainscoting  re- 
vealed my  uncle's  bed-chamber;  and  still  another 
being  pushed  aside,  permitted  of  my  uncle's 
chair  being  rolled  through  a  massive  doorway  into  a 
little  dining-room,  from  where,  through  a  likewise 
masked  door,  one  could  pass  immediately  into  the 
library,  without  encountering  any  of  the  numberless 
steps  and  stairs  over  which  the  way  to  these  apart- 
ments led,  through  the  corridors.  In  my  uncle's 
room  I  found,  besides  the  furnace-like  heat  of  the 
night  before,  a  chandelier  with  three  wax-tapers 
burning,  all  day  long;  and  when  I  asked  the  reason 
for  this,  he  said  it  was  the  fashion  in  former  days  to 
have  a  taper  burning  in  a  gentleman's  house  all  day 
long,  by  which  to  light  the  pipe. 

"But — how  did  you  sleep,  Fritz?  The  rooms  are 
rather  exposed,  and  the  wind  blew  hard  all  night 
long;  were  you  disturbed — shall  we  change  your 
rooms  to-day?" 

"By  no  means!"  I  protested.  "I  am  delighted 
with  my  rooms." 

"You  must  inspect  the  King's  Hall,  some  day," 
my  uncle  advised  me;  "there  is  stucco  work  in  .it, 
such  as  you  seldom  see  at  the  present  day."  And 
the  subject  was  dropped. 

I  was  delighted  with  my  rooms;  there  was  an  air 
of  comfort  and  quiet  within  their  antique-looking 
walls  which  could  not  be  found  in  any  other  part  of 
the  rambling,  tumble-down  building.  The  pictures 
in  the  "leather-room"  (they  represented  only  the 
male  portion  of  my  ancestors)  interested  me  greatly, 
particularly  that  of  a  gentleman  in  a  court  costume 


of  gold-embroidered  coat  and  pale-violet  nether  gar- 
ments. Not  even  the  ridiculous  Allonge-wig  could 
entirely  mar  the  contours  of  this  fine  head  and  ex- 
pressive face;  and  when  I  spoke  of  it  enthusiastic- 
ally to  my  uncle,  he  said: 

"It  is  my  great-grandfather;  the  picture  was 
painted  in  1670 — in  Paris,  whither  he  had  gone  with 
our  embassy.  He  also  married  there— a  St.  Ange; 
you  will  find  her  picture  in  the  King's  Hall." 

The  picture  was  there — the  face  delicate  and  hand- 
some, yet  somewhnt  bold  in  its  expression.  Be- 
sides hers,  there  were  many,  many  others;  the  stucco- 
work  was  not  only  beautiful,  but  well  preserved,  and 
the  hall  itself  was  magnificent  in  size  and  appoint- 
ments, though  the  dust  and  mold  of  centuries  seemed 
to  lie  over  all.  "With  great  satisfaction  I  always  re- 
turned to  my  own  rooms,  where  I  spent  hours  look- 
ing out  of  the  different  windows.  From  the  picture- 
room  I  could  overlook  garden  and  park.  Great, 
ancient  trees  stood  close  to  the  walls,  and  in  their 
shade  the  ivy  grew  more  luxuriantly,  throwing  a 
green  mantle  over  the  crumbling  ruins.  The  garden 
had  been  laid  out  in  the  stiff,  French  style;  and 
though  it  had  run  wild  in  the  course  of  nearly  a  cen- 
tury, the  remains  of  a  fountain  were  still  in  the  midst 
of  it,  and  an  avenue  of  linden  led  from  it  directly  to 
the  ruins  of  a  pavilion — in  its  time  undoubtedly  a 
most  charming  retreat.  Immediately  back  of  it,  the 
forest-trees  grouped  themselves  more  closely,  while 
some  stood  so  near  that  when  in  foliage,  their  shadow 
must  have  concealed  door  and  wiudow  of  the  sum 
mer-house.  The  roof  had  fallen  in,  but  the  door 
facing  the  linden-avenue,  and  the  shutters  of  the 
windows,  still  remained  fast;  likewise  the  little  back 
gate  leading  into  the  forest.  From  the  turret-room 
I  could  see  another  part  of  the  garden.  The  low 
wall,  inclosing  the  garden,  was  visible  from  here,  and 
beyond  it  were  the  strand  and  the  wide,  open  sea. 

I  had  been  in  Dreshlott  a  week,  when  my  uncle 
one  evening  dismissed  me  earlier  than  usual,  because 
he  suffered  great  pain;  and  he  seemed  more  gloomy 
than  I  had  yet  known  him  to  be.  I  made  this  re- 
mark to  the  old  servant,  who,  as  usual,  lighted  me 
to  my  rooms. 

"Yes,  yes,  young  gentleman;  he's  worse  than  I've 
seen  him  for  many  a  day,  and  if  it  comes  to-night  for 

the  third  time "     He  checked  himself  in  evident 

confusion,  but  his  words  had  awakened  my  curiosity, 
and  I  asked  him : 

"What  do  you  mean,  Franz?" 

"Oh — nothing;  I  was  only  speaking  of  the  bad 
turns  my  master  has  had;  I   meant   if   they   should 

come  again " 

"But  why  don't  you  send  for  a  physician  if  he  has 
dangerous  attacks?" 

Frauz  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "He'll  never  come 
here  again;  my  master  threw  him  out  the  last  time, 
and  told  him  never  to  enter  the  place  any  more. 
And  master  has  forbidden  to  send  for  any  other." 

As  I  have  said,  it  was  earlier  than  usual  when  I 
retired  to  my  rooms,  so  I  lighted  my  pipe  and  walked 
about;  stopping  now  to  look  out  at  one  window  or 
the  other  on  the  moonlit  landscape  below,  then  in 
front  of  the  picture  representing  my  ancestor  with 
the  Allonge  wig.  I  admired  that  picture  with  all  the 
ardor  and  enthusiasm  of  youth — the  magnificent 
head,  the  nobility  of  the  face,  and  the  fresh,  untar- 
nished coloring  of  the  whole.  Considerable  time 
must  have  passed  in  this  way,  for  when  I  had  finished 
my  pipe  and  got  ready  to  open  the  casement  for  the 
admission  of  fresh  air,  I  heard  the  old  castle  clock 
strike  eleven.  I  stepped  to  the  window  in  the 
picture-room,  intending  to  throw  it  open,  when  my 
eyes  fell  on  the  figure  of  a  tall,  slender  man,  passing 
with  swift  steps  along  the  garden-walks.  I  saw  face 
and  figure  plainly,  and  seemed  to  recognize  the 
features,  though  I  could  not  for  the  world  have  said 
whose  face  it  was,  or  to  whom  it  bore  any  re- 
semblance. He  was  dressed  in  a  fashion  long  out  of 
date — wearing  a  coat  of  apparently  green  color,  dark 
nether  clothes,  and  high  boots.  In  his  hand,  on 
which  fell  a  deep  lace-cuff,  was  a  gun,  and  a  short 
sabre  hung  by  his  side. 

For  a  moment  I  gazed  in  surprise.  The  figure 
must  have  just  stepped  from  one  of  the  doors  of  the 


castle;  but  who  was  it  that  dared  to  play  such  a 
masquerade  trick  here?  The  man  continued  walk- 
ing; now,  crossing  the  shrubbery,  he  was  lost  to  sight 
a  moment,  then  he  appeared  again,  walking  taward 
the  pavilion  with  rapid  steps.  Throwing  open  the 
window,  I  called  aloud,  "Halt!  who  goes  there?" 
But  the  man's  steps  were  not  checked;  and,  as  he 
neared  the  pavilion,  I  followed  him  with  my  eyes, 
and  saw,  to  my  astonishment,  that  it  was  light  as 
day  there.  I  could  see  plainly  that  one  of  the  shut- 
ters was  thrown  open,  and  some  one  moved  quickly 
back  from  the  window  as  the  elegantly  dressed 
hunter  entered  the  door.  My  patience  was  ex- 
hausted. 

"I'll  drive  you  from  the  premises  quick  enough," 
said  I,  "and  teach  you  better  manners."  With  that 
I  turned  toward  the  turret-room,  to  get  my  gun, 
which  was  leaning  against  some  piece  of  furniture, 
close  to  the  door.  The  door,  which  I  had  left  wide 
open,  was  now  drawn  to,  though  I  did  not  observe 
this  at  first.  Pulling  it  open  with  one  hand,  I 
stretched  out  the  other  to  grasp  my  gun;  when  I 
started  bock  so  suddenly  that  I  dropped  my  pipe  to 
the  floor,  and  came  very  near  falling  beside  it. 
The  turret-room,  too,  was  light,  like  the  pavilion,  as 
with  the  light  of  day,  and  at  the  writing-table  sat  the 
courtier  in  the  gold-broidered  coat  and  Allonge  wig 
■my  ancestor — as  though  he  had  just  stepped  from 
the  frame  of  his  picture  in  the  picture-room.  He 
was  not  in  Court  costume  now,  however,  but  wore  a 
a  plain,  dark  hunting-dress.  He  was  writing;  and 
now,  without  raising  his  head,  he  lifted  his  right 
hand,  holding  the  pen,  as  though  to  ward  off  all  in- 
terruption ;  then  he  fell  to  writing  again.  I  had 
grasped  my  gun  at  the  same  moment  that  I  had 
pulled  the  door  open,  and  I  now  felt,  with  some 
satisfaction  that  it  was  still  in  my  hand.  Drawing 
back,  I  mechanically  cocked  both  triggers,  which 
called  forth  another  gesture  of  impatience  from  the 
cavalier  at  the  writing  table. 

To  the  best  of  my  knowledge,  I  was  neither  super- 
stitious nor  deficient  in  courage;  but  I  must  own  to 
a  chilly  sensation  between  my  shoulder-blades,  at 
that  particular  time,  and  a  gradual  uprising  of  every 
hair  under  my  cap.  Was  this  "the  third  time" 
Franz  had  spoken  of  ?  I  tried  to  move;  but  some- 
thing held  me  there,  my  eyes  fixed  on  the  face  of  the 
writer  at  the  tabln.  And  now  I  could  account  for 
the  familiar  look  which  the  face  of  that  other  cava- 
lier in  the  garden  had  borne;  he  resembled  this  one, 
as  though  they  were  brothers.  Suddenly,  I  heard  a 
low  knock  behind  me;  the  cavalier  started  and 
turned,  looking  past  me  as  though  I  were  empty  air. 
His  face  no  longer  bore  the  serene  expression  that 
the  picture  gave,  but  looked  grave  and  careworn. 
The  knocking  was  repeated,  and  when  I  turned  my 
head  in  the  direction  from  whence  it  came,  I  saw 
that  the  wall-hanging  by  the  window  had  parted, 
and  a  gray-headed  huntsman  entered  the  apartment, 
walking  close  by  me,  and  stopping  to  whisper  some- 
thing in  the  ear  of  the  gentlemen.  The  effect  was 
terrible.  He  sprang  up  so  violently  that  the  chair 
was  overturned,  and  every  lineament  of  his  face  was 
distorted  with  rage  for  a  moment;  then  he  pressed 
both  hands  to  his  eyes,  and  a  Becond  later  it  had 
grown  rigid  with  a  look  of  cold,  hard  determination. 
Taking  hat,  gauntlets,  and  gun  from  a  table  in  the 
background,  he  stepped  through  the  secret  passage, 
followed  by  the  huntsman. 

The  wall-hanging  fell  back  in  its  place,  the  light 
vanished  from  the  room,  and  my  two  tapers  alone 
shed  their  dim  beams  on  the  surroundings.  Once 
more  I  could  move;  I  sprang  to  the  place  where  the 
two  figures  had  disappeared,  but  the  hangings  were 
fast  to  the  wall  and  uninjured;  I  sprang  to  the  outer 
door,  then  to  the  lodge,  or  balcony,  but  both  doors 
were  locked  and  the  keys  inside.  I  turned  to  the 
window,  and  there,  in  the  garden,  close  to  the 
house,  stood  the  cavalier,  motioning  back  the  old 
huntsman  with  an  imperious  wave  of  the  hand.  Then 
he  took  nearly  the  same  road  that  the  other  cavalier 
had  followed;  and,  though  he  paused  once  or  twice, 
and  raised  his  hand  to  his  forehead,  he  continued 
steadily  till  he  reached  the  linden  avenue.  Here  I 
lost  Bight  of  him. 
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Breathlessly  I  listened,  but  heard  nothing  save  the 
beating  of  my  own  heart,  and  the  moaning  of  the 
eea  afar  off.  I  leaned  out  of  the  window,  and  saw 
that  the  shutter  on  the  pavilion  window  was  closed 
again,  and  the  building  looked  ghostly  in  its  quiet 
and  silence.  Suddenly,  a  shot  rang  through  the 
still  night,  and  a  piercing  scream  followed  it  almost 
immediately,  echoing  shrilly  through  the  air.  A 
figure,  closely  muffled,  but  unmistakably  that  of  a 
female,  darted  from  the  little  door  at  the  back  of  the 
pavilion,  and  sped  on  toward  the  forest,  where  I 
could  catch  a  glimpse  of  her,  now  and  again,  as  she 
fled  swiftly  through  the  trees.  Soon  she  was  out  of 
sight,  and  I  leaned  against  the  window  almost  ex- 
hausted, when  I  perceived  a  lady  advancing  from 
the  left,  on  a  path  that  led  directly  to  the  castle. 
She  had  the  face  of  the  Frenchwoman  my  ancestor 
had  married — the  St.  Ange,  whose  portrait  hung  in 
the  King's  Hall — and  it  was  the  veiled  figure  that 
had  fled  from  the  pavilion  to  the  forest,  a  little 
before.  She  was  not  veiled  now,  but  in  a  rich  hunt- 
ing costtune,  with  heavy  plumes  waving  from  her 
hat.  Down  the  linden  avenue  came  the  cavalier 
whom  I  had  first  seen  here;  the  gun  was  no  longer 
in  his  hand,  but  he  held  the  sabre,  which  he  quickly 
thrust  back  into  his  belt  when  he  beheld  the  lady. 
Near  the  shrubbery  they  met,  bowed  to  each  other 
ceremoniously,  and  the  lady,  after  shrinking  almost 
imperceptibly  from  his  hand,  leaned  her  arm  on  it, 
and  together  they  approached  the  castle  with  leisure- 
ly, stately  steps. 

But  there  was  something  else  to  attract  my  atten- 
tion now.  From  behind  th.3  pavilion,  out  of  the 
forest,  came  four  peasants  in  old-fashioned  dress, 
bearing  between  them  a  closely  covered  body;  but  I 
felt  that  I  knew  the  face  under  the  concealing  cloth, 
and  I  understood  the  tragedy  that  had  been  enacted 
under  my  eyes — a  domestic  tragedy  of  the  saddest 
and  darkest. 

I  started.  The  castle  clock  was  striking — close  to 
my  head,  it  seemed  to  me.  I  counted  four  strokes, 
and  then  I  heard  a  loud  knock  at  my  door.  Had  I 
sitting  here  in  my  chair  all  this  time?  The  knocking 
■was  repeated,  and  I  arose  to  open  the  door,  noting 
casually  that  my  gun  was  standing  by  me  in  the 
window  niche.  Long  before  midnight  had  ceased 
striking,  I  had  opened  the  door.  Franz  was  stand- 
ing outside,  a  candle  in  his  hand. 

'•Come  with  me,  young  gentleman — he  is  going." 
His  eyes  rested  on  me  -with  a  half  inquiring  look. 

"Was  that 'the  third  time,'  Franz?"  I  asked,  as 
we  followed  the  winding  corridors. 

"You  are  still  undressed,  young  gentleman?  Ah! 
then  you  heard  the  shot?" 

"More  than  that,  Franz;  I  saw  it  all.  But  let  us 
hasten,"  I  added,  quickening  my  steps, 

"It  is  useless,"  was  his  answer.  "He  -will  be  gone 
when  we  get  there."  There  was  neither  sorrow  nor 
concern  in  his  voice;  but  he  had  said  truly — we  came 
too  late. 

In  my  uncle's  room  was  the  usual  flood  of  light; 
the  usual  degree  of  heat;  and  he  sat  in  his  chair — 
dead — an  expression  of  sternness,  almost  hatred, 
fixed  on  his  face.  A  servant  stood  by  his  chair — he 
who  had  first  brought  me  here — and  he  said  to 
Franz:  "Just  on  the  stroke  of  twelve."  Messengers 
had  already  been  sent  for  the  physician  and  the 
counselor  of  the  family. 

I  tried  hard  to  fathom  the  mystery  of  the  night. 
Had  I  dreamed  it  all,  or  not?  In  my  room  I  found 
my  pipe  on  the  floor,  broken,  at  the  entrance  to  the 
turret-room;  and  my  gun  had  been  beside  me  in  the 
window-niche  when  Franz  called  me.  From  this 
very  reticent  person  I  could  learn  only  this;  That, 
according  to  an  old  tradition,  the  death  of  the  lord 
of  Dreshlott  was  always  foretold  by  a  funeral  train,  or 
something  like  it,  being  seen  to  approach  the  castle, 
Just  before  the  appearance  of  this  procession,  a  shot 
was  heard:  on  the  third  repetition  of  this  visit,  with 
the  stroke  of  twelve  at  midnight,  the  lord  of  Dresh- 
lott closed  his  eyes  in  death. 

I  told  the  counselor  of  my  experience,  but  he 
laughed  in  my  face. 

"I  hope  you  don't  believe  in  ghosts;  you  dreamed 
all  that  stuff.     Still,  it  is  strange  that   you    dreamed 


about  things  of  which  you  could  know  nothing.  The 
cavalier  of  your  dream — whose  portrait  hangs  in  the 
picture  room — and  the  beautiful  St.  Ange — whose 
picture  hangs  in  the  King's  Hall — lived  unhappily 
together.  From  the  papers  of  the  counselor  of  the 
family  at  that  time,  I  learn  that  on  the  very  day 
when  the  Baron  Frederick  was  murdered,  he  hod 
been  engaged  in  making  his  testament,  withdrawing 
the  right  of  inheritance  to  Mb  estates  from  his  wife, 
the  Sc.  Ange,  He  was  found  dead  in  the  forest  by 
some  peasants,  who  brought  his  corpse  here  to 
Dreshlott.  The  day  had  been  devoted  to  the  chase, 
and  there  were  those  who  did  not  scruple  to  say  that 
his  own  brother  had  shot  him.  By  the  way,"  he 
continued,  looking  past  me,  out  at  the  window,  "did 
you  never  hear  of  a  brother  of  your  father's,  just 
older  than  this  uncle  of  yours?" 

"My  father  never  spoke  of  his  family.  I  was  not 
even  aware  of  tbe  existence  of  this  brother  of  his,  till 
within  the  last  few  weeks.  But  what  of  this  older 
brother?" 

"0 — nothing.  At  least,  I  know  nothing  of  him. 
You  are  aware  that  your  uncle  and  his  family  for- 
merly lived  in  Rosenhagen?  Well,  this  older 
brother  passed  much  of  his  time  with  them  there. 
He  went  out  into  the  forest  one  day  in  September  to 
hunt,  and  never  returned.  Your  aunt  died  soon 
after;  and  when  your  uncle's  only  child  died,  too,  he 
came  to  Dreshlott  to  live.  Among  the  people  it  was 
mooted  that  the  old  tragedy  of  Dreshlott  had  been 
acted  over  at  Rosenhagen,  with  the  sole  difference 
that  here  the  lover  had  been  the  victim  instead  of  the 
husband.  I  know  nothing  of  the  truth  of  these  re- 
ports; but  it  was  certainly  odd  that  your  uncle  should 
have  left  the  pleasant,  cheerful  Rosenhagen,  to  live 
in  the  dark,  haunted  ruins  of  Dreshlott.  It  was 
almost  as  odd  as  the  singular  dread  he  had  of  being 
left  in  the  dark — a  dread  which  led  to  his  living  in  a 
blaze  of  wax-tapers,  by  day  and  by  night." 

By  some  accident,  Dreshlott  was  destroyed  by  fire, 
before  my  uncle's  body  had  fallen  to  dust,  end  I  dis- 
posed of  the  land,  and  took  up  my  abode  at  Rosen- 
hagen.— [Reprinted  from  the  Overland  Monthly. 
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EfNo  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

G.  R.  S.— Next  week. 

Lover. — Send  it  to  her  by  mail. 

Frank. — Of  course  she  wouldn't  if  you 
would. 

Jones. — Yes,  we  will  attend  to  it  as  soon 
as  possible. 

James. — Send  the  manuscript  and  we  can 
pronounce  an  opinion. 

Pensive. — We  have  Spring  poems  enough 
to  last  till  Christmas. 

Georgia. — The  weather  is  getting  too  warm 
for  metaphysics,  Geo. 

H.  S.  T. — We  have  received  your  sketch. 
It  has  been  handed  to  our  artist. 

Pi&eon.— We  have  not  yet  reached  the  cri- 
sis of  your  story.  When  we  do,  we  shall 
notify  you  of  the  event — if  we  survive  it. 


Unrequited. — Never  mind,  dear,  never 
mind.  Your  genius  will  yet  be  appreciated. 
"There's  a  land  that  is  fairer  than  this." 

K.  N. — -Ask  the  editor  of  your  local  paper. 
He  is  a  young  man,  a  sympathetic  man,  and, 
above  all,  he  has  been  there  himself,  so  to 
speak. 

Louise.— "How  should  the  marriage  ring 
be  worn  ?"  On  the  hand.  But  if  it  is  a 
good  one  it  will  not  become  very  much  worn 
for  several  years. 

L.  M.  N.  K. — O!  thou  of  many  initials, 
there  are  no  green  cucumbers  in  the  more 
humble  restaurants;  consequently  no  cucum- 
ber poetry  is  admissible  just  yet. 

Amateur. — Young  man,  we  did  not  want  a 
second  copy  of  your  letter.  It  was  doubt- 
less gratifying  to  you  to  think  that  we  did; 
and  it  may  have  seemed  very  probable  to  you 
that  when  we  referred  to  another  man,  we 
meant  you.  But  we  didn't.  We  have  re- 
ceived your  letter,  and  we  have  not  lost  it, 
we  regret  to  say.  We  have  submitted  it  to 
several  well-known  actors  and  dramatic  cri- 
tics, but  their  verdict  was  "let  him  R.  I.  P." 


Russian  Barbarity. 

The  Alia  of  April  18th,  published  the  fol- 
lowing article : 

"Four  Polish  doctors  were  hanged  by  the 
Russians  at  Sophia.  The  Turks  left  the  town 
on  the  approach  of  the  Russians  in"  such  haste 
that  they  had  no  time  to  remove  their  woun- 
ded; these  remained  in  the  military  hospitals 
under  the  care  of  five  doctors,  who  trusted 
in  the  Geneva  Convention  to  protect  them. 
All  the  doctors  referred  to  were  Poles,  but 
four  of  them  were  Austrian  subjects,  and  none 
of  them  had  taken  up  arms  against  Russia. 
They  formed  part  of  the  sanitary  department 
of  the  Turkish  regular  army,  and  had  been 
permitted  to  serve  in  it  by  their  respective 
Governments.  Three  of  them,  doctors  of 
Cracow  University,  were  at  once  thrown  into 
prison.  The  fourth,  Dr.  Gebhardt,  was  sup- 
posed from  his  name  to  be  a  German,  and 
he  was  employed  for  a  few  days  as  surgeon 
to  the  Russian  wounded;  but  soon  after  they 
discovered  that  he  also  was  a  Pole,  and  he 
was  accordingly  sent  into  prison  with  his 
comrades.  In  vain  did  he  prove  that  he  was 
an  Austrian  subject,  that  his  elder  brother 
was  Secretary  to  the  Supreme  Court  of  Jus- 
tice at  Venice,  and  that  he  could  not  have 
taken  part  in  the  Polish  insurection  of  1863, 
as  he  was  then  only  13  years  old.  He  and  his 
three  .colleagues  were  taken  to  a  public 
square  in  Sophia  and  there  hanged.  The 
fifth  doctor,  Mr.  Czerwinski,  fortunately  pos- 
sessed an  English  passport,  and  this  saved 
his  life,  the  British  Consul  having  interfered 
energetically  on  his  behalf.  Dr.  Czerwinski 
was  present  at  the  execution,  and  brought 
•the  terrible  news  to  Dr.  Gebhardt's  brother 
at  Vienna. 

We  are  of  the  opinion  that  much  of  this 
misrepresentation  of  the  Russian  character 
that  has  been  going  the  rounds  of  the  Press 
may  be  attributed  to  Polish  residents  in  this 
country.  The  Poles  are  blind  enemies  of 
their  own  race  (the  Slavonic),  and  are  only 
too  glad  to  take,  or  make,  an  opportunity  of 
maligning  Russian  policy.  Count  Auersperg, 
the  Austrian  Minister  of  the  Interior,  and  a 
firm  friend  of  the  Poles,  has  effectually 
answered  the  above  barbarous  accusation, 
and  proved  it  to  be  entirely  groundless  and 
malicious. 


The  Very  Freshest  American  Bomor 

Life    is    short,   but  a  man  to  enjoy  life 
musn't  be  short. 

Meissoinier  never  painted  a  woman.  Prob- 
ably because  women  paint  themselves. 

In   some   of   our  restaurants  the   waiters 
don't  wait  half  so  much  as  the  customers. 

"Frozen  brandy  peaches"   are   the  latest 
Chicago  novelty.       Hurrah  for  freeze-peach. 

Gratz  Brown  has  signed  the  pledge.      He 
knows  which  side  his  water  melon  is  buttered 


Dr.  Talmadge  says  his  nine  trustees  were 
like  so  many  aching  teeth.  That's  why  they 
wanted  to  get  away  from  his  jaw. 

Speaking  of  the  ''good  old  tunes,"  there's 
a  spittoon  in  the  Recorder's  Office  at  Read- 
ing, Pa.,  that's  been  in  use  ever  since  1840. 

A  Chicago  man  who  has  just  been  mal- 
treated in  a  fight  is  named  Tomas  Rooth. 
We  suppose  that  T.  Rooth  crushed  to  earth 
will  rise  again. 

The  young  man  who  married  the  charm- 
ing girl  with  ruby  lips  and  a  complexion  of 
alabaster,  says  he  finds  her  more  than  his 
fancy  painted  her. 

It  is  estimated  that  there  is  only  about  one 
lecturer  to  every  three  tramps  in  the  great 
republic.  Something  must  be  done  to  thin 
out  the  lecturers. 

Edison  says  the  price  of  the  phonograph  is 
to  be  fixed  at  $100  a  machine.  This  indicates 
that  Mr.  Edison  doesn't  mean  it  when  he 
says  they  may  be  made  useful  to  newspapers. 

The  Courier- Journal  states  that  England 
will  send  for  Howe  to  stir  up  the  troops. 
Alluding  to  the  mounted  forces,  we  presume, 
as  the  cavalry  is  the  only  branch  that  needs 
stir-rups. 

Jennie  June  says  a  fashionable  bonnet  can 
be  had  for  a  dollar  and  a  half.  And  so  it 
can.  It  is  from  six  to  twenty  dollars  worth 
of  trimming  that  strikes  the  pocket-book  in  a 
sore  spot. 

Somebody  estimated  that  every  man  who 
lives  to  be  sixty  years  old  has  spent  seven 
months  buttoning  his  shirt  collar.  Thirty 
years  more  ought  to  be  added  for  hunting  up 
the  collar  button. 

Bayard  Taylor  says  he  "always  writes  best 
on  an  empty  stomach."  As  the  matter  now 
stands  the  world  need  not  expect  any  good 
things  from  his  pen  at  present,  however  full 
of  them  he  may  be. 

"Money  is  so  plenty  in  St.  Louis,"  says 
the  Journal  of  that  city,  "that  young  men 
are  wearing  pantaloons  with  checks  on  them." 
And  when  money  is  scarcer  probably  there 
■will  be  drafts  through  them. 

A  Florida  negro  mistook  a  mule  for  a 
ghost  and  poked  it  with  a  stick.    The  verdict 


recited  that  he  came  to  his  death  by  using 
too  short  a  stick  in  probing  the  unknowable 
for  evidences  of  a  future  existence. 

Donn  Piatt  alleges  that  he  was  in  the  army 
and  drew  a  salary  for  a  number  of  years,  but 
he  shamelessly  confesses  that  he  didn't  kill 
anybody.  We  would  like  to  know  how  he 
justifies  himself  for  thus  obtaining  money 
under  false  pretences. 

Max  Strakosch  says  that  prime  donne  do 
not  sing  well  when  they  think  they  are  not 
well  dressed.  It  is  different  with  the  singers 
in  burlesque  opera.  They  do  not  sing  well 
unless  they  think  they  are  well  undressed 
— and  not  then,  sometimes. 

An  editor  narrowly  escaped  having  his 
pocket  picked  of  $10,000  in  a  crowd  in  Phi- 
ladelphia, last  week.  The  thief  got  off  with 
his  wallet,  but  fortunately  it  only  contained 
sixteen  cents  and  a  recipe  for  making  paste 
that  will  keep  six  months  without  souring. 

It  may  be  true  that  at  this  particular  sea- 
son of  the  year,  the  young  man's  fancy  light- 
ly turns  to  thoughts  of  love,  but  our  more 
observant  nature  is  impressed  by  the  fact 
that  the  average  woman's  soul  is  filled  with 
an  all  absorbing  and  irresistible  longing  to 
boil  soap. 

A  bright  six-year-old  returned  from  the 
barber  shop  the  other  day  with  his  head  pre- 
senting the  appearance  of  having  been  mani- 
pulated with  a  horse-clipping  machine. 
Placing  his  hand  on  his  head  he  quaintly  ob- 
served: "Say,  pop,  don't  you  think  the  bar- 
ber cut  my  hair  too  deep  ?" 

"A  young  man  in  Cumberland  county  had 
his  nose  broken  while  attempting  to  catch  a 
young  lady  at  a  party."  A  great  many  young 
men  have  had  a  "nose  put  out  of  joint"  in 
trying  to  catch  a  young  lady.  And  this,  per- 
haps, is  not  so  bad  as  to  succeed  in  catching 
her,  and  have  his  head  nearly  broken  after- 
wards. 

It  was  the  fault  of  the  compositor.  The 
editor  headed  a  report  of  the  wedding 
"Another  Happy  Pair,"  and  the  printer 
made  it  read  "Another  Sappy  Pair,"  and  the 
bridegroom  is  mad  about  it.  He  stopped  his 
paper  and  withdrew  his  advertisement — and 
yet  some  persons  think  the  printer  was  more 
nearly  correct  than  the  editor. 

Yesterday  a  man  on  the  Quincy  train  did 
a  foolish,  reckless  thing.  It  went  to  show 
how  this  wild,  reckless  American  spirit  of 
speculation  and  gambling  will  drag  men  into 
the  most  disastrous  situations  and  lead 
them  to  risk  everything  upon  a  single  turn 
of  the  dice.  He  bet  a  cigar  that  in  case  of 
war  between  the  two  countries,  Russia  would 
lick  England  out  of  her  boots. 

The  Kissograph,  a  new  invention,  will  en- 
able lovers  to  sit  ten  feet  apart  and  stealthily 
indulge  in  osculatory  exercises  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  old  folks.  This  is  a  great  desi- 
deratum, certainly,  but  unless  each  end  of 
the  instrument  is  sweetened  with  some  sub- 
stance forty  degrees  sweeter  than  the  best  re- 
fined sugar  in  the  market,  the  kisses  will  not 
taste  as  good  as  if  the  old  folks  were  in  bed 
or  dozing  in  the  kitchen.  Fathers  and 
mothers  should  cut  this  out  and  paste  it  in 
their  hats. 


Josh  Billings  on  Beer. 

I  hav  finally  cum  to  the  conclusion  that 
lager  beer  as  a  beverage  is  not  intoxicating. 

I  have  been  told  by  a  German  who  said  he 
had  drunk  it  all  nite  long,  just  to  try  the  ex- 
periment, and  was  obliged  to  go  home  en- 
tirely sober  in  the  morning.      I  have  seen 


this  same  man  drink  eighteen  glasses,  and  if 
he  was  drunk  it  was  in  German  and  nobody 
could  understand  it. 

It  is  proper  enuff  to  state  that  this  man 
kept  a  lager  beer  saloon,  could  have  no  ob- 
ject in  stating  what  was  not  strictly  thus. 

I  believe  him  to  the  full  extent  of  my  abil- 
ity. I  never  drank  but  three  glasses  of  lager 
in  my  life;  and  that  made  my  head  outwist 
as  tho  it  was  hung  on  the  end  of  a  string, 
but  I  was  told  that  it  was  owing  to  my  bile 
being  out  of  place;  and  I  guess  it  was  so,  for 
I  never  biled  over  wus  than  I  did  when  I  got 
horn  that  nite.  My  wife  thot  I  was  goin'  to 
die,  and  I  was  afraid  that  I  shouldn't,  for  it 
seemed  as  tho  everything  I  had  ever  eaten  in 
my  life  was  coming  to  the  surface;  and  I  be- 
lieve that  if  my  wife  hadn't  pulled  off  my 
boots  just  as  she  did,  they  would  hav  cum 
thunderin'  up  too. 

O,  how  sick  I  was!  Fourteen  years  ago, 
and  I  can  taste  it  now. 

I  never  had  so  much  experience  in  so  short 
a  time. 

If  any  man  shud  tell  me  that  lager  beer 
was  not  intoxicating,  I  shud  believe  him;  but 
if  he  should  tell  me  that  I  wasn't  drunk  that 
nite  but  that  my  stummick  was  out  of  order, 
I  shud  ask  him  to  state  over  a  few  words  just 
how  a  man  felt  and  acted  when  he  was  set 
up. 

If  I  warn't  drunk  that  nite,  I  had  some  ov 
the  most  natural  simtums  that  a  man  ever 
had  and  kept  sober. 

In  the  first  place  it  was  about  eighty  rods 
from  where  I  drank  the  lager  beer  to  mi 
house,  and  I  was  just  over  two  hours  on  the 
road,  and  a  hole  busted  through  each  one  of 
my  pantaloon  neez,  and  didn't  have  any  hat, 
and  tried  to  open  the  door  by  the  bell-pull 
and  hiceuped  awfully  and  saw  everything  in 
the  room  trying  to  get  round  on  the  back 
side  of  me,  and,  sitting  down  on  a  chair,  I 
did  not  wait  long  enough  for  it  to  get  exactly 
under  me  when  I  wuz  going  round,  and  I  set 
down  a  little  too  soon  and  missed  the  chair 
about  twelve  inches,  and  couldn't  up  soon 
enough  to  take  the  next  one  that  come  along; 
and  that  aint  awl  my  wife  sed  I  wuz  as  drunk 
as  a  beest,  and,  az  I  sed  before,  I  began  to 
spin  up  things  freely. 

If  lager  beer  is  not  intoxicating  it  used  me 
most  almighty  mean,  that  I  know. 

Still  I  hardly  think  that  lager  beer  is  in- 
toxicating, for  I  have  been  told  so;  and  I  am 
probably  the  only  man  living  who  ever  drunk 
eny  when  his  liver  was  not  plumb. 

I  don't  want  to  say  anything  against  a 
harmlers  temperance  beverage,  but  if  ever  I 
drink  eny  more,  it  will  be  with  my  hands 
tied  behind  and  mi  mouth  priedr'open. 

I  don't  think  lager  beer  is  intoxicating, 
but  if  I  remember  rite,  I  think  it  tasted  to 
me  like  a  glass  of  soap  suds  that  a  pickle  had 
been  put  tew  soak  in. 

Madame  Christine  Nilsson's  success  during 
her  recent  tour  in  Rnssia  has  been  extraor- 
dinary. She  has  never  before  been  received 
with  such  an  enthusiasm  in  that  country, 
and  the  presents  made  to  her  have  been  of 
enormous  value.  Among  others  were  a"  su- 
perb silver  service,  necklaces,  brooches, 
bracelets,  etc.,  from  the  Emperor  and  Em- 
press, literally  blazing  with  diamonds,  rubies, 
sapphires,  emeralds,  and  other  precious 
stones. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 
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The  departure  of  Captain  Lees  for  Paris 
would  appear  to  indicate  that  Duncan's  trial 
is  far  in  the  dreamy  future.  By  the  way, 
people  are  beginning  to  forget  the  genial 
deacon.  The  dailies  have  nothing  to  say 
about  him.     Keep  his  memory  green,   boys! 

That  fire  in  the  old  Mansion  House  on  Du- 
pont  street  should  be  a  warning  to  the  Fire 
Commissioners.  We  say  should  be,  because 
it  is  not  beyond  the  limits  of  probability  that 
another  wooden  tinderbox  will  be  erected  on 
the  ruins.  The  Board  of  Supervisors  ia  ex- 
tremely liberal  in  giving  permits  for  building 
wooden  houses  within  the  fire  limits. 

A  great  to  do  is  being  made  about  politi- 
cal representation  in  the  Constitutional  Con- 
vention. This  is  sheer  nonsense,  and  made 
for  an  object.  We  don't  care  whether  the 
Bepublicans,  or  Democrats,  or  Workingmen 
elect  one  candidate.  We  want  to  see  the 
people  fairly  represented.  We  want  no  party 
Constitution — we  demand  a  popular  one. 
Good  men  are  needed.  Figs  do  not  grow  on 
brambles,  and  corrupt  men  .cannot  make  a 
good  Constitution. 

Economy  is  the  road  to  wealth.  The  Board 
of  Registration  Commissioners  awarded  a 
contract  on  Tuesday  for  200  ballot  boxes  at 
$5.75  each,  or  $1,150  in  all.  A  competent 
mechanic,  who  has  seen  the  sample,  informed 
a  Wasp  representative  that  he  would  be  will- 
ing to  make  just  as  good  an  article  at  a  dol- 
lar each,  and  then  he  would  make  good 
wages.  This  is  a  small  matter,  but  it  shows 
how  the  wind  blows.  That  Registration  of- 
fice will  bear  close  watching. 

At  the  last  meeting  of  the  "Our  Boys  Yacht 
Club,"  it  was  unanimously  decided  to  change 
the  name  of  the  club  to  the  "Idle wild  Yacht 
Club,"  with  the  following  officers:  President, 
W.  D.  Noyes;  Vice-President,  Wm.  Risten- 
part;  Treasurer,  Ch.  A.  Hug;  Steward,  M. 
Goldstein;  Secretary,  G.  P.  Vance.  The 
club  will  give  their  next  excursion  on  Sun- 
day, May  13th,  starting  precisely  at  9.30  A. 
M.  from  Front  Srreet  Wharf  in  the  Yacht 
Azalene. 

Rev.  Dr.  Kalloch  recently  preached  a  ser- 
mon in  defence  of  Beecher's  little  irregulari- 
ties. His  argument  is  that  the  common  herd 
should  not  meddle  with  the  Lord's  annointed. 
It  is  an  open  secret  that  Dr.  K.  had  some 
little  troubles  of  his  own,   not   a  thousand 


miles  from  Springfield,  Mass;  and  it  is  scarce- 
ly to  be  wondered  at  that  he  should  seek  to 
exculpate  the  reverend  roue  of  Plymouth. 
Perhaps  Beecher  will  return  the  compliment 
some  of  these  days.  "A  fellow  feeling  makes 
us  wond'rous  kind." 

The  Board  of  Supervisors  has  put  off  the 
consideration  of  Police  increase  for  one  week. 
Under  the  law  one  hundred  and  fifty  more 
may  be  appointed  as  soon  as  wanted. 
We  would  respectfully  urge  on  the  Honor- 
able but  dilatory  City  Fathers  that  the  full 
force  of  400  men  is  needed  at  once.  What 
with  hoodlums  and  foodpads,  our  streets  af- 
ter nightfall  are  a  disgrace  to  civilization. 
The  taxpayers  are  willing  to  pay  for  an  effi 
cient  police  force,  and  it  is  the  duty  of  the 
Supervisors  to  furnish  it  without  unnecessary 
delay. 

The  first  power  to  recognize  the  Irish  Re- 
public is  Russia.  On  Sunday  last,  as  the 
steamer  bearing  the  Knights  of  the  Red 
Branch  was  passing,  the  Russian  corvette 
dipped  the  Russian  flag,  and  saluted  the 
Irish  ensign  with  twenty-one  guns.  The  Hi- 
bernians were  frantic  with  joy  at  the  unex- 
pected courtesy,  and  the  affair  is  looked  upon 
as  very  significant.  It  is  hinted  that,  in  the 
event  of  war,  Russia  will  make  a  descent  on 
British  Columbia,  and  that  she  expects  to  re- 
cruit all  the  men  she  needs  among  the  Irish 
of  San  Francisco. 

We  are  overwhelmed  with  requests  to 
print  an  infallible  recipe  for  determining 
whether  or  not  an  egg  is  good.  All  the  East- 
ern papers  are  full  of  formulas  that  will  suit 
Eastern  eggs,  and  now  the  Wasp  is  looked  to 
for  one  that  will  work  with  native  henfruit. 
Our  advice  is  to  cook  the  egg  according  to 
taste,  and  then  eat  it  with  the  usual  condi- 
ments. If  it  be  good  you  will  relish  it;  if  it 
be  bad  the  fact  will  soon  dawn  upon  you. 
This  method  is  simple  and  satisfying.  We 
flatter  ourselves  that  the  Scientific  American, 
itself,  could  not  improve  upon  it. 

The  arch  agitator,  who  a  little  while  ago, 
was  talking  with  the  sang  froid  of  a  sans 
culolle  of  hanging  people  to  lamp  posts,  sur- 
rounding the  capitol  with  bayonets,  march- 
ing at  the  head  of  his  legions  to  the  Mail 
Dock  and  scuttling  the  China  steamers,  burn- 
ing the  city,  and  wreaking  his  dread  venge- 
ance on  "daylight  robbers"  and  "hell-bound 
villains"  in  general,  has  proved  himself 
to  be  a  chicken-hearted  poltroon.  Time 
and  again  he  has  boasted  to  admiring  au- 
diences that  he  was  afraid  of  neither  man, 
woman,  nor  child.  Afraid!  Oh!  no.  He 
defied  everyone  and  everything;  his  contempt 
of  danger  was  something  sublime.  And  this 
is  the  man  that  stood  up  the  other  day  and 
allowed  himself  to  be  called  a  liar,  thief,  va- 
gabond and  every  other  term  of  opprobrium 
that  could  suggest  itself  to  his  disgusted  col- 
leagues! The  epithets  that  were  applied  to 
him,  the  threats  that  were  made  to  him,  the 
ominous  shaking  of  the  fist  under  his  very 
nose  would  have  roused  the  spirit  of  his 
manhood — if  he  had  any.  Heaven  save  the 
mark!  but  this  is  a  nice  Napoleon.  He  was 
given  credit  for  personal  courage  at  least. 
He  has  shown  that  he  is  a  coward,  and  so  his 
influence  passes  away.      "Out  brief  candle!" 


GRAND   OPERA   HOUSE. 

"Conrad,  the  Corsair"  has  been  played  to 
good  business  through  the  week.  The  music 
is  good,  and  the  new  scenery  by  Strauss  is 
attractive  and  appropriate.  A  special  feature 
of  the  performance  is  Sol  Smith  Russell  in 
his  amusing  specialties.  Knight  is  intensely 
funny  in  his  German  character  sketches,  and 
Miss  Lewis  fully  sustains  her  reputation  as  a 
burlesque  actress  of  a  high  order.  The  "He- 
male  Ballet '  led  by  Russell  and  Knight  is 
one  of  the  most  laughable  performances  that 
can  well  be  imagined.  Only  "Conrad,  the 
Corsair"  matinee  to-day  (Saturday). 

CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

A  slim  attendance  greeted  Miss  Dargon  on 
Monday  evening  in  her  great  impersonation 
of  "Meg  Merriles."  There  are  those  who 
think  Miss  Dargon  equal  to  Charlotte  Cush- 
man  in  that  character.  Miss  Dargon  is  strong, 
passionate,  and  natural  in  her  acting.  Un- 
fortunately she  is  not  appreciated  here.  It 
is  not  her  fault. 

Baldwin's. 

We  expected  that  the  Troubadors  would 
have  inserted  some  new  business  in  their 
"Patchwork"  after  their  trip  to  Australia. 
We  were  disappointed,  and  may  hint  to  Mr. 
Saulsburg  that  the  piece  is  too  stale  to  keep 
long  in  this  climate. 

BUSH  STREET  THEATRE. 

Haverly's  Minstrels  are  playing  to  fair 
houses. 

woodward's  gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plant.es  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

Ellie  Wilton  has  been  serenaded  by  the 
California  Theatre  orchestra — surprised,  in 
fact,  as  per  arrangement. 

"Diplomacy,"  which  Mr.  Cazauran  failed 
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to  get  for  Baldwin's,  will  be  produced  at  the 
California  in  July  by  H.  J.  Montague  aud  a 
company  from  New  York.  It  is  said  to  be 
an  extremely  well-wrought  piece,  and  it  is 
considered  a  good  stroke  of  diplomacy  in 
Mr.  Hill  to  secure  it. 

The  sale  of  tickets  for  the  May  FestiYal 
has  proved  successful  beyond  the  most  sang- 
uine expectations  of  the  management.  The 
chorus  rehearsals  that  have  been  had  have 
been  well  rendered  and  there  is  every  reason 
to  believe  that  the  jubilee  will  exceed  in 
every  way  anything  of  the  kind  ever  attemp- 
ted on  this  side  of  the  continent.  The  pro- 
ceeds, we  believe,  will  be  employed  in  the 
purchase  of  a  colossal  organ. 

"What  the  aesthetic  theatre-goers  of  San 
Francisco  want  is  something  light  and  lively 
— "Goody  Two  Shoes,"  "Puss  in  Boots," 
"The  Black  Crook,"  or  some  such  highly 
wrought  and  instructive  drama.  Such  second 
rate  artists  as  Thome,  Bangs,  Dargon, 
Owens,  etc.,  are  not  to  be  mentioned  in  the 
same  breath  with  Viola  Clifton,  Adah  Bich- 
niond,  Soldene,  Lydia  Thompson  and  other 
short-skirted  proficients  in  the  histrionic  art 
— at  least  not  in  the  presence  of  our  local 
dramatic  connoiseurs.  All#the  culchaw  is  in 
Oakland,  and  they  have  no  theatre  there. 

SPECIAL  NOTICES: 

— Eecipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

—Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.     Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

• — In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Beal  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 


fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Somes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Bevenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 
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The  best  quality  of  stall-fed  Meats  always  on  hand 
at  the  LOWEST  MARKET  BATES, 

5  &  6  California  Market, 

SAN    FRANCISCO. 
Goods  delivered  free  of  charge  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 


NOTICE. 


All    persons    are    warned  against  paying 
money  for  subscription  to 

James  Marborough 

for  the  Illustrated  Wasp.  He  is  not  our 
agent,  and  his  authority  for  receiving  sub- 
scriptions ceases  from  this  date,  April  27th, 
1878.  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 


1?©    EsIS^F. 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOKBEL  &  BROS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOKBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


FOR   SAliE, 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KOKBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOKBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Kosa. 


0.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN. 


JAS.  E.  KELLY. 


SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 


3P- 

Priie  Boot  Itkn 

OF  THE  PACIFIC!  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.  For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.  The 
elastic  is  so  placed  back  of 
the  ankle  as  to  protect  it 
from  wear  and  it 
does  not  bind 
around  the  ankle 
like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


(&C    4-r\   *J*Of^  Per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  $5  free. 


Address  Stissom  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


JOHN"  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 


409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Keview,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallbtt  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


5^  BUSINESS 

COLLEGE, 
24  Tost  Street, 

Naar  Kearny 
San  Franciico,  Cat, 

Opposite  Mechanics'  Institute. 

Imparts  a  thorough  and  practical  Education  in  all 
Commercial  and  English  Branches,  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Drawing  and  Telegraphy.  For  information 
call  at  College,  or  address, 

jan5-tf  E,  P.  HEALD,  San  Francisco. 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jb. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


ft  f\T  T\  Any  worker  can  make  $12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
VJvLll/  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &.  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


MAY  28th,  29th  and  30th,  at  2.30  P.  M. 

AT 

MECHANICS'    PAVILION 


FOR 


F:n?©e  laabrapy,  ©s?  Colossal  Organ! 

©ieimi  of  lf#§§  W®1  #©i 1 

Immense  Orchestra ! 

Electricity !    Artillery  !    Telephones  !    and 
Other  ISTovelties ! 


M.  W.  WHITNEY,  Boston, 

The  Greatest  Living  Basso. 
Mrs.  HELEN  AMES  BILLINGS,  St.  Louis 
The  Celebrated  Oratorio  Soprano. 


MISS  ABBIE  CLARKE,  Boston, 

The  Popular  Contralto. 
MR.  W.  H.  FESSENDEN,  Boston, 

The  Renowned  Tenor. 


CONDUCTORS: 
CARL  ZERRAHN,  the  famous  Director  of  the  Boston  Jubilees, 

JOHN  P.  MORGAN  and  R.  HEROLD,  San  Francisco. 


S<£"Sale  of  Season  Tickets  opens  at  Sherman,  Hyde  &  Co's  April  29th.      Price   for  the 
Season  of  Three  Days,  $5.00. 

CHAS.  SCHUTZ,  Ticket  Agent. 


Grand   Opera  House. 

Mission  Street,  between  Third  and  Fourth  Streets. 


M.  A.  Kennedy, 


Acting  Manager. 


Coarad.  the  Corsair, 


BUSH  STREET  TJIEATRE. 


fiawtlj^s  Minstrels 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and   Sunday,    May  4th 
and  5th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


CALIFORNIA  THEATRE. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 

THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -  -    $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

E^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal  Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


$5.00 
$20.00 


PANTS  to  Order 
SUITS  from    -    - 

— THE — 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYEES 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 

W„    SCHEHR. 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing.  jan26-3mos 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FEANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dibeotoe. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


Hl:B,E;RMIA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


President 

Vice-President  . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.CD.  0' SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 


M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'SuIlivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,     Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Treasurer EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  jf  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  S2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    SUNDAY,  APRIL  7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3f\f\  P.  M.    Daily,   [Sundays 
.\J\J  Donahue,"  " 


excepted]  Steamer  "James  M, 
[from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyservilie  for'  Skagg"s 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  and  for  Mendocino 
City  and  the  Geysers. 

(^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  ollowing  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


Donahue"  connecting  at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 

lta.Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 
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SCOE,LAT'S 

AQUARI 


augll-3mos 


All  Sickness  and  Disease  of  whatever  name  or  nature 
Cured  wlthont  Medicine. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer,  No. 
216  Stockton  street,  cures  without  medicine,  by  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  baffie 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

g^T  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  216  Stockton  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

feb23-lm 


DR.  SALFIELD'S 

EEJUVENATOR. 

The  great  remedy  for  weakness  peculiar  to  men; 
cures  nervous  and  physical  debility  and  restores  ex- 
hausted vitality  to  strength  of  manhood  and  vigor  of 
youth  in  from  four  to  six  wekks  with  unfailing  cer- 
tainty; sure  cure  for  kidney,  urinary  and  bladder 
complaints;  price  $2.50  per  bottle,  or  five  bottles  in 
case  for  §10;  sent  everywhere  secure  from  observa- 
tion; communications  strictly  confidential;  consulta- 
tion by  letter  or  in  person  free.  Call  on  or  address 
DP.  SALFIKLD,  34  Kearny  street,  San  Francisco. 
Oflice  hours,  9  till  3  and  6  till  8  P.  M. 

mar2-tf 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


,1»JS 
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P 
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AfOETHlQ  &c  TURK. 

PROPRIETORS  . 
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G.    BAYREUTHER, 

— PRACTICE 


■a  a 

Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 

STOVES,  RANCFS,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRON  WARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 
SMOKY   CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

NO.    226    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
aprfi-Gnios 


D  O  A,  3M'  E;    <Sc    O  O. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters^ 

Stall  Xo.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  ient  C.  0.  D. 


£1.  HICKS  <3te  0@.„ 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANT 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 

Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  b} 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL  &   GERARD,   from  Paris 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth,  Parlors  2  and  3,  u] 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BXJRIsrS, 

Agent  for 

The  Illustrated  Wti[ 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth  Street,   between   J  and   K 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 
A.  SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
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SATURDAY,  MAY  11,  1878. 

Hon.  J.  K.  Ltjtteell  will  please  accept  our 
thanks  for  valuable  Government  Reports  and 
documents  sent  to  this  office. 


The  Twentieth  Annual  May  Festival  of  the 
German  General  Benevolent  Society,  will  be 
held  at  Woodward's  Gardens  on  Sunday  and 
Monday,  May  12  and  13.  The  programme 
of  exercises  include  on  Sunday  a  grand  con- 
cert by  Wetterman's  Band,  with  a  special 
performance  by  Woodward's  Garden'stroupe, 
also,  dancing  in  the  Pavilion  until  midnight. 
On  Monday  another  concert  will  be  given, 
and  races  and  games  will  be  provided  for  the 
young  folks.  Dancing  will  proceed  in  the 
Pavilion  until  next  morning.  On  Tuesday 
the  grand  drawing  for  prizes  will  be  held  at 
the  Pavilion.  The  general  admission  to  the 
Gardens  will  be  twenty-five  cents  for  adults 
and  ten  cents  for  children.  Badges  securing 
admission  to  the  Pavilion,  fifty  cents  for  gen- 
tlemen; ladies,  free.  These  badges  will  be 
good  at  any  time  during  the  Festival.  The 
exercises  on  Monday  are  of  such  an  attractive 
character  that  a  large  attendance  is  expected. 
The  proceeds  of  the  Festival  will  go  to  the 
benefit  of  the  New  German  Hospital.  The 
object  is  eminently  charitable  and  praise- 
worthy, and  we  hope  to  see  the  entertain- 
ment well  supported  by  all  classes  of  citi- 
zens. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration."] 

"The  Chinese  Must  Go." 

As  a  shibboleth  the  above  expression  is 
very  alluring.  Probably  there  are'  not  a 
thousand  people  in  California,  outside  of  the 
Chinese  themselves,  who  do  not  wish  to  see 
the  last  pigtail  sail  west  through  the  Golden 
Gate.  When  labor  was  scarce  in  California 
there  might  have  been  a  shade  of  necessity 
for  the  employment  of  the  Chinese;  but  now, 
when  thousands  of  men  and  women  are 
out  of  work,  there  is  no  good  reason  why  the 
Celestials  should  be  retained.  There  is  no 
use  in  continually  telling  the  people  to  go  to 
work  and  earn  their  living;  no  good  purpose 
is  subserved  by  branding  all  the  idle  as 
tramps  and  vagabonds;  the  witlings  of  the 
Press,  who  aim  their  fat-witted  jokes  at  the 
friendless,  idle  workingmen,  must  find  their 
sickly  humor  fall  flat  when  they  are  con- 
fronted with  the  indisputable  fact  that  there 
is  not  employment  for  much  more  than  the 
half  of  our  industrial  population.  It  is  well 
to  understand  these  things  before  proceeding 
to  make  the  laboring  man  the  butt  for  gen- 
eral ridicule.  Under  the  present  organiza- 
of  society,  it  is  reasonably  certain  that  there 
will  be  idle  men  and  women.  It  cannot  be 
otherwise.  No  matter  how  enterprising  and 
industrious  a  man  may  be,  he  will  occasion- 
ally be  unable  to  procure  employment.  The 
presence  of  the  Chinese  in  California  inten- 
sifies the  distress  of  our  industrial  popula- 
tion. Every  Chinaman  who  is  employed, 
practically  makes  one  tramp  or  loafer.  The 
poor  man  is  driven  to  the  wall  by  the  unna- 
tural competition  of  the  cheap  Mongolians. 
The  rich  are  daily  getting  richer — the  poor 
are  getting  poorer,  The  bone  and  sinew  of 
the  land  is  being  quietly  crushed  out  of  ex- 
istence in  California.  Our  government  is 
theoretically  founded  on  the  popular  will, 
but  the  tendency  to-day  is  to  destroy  the  po- 
pulace.and  create  two  distinct  classes — mas- 
ters and  serfs.  Unless  this  tendency  be 
checked,  there  is  a  gloomy  future  for  this 
commonwealth. 

Princes  and  lords  may  flourish  or  may  fade, 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made; 
But  a  bold  pleasantry,  their  country's  pride, 
When  once  destroyed  can  never  be  supplied. 

For  the  sake  of  our  institutions,  our  govern- 
ment and   our  society,    "the   Chinese  must 

go-" 

"Heaven  helps  those  who  help  themselves" 
is  an  old  and  well-tried  aphorism.  What  are 
the  people  of  California  doing  to  help  them- 
selves in  their  extremity  ?  There  is  to-day  a 
population  of  something  like  thirty-five  thou- 
sand Chinese  in  San  Francisco.  How  do 
they  live  ?  Who  support  them  ?  That  is  a 
question  that  should  be  looked  square  in  the 
face  at  this  time.  Some  of  these  coolies  are 
employed  in  housework,  some  in  factories,  a 
large  number  in  laundries,  and  the  others  in 
various  occupations  of  a  general  character. 
Out  of  this  vast  number  there  are  not  more 
than  a  few  hundred  who  make  their  living 
out  of  their  compatriots.  These  are  the  Chi- 
nese merchants,  manufacturers  and  brokers. 
It  follows,  therefore,  that  the  Chinese  are 
solely  able  to  subsist  by  the  support  and 
countenance  of  the  resident  white   popula- 


tion of  San  Francisco.  The  capitalists,  it  is 
true,  give  employment  to  numberless  heath- 
ens; but  the  laboring  classes  in  direct  and 
indirect  ways  are  fully  as  responsible  for  the 
presence  of  the  Chinese  as  any  other  section 
of  the  community.  Most  of  the  washing  of 
San  Francisco  is  performed  by  Mongolians, 
and  the  main  part  of  the  support  of  the 
laundries  comes  from  the  laboring  classss. 
Anyone  who  is  at  all  curious  in  this  respect 
should  step  into  a  Chinese  laundry  on  Satur- 
day evening.  There  he  will  see  scores  of 
workingmen  and  women  calling,  from  time 
to  time,  for  their  washing.  He  will  see  a 
striking  example  of  the  encouragement  of 
Chinese  immigration  every  time  he  watches 
a  laborer  pay  over  his  hard-earned  silver  to  a 
coolie  washer.  In  the  poorest  quarters  of 
the  city,  Chinese  go  round  and  secure  wash- 
ing from  women  who  are  either  too  lazy  o 
too  ignorant  to  do  their  own  work. 

Vegetables  are  bought  from  Chinamen. 
Chinese  cigars  are  smoked  and  Chinese  shoes 
are  worn  by  men  who  shout  themselves 
hoarse  against  the  Chinese.  Mongolian  do- 
mestics are  employed  by  people  who  would 
resent  any  imputation  of  their  unsoundness 
on  the  Chinese  question.  In  one  way  or 
another  the  people  of  San  Francisco,  labor- 
ers as  well  as  capitalists,  manage  to  support 
thirty-five  thousand  Chinamen,  and  still  the 
cry  is  made  and  echoed  all  over  the  city  that 
"the  Chinese  must  go."  This  is  manifestly 
a  poor  way  to  make  them  depart.  While 
they  find  everybody,  even  their  professed 
enemies,  ready  and  willing  to  hire  them,  the 
Chinese  are  in  no  hurry  to  be  off. 

There  has  been  a  plenty  of  talk  in  connec- 
tion with  this  Chinese  question.  Action  is 
more  desirable  now,  and  if  ever  there  was  a 
good  time  for  action,  this  is  it.  Let  those 
who  prate  so  loudly  about  the  presence  of 
the  Chinese  look  to  themselves  and  see  how 
far  they  support  the  heathen.  If  they  are  in 
earnest  in  this  matter,  they  will  soon  find 
that  much  of  the  work  and  trade  that  they 
give  the  Mongolians  would  be  far  better  dis- 
posed on  their  own  kith  and  kin. 

In  this  new  agitation  the  workingmen  have 
taken  the  initiative.  They  have  a  just  cause 
of  grievance,  and  we  hope  they  will  be  suc- 
cessful in  accomplishing  their  main  purpose, 
viz:  to  rid  themselves  and  the  Coast  of  the 
Chinese.  But  the  working  classes  must  be 
prepared  to  make  some  sacrifice  in  the  cause. 
They  cannot  reasonably  expect  capitalists  to 
exercise  all  the  self  denial.  If  the  trade  of 
the  laboring  classes  were  taken  away  from 
the  Celestials  to-morrow,  a  great  step  would 
have  been  taken  toward  the  removal  of  the 
Chinese  curse.  If  the  masses  will  not  move 
in  this  direction  the  cogency  of  their  argu- 
ments against  the  Chinese  will  be  destroyed. 
Our  artist  furnishes  a  double-page  cartoon 
this  week  that  graphically  illustrates  the 
points  we  have  endeavored  to  make  above. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.l 
The  Constitutional  Convention. 
The  Constitutional  Convention  that   meets 
this  summer  will  be  an  important   event  in 
the  history  of  California.      The   organic  in- 
strument of  our  government,    which   served 
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us  bo  well  in  the  first  years  of  the  Common- 
wealth, has  been  found  inadequate  to  the  de- 
mands of  the  present  day.  Sweeping 
alterations  are  proposed,  and  the  gentlemen 
who  are  entrusted  with  the  work  will  fiud 
ample  opportunity  to  exercise  all  their  com- 
mon sense,  intelligence  and  statemanship,  in 
framing  a  Constitution  that  shall  satisfy  all 
the  needs  of  our  young  and  growing  com- 
munity. 

The  original  Consitution  of  California  was 
framed  at  Monterey  during  September,  1840, 
and  was  ratified  by  popular  vote  on  Novem- 
ber 13th,  of  the  same  year.  Taking  all  the 
circumstances  into  consideration  it  was  a 
masterpiece  of  statecraft.  The  men  who  met 
in  Monterey  were  suddenly  brought  together 
b}r  the  gold  fever  from  all  parts  of  the  world. 
Most  of  them  were  strangers  to  each  other, 
they  were  of  all  shades  of  politics,  of  all 
shades  of  opinion,  and  of  all  manner  of  occu- 
pation— traders,  mechanics,  lawyers,  doc- 
tors, soldiers,  sailors  and  trappers.  And  yet 
this  phenomenal  and  nondescript  meeting 
turned  out  a  Constitution  under  which  the 
great  State  of  California  has  grown  and  pros- 
pered for  nearly  thirty  years.  It  is  true  that 
the  instrument  was  by  no  means  perfect — 
great  land,  corporate  and  other  abuses  have 
grown  up  under  it — but  if  the  convention 
that  meets  next  Fall  shall  fashion  a  Constitu- 
tion as  well  suited  to  the  necessities  of  '78  as 
the  Monterey  Convention's  work  was  suited 
to  '49  we  shall  have  no  reason  to  complain. 
Our  present  Constitution  was  amended  to 
some  extent  in  1857,  and  again  to  an  imma- 
terial extent  in  1862. 

Our  illustration  shows  the  solicitude  of 
California  as  she  watches  her  three  hens — 
the  Democrats,  Eepublican  and  Workingmen 
— endeavoring  to  hatch  the  Constitutional 
egg.  It  is  an  occasion  pregnant  with  im- 
portance for  the  State,  and  well  may  Eureka 
exclaim  "What  will  they  bring  forth  ?" 


No  Commune  for  Us. 
On  Wednesday  last  a  notorious  communist 
was  arraigned  in  New  York  for  threatening 
the  life  of  a  newspaper  reporter.  Mr.  Megy 
is  the  recognized  head  of  the  Commune  in 
New  York,  and,  from  all  accounts,  is  a  des- 
perate character.  He  is  said  to  be  the  indi- 
vidual that  caused  the  murder  of  Archbishop 
Darboy  during  the  reign  of  terror  following 
the  German  evacuation  of  Paris  in  1871,  and 
he  is  known  to  have  been  concerned  in  sev- 
eral assassinations  of  the  same  kind  at  that 
time.  Having  found  his  occupation  gone 
and  his  head  in  danger  on  the  restoration  of 
order,  he  came  to  the  United  States  to  fo- 
ment disturbance  among  the  working  classes, 
and  to  undermine  the  Government  and  des- 
troy the  cherished  institutions  of  the  country. 
He  seems,  however,  as  Justice  Smith  re- 
marked when  binding  him  over  to  keep  the 
peace,  to  have  mistaken  the  people  of  the 
United  States.  Communism  is  not  an  insti- 
tution of  this  country,  nor  will  it  be  tolerated 
for  a  moment.  A  few  of  the  idle,  the  lazy, 
and  the  vicious,  who  have  nothing  to  lose  and  a 
good  chance  of  gain  by  the  general  disrup- 
tion of  society,  might  easily  be  induced  to 
join  in  a  plundering  scheme  of  this  kind,  but 


the  vast  majority  of  Americans  are  sternly 
opposed  to  any  such  doctrine  as  the  Commu- 
nists teach,  and  would  stamp  it  out  in  its  in- 
cipieney,  were  any  overt  act  committed. 

Some  days  ago  it  was  telegraphed  that  the 
Communists  were  arming  in  the  principal  ci- 
ties of  the  East,  and  that  before  long  a  seri- 
ous outbreak  would  occur.  It  was  said  that 
the  initiative  would  be  taken  in  California, 
and  would  thence  spread  all  over  the  Union. 
So  far  as  California  is  concerned,  we  may  tell 
these  imaginative  news-gatherers  that  there 
is  no  danger  of  any  outbreak  here.  The 
present  season  will  be  one  of  the  most  pros- 
perous that  the  State  has  ever  seen.  Money 
will  be  plentiful  and  labor  in  demand.  Such 
conditions  are  not  favorable  for  Communism. 
Besides,  a  convention  will  meet  this  Fall  to 
rectify  any  errors  of  government.  The  peo- 
ple of  California  have,  or  can  have,  things 
their  own  way  within  the  law.  Violence  here 
would  be  a  monstrous  crime,  and  should  be 
punished  as  such. 


A  New  Commentator. 

Dear  Wasp — You  way  of  deeling  with 
theologicle  subjicts  has  pleased  me  consider- 
able, and  I  would  Like  if  you  could  spair  the 
Time  for  you  to  anser  a  Question  wich  inter- 
ests me  a  Good  Deel.  I  have  been  Some 
exersized  lately  over  the  Parrible  of  the 
Proddigle  Sun,  which  in  sum  Respeeks  soots 
my  Case  to  a  Jot.  I  will  Confide  to  You 
that  my  folks  back  east  is  pretty  well  to  Do, 
and  when  I  came  out  to  this  land  of  Gold  I 
brot  quite  a  little  Stake  with  me,  but  wot 
with  Spreeing,  Runnin  Around  and  wot  not 
I  got  down  on  the  Bed  Rock,  and  cum  like 
the  Parrible  sez  if  not  to  Hurdin  swines  at 
leest  to  hurdin  Sheep;  wich  I  guess  is  pooty 
much  about  the  Same  Thing.  Now  it  ap- 
peers  the  Proddigle  sun  was  very  badly  off 
for  Grub,  and  I  don't  quite  see  how  he  cood 
Stummik  the  Husks,  or  what  Nurridement  he 
cood  Derive  from  them — wonder  were  they 
Corn  Husks?  But  wot  gets  Me  is  How  was 
the  Camp  supplide?  did  they  Forget  to  fetch 
him  Rations  or  wos  Husks  the  reglar  Bill 
of  Fair?  If  I'd  a  bin  Him,  I  woodent  have 
wanted  for  Pork  anyways,  but  I  spose  he 
hednt  no  Butcher  Nife,  and  mebbe  the  Boss 
wood  ha  got  down  on  him  if  he'd  a  killed 
Stock  so  long  there  wos  plenty  nice  Husks 
in  Camp. 

Well  You  See  considrin'  the  State  of 
Things  it  wornt  no  wonder  that  he  got  Down 
in  the  Mouth  wen  he  hednt  Nuthin  but  Husks 
down  inter  his  Stummuk.  It  wos  them 
Husks  that  Fetched  him  At  Last  a  thinkin 
as  how  the  hired  help  to  hum  wos  a  stuffin 
themselfs  with  bacon  and  Beans,  and  Pies 
and  Things,  or  liker  Milk  and  Hunny,  wich 
is  wot  them  Scripter  Fokes  lived  on,  but  to 
my  thinkin  woodent  be  good  Diet  to  Harvest 
on.  Well,  as  I  wos  a  sayin,  I  Dont  want  for 
grub  ware  I  am,  so  that  aint  no  reason  for 
quitting  to  go  Back  east.  Now  another 
Thing  I  want  to  Ask  You  is  considrin  that 
the  Proddigle  sun  had  been  off  Splurgin 
Around  and  doin  the  Grand  in  a  furrin  land 
like  He  wos  the  prints  o  wails  or  gennerle 
grant  and  Puttin  on  Frills  like  his  Dad  oned 
the  Taylens  o  the   comstok.     How   It   Cum 


that  They  made  such  a  fuss  about  Cookin  a 
little  Veal  for  Supper  wen  he  got  Back?  It 
seems  like  there  wos  ony  one  Kaff  on  the 
Ranch  after  all  that  was  fit  for  Killin, 
and  this  dont  seem  to  Hold  Together  with 
the  balluns  of  the  Story.  Then  his  Big 
Bruther  gets  Mad  an  Up  and  Tells  the  ole 
man  that  he  was  so  Durned  Stingey,  that 
even  Arter  hed  stayed  By  him  and  got  in  the 
Crops  he  never  so  much  as  said  'Turky'  let 
alone  'Kaff,'  wen  he  wanted  to  have  a  Little 
time  with  the  Boys.  This  agen  looks  Bad 
and  dont  hang  Together  with  the  Idee  of  a 
knob  hill  establidgement.  I  guess  it  wornt 
much  of  a  Lay  Out  arter  all,  and  the  Feller 
as  Rote  Up  the  Parrible  Put  In  the  Touches 
bout  the  Splurgin  and  the  Coin  and  Sech 
like  to  make  it  Go  Down  better  with  the  Big 
Bugs,  an  look  Kind  o  Tony.  Well  arter 
studdying  up  the  Pints  o  the  Thing  I  kinder 
think  that  the  way  they  Put  Up  the  Job  in 
the  fust  place  wen  the  young  Feller  starts 
Out  wos  This  that  the  Big  Bruther  wos  to 
stay  with  the  ole  man,  an  see  to  Things  an 
sort  o  natrally  Slip  In  to  the  Farm  when  the 
Time  Come,  as  the  Young  Feller  was  to  take 
wot  Money  there  was  in  the  house  an  Git. 
This  seems  to  me  to  be  the  Bisnis  Under 
standin  in  the  Matter,  and  So  no  wonder  the 
Big  Brother  gits  mad  when  he  sees  the 
Young  Teller  cum  sneekin  round  the  fense 
corner  like  a  Dirty  Tramp,  an  the  Durn  Fool 
of  a  ole  man  a  hoorayin  like  20,  an  kickin 
up  Bobs  an  Slobberin  all  over  him.  Now, 
This  bein  the  State  of  Things,  wot  do  you 
think  was  actually  the  Amount  the  Young 
Feller  got  away  with?  This  is  wot  interests 
Me  Most  as  in  Other  Respects  the  Sitiyuation 
His  fokes  and  Mine  seems  to  have  been  pooty 
much  Alike.  I  hev  a  Big  Bruther  to  hum  an 
like  enuf  the  old  man  wood  see  to  hev  suthin 
extry  cooked  fur  supper  if  he  seen  me  gettin 
off  the  keers  at  the  Cross  rodes,  and  my  Big 
Bruther  woodent  be  Hog  Enuff  to  Growl  ef 
he  Did.  I  Guess  between  You  and  me  if  the 
Truth  wos  Known  the  Young  Chap  in  the 
Parrible  coodent  hev  Got  Away  with  less 
than  a  hunderd  Dollars.  You  may  kno 
Mister  Wasp  that  a  Young  Feller  can  see  a 
Deel  of  Life  in  a  Sitty  for  A  Hundred  Dol- 
lars if  he  is  Keerful  and  dont  give  Too  Much 
of  It  to  the  dives.  But  mebbe  You  aint 
young  an  dont  know  How  this  Is.  Now  I 
spent  Sum  but  I  didnt  spend  That.  The  ole 
mans  Down  On  me  but  I  didnt  get  away  with 
that  amount  of  Money,  an  hed  a  Good  Time 
in  Frisco  into  the  Bargen.  Now  wot  do  you 
Think  of  My  case?  I  ask  you  becos  your 
paper  has  got  more  sense,  and  treets  Con- 
fidenshal  Matters  Better  than  the  common 
sheets.  Please  anser  in  your  Collems.  I 
Guess  I  won't  go  hum  yet,  and  if  you  give 
me  a  good  anser  to  This,  I  will  ask  you  sum 
more  scripteral  puzzels  for  I  bleeve  you  kno 
enuft  to  Do  It  as  Good  as  preacher  hemphill 
who  I  wunst  heerd  One  Sundy  mornin  wen 
I  wos  Taperin  off  from  the  Jim  Jams,  an 
cum  Nigh  onto  givin  me  the  Horrers  Agin, 
wich  his  Church  is  comfable,  but  Too  Much 
Oil  on  his  hair  for  me. 

Yours  trooly, 

An  Unrepentiant  Prodiggle. 
Merced,  1st  May. 
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Now  plant  Bock  Beer. 

Strawberries  should  be  reaped  now. 

The  bull)'  boy  with  the  glass  eye  has  been 
appointed  on  the  new  police. 

The  harvest  of  poison  oak  is  promising. 
Cheek  is  rising  in  sympathy. 

Salt  River  is  in  Arizona.  This  is  merely 
thrown  out  by  way  of  suggestion  to  the  Lieu- 
tenant General.  • 

About  this  time  provident  young  men,  ac- 
companied by  ladies,  steer  clear  of  ice  cream 
deadfalls.     A  word  to  the  wise — . 

If  Mrs.  Tilton  only  had  the  foresight  to 
provide  herself  with  a  phonograph  during 
the  nest-hiding  epoch,  how  easily  everything 
might  now  be  straightened  out. 

Retrenchment.  The  prisoners  at  the 
House  of  Correction  are  provided  with 
wooden  keys  to  their  cells — the  regular  metal 
ones  having  proved  too  expensive. 

The  Czar  is  personally  directing  negocia- 
tions  with  the  assistance  of  Baron  Jimini. 
— Cablegram.  "We  shouldn't  wonder  if 
Europe  will  be  saved  at  last,  by  Jimini! 

The  miners  of  Nevada  are  lying  on  their 
ores. — Ex.  And  so  are  the  mining  superin- 
tendents of  California  Street,  but  they  lie 
more  systematically  and  to  more  purpose 
than  the  honest  Comstockers. 

The  war  has  been  reopened.  The  Blue 
and  the  Gray  are  again  at  loggerheads.  Ti- 
mid people,  however,  will  take  courage  when 
they  learn  that  all  this  rumpus  is  in  connec- 
tion with  the  uniform  for  the  new  police. 

This  wouldn't  be  a  bad  time  to  run  a  Re- 
publican campaign  in  California.  All  the 
Democrats  have  gone  to  Paris.  The  Repub- 
licans would  have  gone,  too;  but  they  were 
in  a  hopeless  minority  in  the  last  Legisla- 
ture. 

To  qualify  as  a  "Workingman's  candidate  it 
is  not  sufficient  to  have  hard  hands  and  a 
sun-browned  visage.  Your  bank  account 
must  be  solid,  whatever  your  principles. 
See  list  of  candidates  at  the  recent  election 
in  Stockton. 

A  Saint  Louis  paper  says  that  Grant  can 
sweep  the  country  in  1880.  It  needs  sweep- 
ing very  much,  and  we  hope  California  will 
not  be  neglected  in  the  general  renovation. 
However,  if  we  had  the  job  to  give  out  we 
would  hardly  employ  Mr.  Grant. 

Russia  is  about  to  introduce  the  American 


drilling,  boring  and  pumping  apparatus  into 
its  oil  territories  on  the  Caspian  Sea. — Ex. 
This  seems  to  open  up  a  wide  field  for  the 
American  interviewer,  who  is  getting  alto 
gether  too  numerous  here  for  his  own    good 

All  the  aliunde  lawyers  in  California  are 
furbishing  up  their  stock  of  legal  lore  to  try 
their  hands  at  Constitution-making.  It  is 
sad  to  think  that  most  of  them  will  be  disap 
pointed,  and  sadder  still,  to  feel  that  the 
State  will  be  the  gainer  by  their  absence 
Selah! 

The  entire  mass  of  tobacco  which  is  annu- 
ally consumed  in  smoking,  snuffing  and 
chewing,  on  the  earth  is  4,000,000,000 
pounds  When  this  fact  is  more  generally 
circulated,  there  will  be  less  excuse  than  ever 
for  those  improvident  people  who  are  con 
tinually  asking  to  investigate  your  tobacco 
pouch.     Knowledge  is  power. 

A  couple  ,of  weeks  ago  we  had  an  innocent 
paragraph  about  a  certain  clerical  politician 
who  has  recently  left  for  the  East.  And  now 
the  Home  Newspaper  Rays  that  our  sting  is 
clogged  with  mud.  Classical  criticism !  Well, 
we  must  acknowledge  the  corn.  After  draw- 
ing it  out  of  that  humbug  our  sting  wan  a 
little  sullied.  You  cannot  touch  pitch  with 
out  being  defiled. 

The  picnic  season  has  fairly  opened,  and 
doctors  who  have  made  contusions  of  the  eye 
and  ear  a  specialty  will  find  remunerative 
employment  in  Oakland  and  other  pastoral 
suburbs  for  a  few  months.  It  is  a  strange 
inconsistency  in  human  nature  that  there  are 
men  too  timid  to  travel  through  the  Black 
Hils  who  have  no  hesitation  whatever  in  go- 
ing upon  a  Sunday  excursion  to  Fasking's. 
Of  the  two,  it  is  our  private  unprejudiced 
opinion  that  the  latter  is  much  the  more  ha- 
zardous. 

It  is  encouraging  to  learn,  at  the  eleventh 
hour  that  the  Presidential  election  in  this 
city  was  carried  by  fraud.  Registrar  Kaplan 
is  unable  to  find  half  the  suspected  people 
that  voted  on  that  auspicious  occasion. 
Some  never  lived  here,  others  came  here 
specially  to  join  in  the  fun,  others  have  been 
dead  for  twenty  years,  and  altogether  there 
is  a  savory  mess  of  corruption  and  chicanery. 
While  we  were  standing  aghast  at  the  long 
tales  of  bribery  and  intimidation  telegraphed 
from  Louisiana  and  Florida,  etc.,  our  own 
reserve  electors  were  quietly  pocketing  their 
share  of  the  corruption  fund.  Truly,  it  was 
a  case  of  the  beam  in  our  eye  and  the  mote 
in  Louisiana. 

The  Workingmen's  movement,  begun  un- 
der such  fair  auspices,  is  fast  becoming  a 
mere  series  of  disgraceful  riots.  Several  of 
the  very  best  men  in  the  party  have  drawn 
out  on  account  of  the  violence  displayed  by 
the  bulldozing  gang  that  seems  to  infest 
every  meeting.  There  does  not  appear  to  be 
any  reason  to  doubt  that  this  gang  of  roughs 
are  in  the  pay  of  the  enemies  of  the  move- 
ment, for  they  are  doing  everything  in  their 
power  to  destroy  the  party.  The  effect  is 
plainly  visible  in  the  recent  municipal  elec- 
tions throughout  the  State.      The   conserva- 


tive workingmen  are  naturally  shy  about 
joining  or  supporting  a  party  that  is  making 
such  an  uncleanly  record.  Fire  the  bull- 
dozers out,  and  success  is  still  possible. 


SPRING. 

Come  gentle  Spring,  ethereal  mildness  come! 

Come  to  the  aid  of  many  a  frozen  bum, 

Whose  lonely  vigils  in  the  wintry  wind 

And  sundry  buffets  with  a  world  unkind 

Have  left  him  stranded  on  the  shore  of  Time, 

Without  a  single,  solitary  dime. 

Come  Spring,  thou  mildly  soothing,  kindly  dame, 

Assert  thy  ancient  and  poetic  fame: 

Unfold  the  generous  landscape  to  his  gaze, 

And  do  thou  guide  him  in  his  devious  w.  y  s; 

Show  him  the  least  frequented  road  from  town, 

Where  housewives  do  not  always  stare  and  frown 

Upon  the  ragged,  homeless,  hungry  wight, 

Who  begs  from  all  her  plenty  but  a  bite. 

Teach  him  from  wood  piles  ever  far  to  stray, 

And  fan  him  with  thy  zephrs  on  his  way. 

The  State  is  wide,  its  paths  are  free  to  all, 

The  time  has  now  arrived  to  ope  the  ball, 

This  is  the  season  for  the  wayside  camp — 

The  humble  pleasures  of  the  wand'ring  tramp. 

From  Shasta's  peak  to  San  Diego  down 

The  roads  are  thronged  with  nomads  from  the   town. 

The  hum  of  mowers  fills  the  drowsy  air, 

For  harvest  now  the  Grangers  all  prepare. 

Strong  men  are  needed  now  in  ev'ry  field 

To  gather  in  the  ripe  and  generous  yield. 

Now  is  the  time,  for  all  who  have  the  will, 

To  coin  the  ducats  in  fair  Labor's  mill. 

Come  gentle  Spring,  thou  winsome,  dainty  brick, 

And,  O,  for  goodness  gracious,  start  them  quick! 


Neutrality  to  be  Enforced. 
Russia  is  said  to  be  quietly  preparing  a 
fleet  in  this  harbor  for  service  against  the 
English  merchantmen  now  arriving  here  for 
the  wheat  crop.  As  the  United  States  Gov- 
ernment is  bound  by  the  treaty  of  Washington 
to  restrain  belligerents  from  fitting  out  cruis- 
ers within  its  jurisdiction,  it  is  pleasant  and 
reassuring  to  note  that  orders  have  been  re- 
ceived from  Washington  to  preserve  a  strict 
neutrality,  The  marines  at  Mare  Island  are 
to  be  immediately  supplied  with  one  pound 
of  pipeclay  per  man;  a  new  coat  of  paint  is  to 
be  put  on  the  Jamestown,  which  it  is  sup- 
posed will  render  her  impervious  to  Russian 
shells;  several  gunboats  of  the  class  of  1850 
will  soon  be  surveyed  by  Government  divers 
at  the  Navy  Yard;  a  new  flag  has  been 
ordered  for  Alcatraz;  the  troops  on  the  vari- 
ous fortifications  have  been  supplied  with 
new  shoes;  officers  are  not  permitted  to 
marry  until  the  worst  is  over;  and,  altogether, 
the  demonstrations  ordered  by  the  Adminis- 
tration are  well  calculated  to  strike  terror, 
even  to  the  heart  of  the  Russian  bear. 
Should  some  hapless  Muscovite  privateer 
recklessly  endeavor  to  escape,  she  will  have 
to  pass  the  concentrated  fire  of  all  the  har- 
bor defences,  besides  the  Jamestown  and 
several  revenue  cutters  and  lighthouses.  The 
batteries,  after  they  got  the  range,  would  be 
almost  certain  to  hit  a  stationary  vessel  after 
a  week's  practice.  "We  hope  the  Russian 
agents  will  consider  the  danger  of  such  an 
enterprise  and  not  involve  us  in  international 
complications  by  their  illadvised  temerity. 
All  honor  to  our  noble  Government  at  Wash- 
ington, so  quick  to  see  and  prepare  for  the 
danger  with  which  we  are  threatened ! 
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NIGHT-DANCERS 
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BY  CHARLES  WARREN  STODDARD. 


THE  afternoon  sun  was  tinting  the  snowy 
crest  of  Mauna  Kea,  and  folds  of  shadow  were 
draping  the  seawa^hed  eastern  cliffs  of  Hawaii, 
as  Felix  and  I  endeavored  to  persuade  our  fagged 
steeds,  that  they  must  go  and  live,  or  stay  and  die  in 
the  middle  of  a  lava-trail  by  no  means  inviting.  As 
we  rode,  we  thought  of  the  scandal  that  had  so 
recently  regaled  our  two  willing  ears;  bere  it  is,  in 
a  mild  solution,  to  be  taken  with  three  parts  of  dis- 
belief. 

Two  venerable  and  warm-hearted  missionaries, 
whose  good  works  seemed  to  have  found  dissimilar 
expression,  equally  effective  I  trust,  found  their 
specialties  to  be  church-building. 

Rev.  Mr.  A  seemed  to  think  the  more  the  merrier, 
and  his  cunning  little  meeting-houses  looked  as 
though  they  had  been  baked  in  the  lot,  like  a  sheet 
of  biscuits;  while  Rev.  Mr.  B  condensed  his  efforts 
into  the  consummation  of  one  resplendent  edifice. 
Mr.  A  was  always  wondering  why  Mr.  B  should 
waste  his  money  in  a  single  church,  while  Mr.  B 
was  nonplussed  at  seeing  Mr.  A  break  out  in  a 
rash  of  diminutive  chapels.  Well,  Felix  and  I  were 
riding  northward  up  the  coast,  over  dozens  and 
dozens  of  lovely  ridges;  through  scores  of  deerj  gul- 
lies cushioned  with  ferns  as  high  as  our  pommels, 
and  fording  numberless  streams,  white  with  froth  and 
hurry,  eagerly  seeking  the  most  exquisite  valley  in 
the  Pacific,  as  some  call  it.  We  rode  till  we  we  were 
tired  out  twenty  times  over;  again  and  again  we 
looked  forward  to  the  bit  of  Mardi-life  we  were  about 
to  experience  in  the  vale  of  the  Waipio,  while  now 
and  then  we  passed  one  of  Mr.  A's  pretty  little 
churches.  Once  we  were  impatient  enough  to  make 
inquiry  of  a  native  who  was  watching  our  progress 
with  considerable  emotion;  there  is  always  some  one 
to  watch  you  when  you  are  wishing  yourself  at  the 
North  Pole.  Our  single  spectator  affected  an  air  of 
gravity,  and  seemed  quite  interested  as  he  said,  "Go 
six  or  seven  churches  farther  on  that  trail,  and  you'll 
come  to  Waipio."  On  we  went  with  renewed  spirits, 
for  the  churches  were  frequent,  almost  within  sight 
of  each  other.  But  we  faltered  presently  and  lost 
our  reckoning,  they  were  so  much  alike.  Again  we 
asked  our  way  of  a  solitary  watcher  on  a  hill-top, 
who  had  had  his  eye  upon  us  ever  since  we  rose 
above  the  rim  of  the  third  ridge  back;  he  revealed  to 
us  the  glad  fact  that  were  only  two  churches  from 
Paradise!  How  we  tore  over  the  rest  of  that  straight- 
and-narrow  way  with  the  little  life  left  to  us,  and 
came  in  finally  all  of  a  foam,  fairly  jumping  the  last 
mite  of  a  chapel  that  hung  upon  the  brink  of  the 
beautiful  valley,  like  a  swallow's  nest!  And  down 
we  dropped  into  fifty  fathoms  of  the  sweetest  twilight 
imaginable;  so  sweet  it  seemed  to  have  been  born  of 
a  wilderness  of  the  night-blooming  cereus  and  fed 
forever  on  gossamer  buds. 

There  were  shelter  and  refreshment  for  two 
hungry  souls,  and  we  slid  out  of  our  saddles  as 
though  we  had  been  boned  expressly  for  a  cannibal 
feast. 

By  this  time  the  rosy  flush  on  Mauna  Kea  had 
faded,  and  its  superb  brow  was  pale  with  an  unearth- 
ly pallor.  "Come  in,"  said  the  host;  and  he  led  us 
under  the  thatched  gable,  that  was  fragrant  as  new 
mown  hay.  There  we  sat,  "in,*'  as  he  called  it, 
though  there  was  never  a  side  to  the  concern  thicker 
than  a  shadow. 

A  stream  flowed  noiselessly  at  our  feet.  Canoes 
drifted  by  us,  with  dusky  and  nude  forms  bowed  over 
the  paddles.     Each  occupant  greeted  us,  being  guests 


in  the  valley,  just  lifting  their  slumberous  eyelids — 
masked  batteries,  that  made  Felix  forget  his  danger: 
they  seldom  paused,  but  called  back  to  us  from  the 
gathering  darkness  with  inexpressibly  tender,  con- 
tralto voices. 

Thereupon  we  were  summoned  to  dinner  in  another 
apartment,  screened  with  vines.  The  faint  flicker  of 
the  tapers  suggested  that  what  breath  of  air  might 
be  stirring  came  from  the  mountain,  and  it  brought 
with  it  a  message  from  the  orangery  up  the  valley. 
"How  will  you  take  your  oranges?"  queried  Felix; 
"in  pulp,  liquid,  or  perfume?" — and  such  a  dense 
odor  swept  past  us  at  the  moment,  I  thought  I  had 
taken  them  in  the  triple  forms.  "You  are  just  in 
time,"  said  our  host.  "Why,  what's  up?"  asked  I. 
"The  moon  will  be  up  presently,  and  after  moonrise 
you  shall  see  the  hula-hula." 

Felix  desired  to  be  enlightened  as  to  the  nature  of 
the  what-you-call  it,  and  was  assured  that  it  was 
worth  seeing,  and  would  require  no  explanatory 
chorus  when  its  hour  came. 

It  was  at  least  a  mile  to  the  scene  of  action;  a  tor- 
tuous stream  wound  thither,  navigable  in  spots,  but 
from  time  to  time  the  canoe  would  have  to  take  to 
the  banks  for  a  short  cut  into  deeper  water. 

"I  can  never  get  there,"  growled  Felix;  "I'm  full 
of  needles  and  pins" — to  which  the  host  responded 
by  excusing  himself  for  a  few  moments,  leaving  Felix 
and  me  alone.  It  was  deathly  still  in  the  valley, 
though  a  thousand  crickets  sang  and  the  fish 
smacked  their  round  months  at  the  top  of  the  water. 
Evening  comes  slowly  in  those  beloved  tropics,  but 
it  comes  so  satisfactorily  that  there  is  nothing  left 
out. 

A  moonlight  night  is  a  continuous  festival.  The 
natives  sing  and  dance  till  daybreak,  making  it  all 
up  by  sleeping  till  the  next  twilight.  Nothing  is  lost 
by  this  ingenious  and  admirable  arrangement.  Why 
shoud  they  sleep,  when  a  night  there  has  the  very 
essence  of  five  nights  anywhere  else,  extracted  and 
enriched  with  spices  till  it  is  so  inspiring  that  the 
soul  cries  oiit  in  triumph,  and  the  eyes  couldn't 
sleep  if  they  would? 

At  this  period,  enter  to  us  the  host,  with  several 
young,  native  girls,  who  seat  themselves  at  our  feet, 
clasping  each  a  boot-leg  encasing  the  extremities  of 
Felix  and  myself. 

Felix  kicked  violently  and  left  the  room  with  some 
embarassment,  and  I  appealed  to  the  hospitable  gen- 
tleman of  the  house,  who  was  smiling  somewhat 
audibly  at  our  perplexity. 

He  assured  me  that  if  I  would  throw  myself  upon 
the  mats  in  the  corner,  two  of  these  maids  would 
speedily  relieve  me  of  any  bodily  pain  I  might  at  that 
moment  be  suffering  with. 

I  did  so:  the  two  proceeded  as  set  down  in  the 
verbal  prospectus;  and  whatever  bodily  pain  I  may 
have  possessed  at  the  beginning  of  the  process 
speedily  dwindled  into  insignificance  by  comparison 
with  the  tortures  of  my  novel  cure.  Every  limb  had 
to  be  unjointed  and  set  over  again.  Places  were 
made  for  new  joints,  and  I  think  the  new  joints  were 
temporarily  set  in,  for  my  arms  and  legs  went  into 
angles  I  had  never  before  seen  them  in,  nor  have  I 
since  been  able  to  assume  those  startling  attitudes. 
The  stomach  was  then  kneaded  like  dough.  The  ribs 
were  crushed  down  against  the  spine,  and  then  forced 
out  by  well-direted  blows  in  the  back.  The  spinal 
column  was  undoubtedly  abstracted,  and  some  me- 
chanical substitute  now  does  its  best  to  help  me 
through  the  world.  The  arms  were  tied  in  bow-knots 
behind,  and  the  skull  cracked  like  the  shell  of  a 
hard-boiled  egg,  worked  into  shape  again,  and  left 
to  heal. 

By  this  time  I  was  unconscious,  and  for  an  hour 
my  sleep  promised  to  be  eternal,  I  must  have  laid 
flat  on  the  matting,  without  a  curve  in  me,  when 
Nature,  taking  pity,  gradually  let  me  rise  and  assume 
my  own  proportions  ,  as  though  a  little  leaven  had 
been  mixed  in  my  making  over. 

The  awakening  was  like  coming  from  a  bath  of  the 
elements.  I  breathed  to  the  tips  of  my  toes.  Per- 
fumes penetrated  me  till  I  was  saturated  with  them. 
I  felt  a  thousand  years  younger;  and  as  I  looked 
back  upon  the  old  life  I  seemed  to  have  risen  from, 


I  thought  of  it  much  as  a  butterfly  must  think  of  his 
grub-hood,  and  was  in  the  act  of  expanding  my 
wings,  when  I  saw  Felix,  just  recovering,  a  few  feet 
from  me,  apparently  as  ecstatic  as  myself.  I  never 
dared  to  ask  him  how  he  was  reduced  to  submission, 
for  I  little  imagined  he  could  so  far  forget  himself. 
There  are  some  sudden  and  inexplicable  revolutions 
in  the  affairs  of  humanity  that  should  not  be  looked 
into  too  closely,  because  a  chaotic  chasm  yawns  be- 
tween the  old  man  and  the  new,  which  no  one  has 
ever  yet  explored.  Felix  sprang  to  his  feet  like 
Promethus  unbound,  and  embraced  me  with  fervor, 
as  one  might  after  a  hair-breadth  escape,  "Did  you 
ever  see  anything  like  it,  Old  Boy?"  to  which  the  Old 
Boy,  thus  familiarly  addressed  (0.  B.  is  a  pet  mono- 
gram of  mine,  designed  and  frequently  executed  by 
Felix),  responded,  "There  wasn't  much  to  see,  but 
my  feelings  were  past  expression."  "What's  its 
name,"  asked  Felix.  "I  think  they  call  it  lomi- 
lomi,"  said  I.  "Pass  lomi-lomi,"  shouted  Felix;  and 
then  we  both  roared  again,  which  summoned  the 
host,  who  congratulated  us  and  invited  us  to  his 
canoe. 

Felix  again  endeavored  to  fathom  the  mysteries  of 
the  hula-hula.  Was  it  something  to  eat? — did  they 
keep  it  tied  in  the  day-time? — what  was  its  color? 
etc.,  till  the  amused  gentleman  who  was  conducting 
us  to  an  exhibition  of  the  great  Unknown,  nearly 
capsized  our  absurdly  narrow  canoe  in  the  very  deep- 
est part  of  the  creek.  Bands  of  fisherman  and 
women  jmssed  us,  wading  breast-high  in  the  water, 
beating  it  into  a  foam  before  them,  and  singing  at 
the  tops  of  their  voices  as  they  drove  the  fish  down 
stream  into  a  broad  net  a  few  rods  below,  Grass 
houses,  half  buried  in  foliage,  lined  the  mossy  banks, 
while  the  dusky  groups  of  women  and  children, 
clustering  about  the  smoldering  flames  that  betokened 
$he  preparation  of  the  evening  meal,  added  not  a 
little  to  the  poetry  of  twilight  in  the  tropics. 

Felix  thought  he  would  like  to  turn  Kanaka  on  the 
spot;  so  we  beached  the  canoe,  and  approached  the 
fire,  built  on  a  hollow  stone  under  a  tamarind  tree, 
and  were  at  once  offered  the  cleanest  mat  to  sit  on, 
and  a  calabash  of  poi  for  our  refreshment.  How  to 
eat  paste  without  a  spoon,  was  the  next  question. 
The  whole  family  volunteered  to  show  us;  drew  up 
around  the  calabash  in  a  hungry  circle,  aud  dipped 
in  with  a  vengeance.  Six  right  hands  spread  their 
first  aud  second  fingers  like  sign-boards  pointing  to 
a  focus  iu  the  very  centre  of  that  poi-paste;  six  fists 
dove  simultaneously,  and  were  buried  in  the  luscious 
mass.  There  was  a  spasmodic  working  in  the 
elbows,  an  effort  to  come  to  the  top,  and  in  a  mom- 
ent the  hands  were  lifted  aloft  in  triumph,  and 
seemed  to  be  tracing  half  a  dozen  capital  O's  in  the 
transparent  air,  during  which  manoeuvre  the  mass  of 
poi  adhering  to  the  fingers  assumed  fair  proportions, 
resembling,  to  a  remarkable  degree,  large,  white 
swellings;  whereupon  they  were  immediately  con- 
veyed to  the  several  mouths,  instinctively  getting 
into  the  right  one,  and,  having  discharged  freight, 
re-appeared  as  good  as  ever,  if  not  better  than 
before. 

"Disgusting!"  gasped  Felix,  as  he  returned  to  the 
water-side.  I  thought  him  unreasonable  in  his  harsh 
judgment,  assuring  him  that  our  own  flour  was 
fingered  as  often  before  it  came  at  last,  to  our  lips  in 
the  form  of  bread.  "Moreover,"  I  added,  "this  poi 
*s  glutinous;  the  moment  a  finger  enters  it,  a  thin 
coating  adheres  to  the  skin,  and  that  finger  may 
wander  about  the  calabash  all  day  without  touching 
another  particle  of  the  substance.  Therefore,  six  or 
sixteen  fellows  fingering  in  one  dish  for  dinner  are 
in  reality  safer  than  we,  who  eat  steaks  that  have 
been  mesmerized  under  the  hands  of  the  butcher  an,d 
the  cook." 

Felix  scorned  to  reply,  but  breathed  a  faint  paayer 
for  a  safe  return  to  Chicago,  as  we  slid  into  the 
middle  of  the  tortuous  stream,  and  resumed  our 
course. 

[TO  BE    CONCLUDED   IN    OTTE    NEXT.} 
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MINE    KATRINE. 

BY    CHARLES    F.    ADAMS. 

You  vouldn't  dink  mine/rau, 
If  you  shust  look  at  her  now, 
Vhere  der  wrinkles  on  her  prow 

Long  haf  been; 
Vas  doxfraauUtn  blump  und  fair, 
Slit  der  vnfy  flaxen  huir. 
Who  did  vonce  mine  heart  enshnare, 

Mine  Katrine. 


Der  dime  seems  shord  to  me 
Since  ve  game  acrosd  der  sea, 
To  der  gountry  of  der  free 

Ve'd  nefer  seen; 
Bnt  ve  hear  ce  beoples  say 
Dhere  vas  vork  and  blendy  pay, 
So  I  shtarded  right  avay 

Mit  Katrine. 

Oh  de  shoy  dot  filled  mein  honse 
Vhen  dot  goot  oldt  Toctor  Krauss 
Brought  us  "Leedle  Yaweob  Strauss,' 

Shveet  und  clean; 
Vhy,  I  don't  pelief  miue  eyes 
Vhen  I  look,  now,  mit  surprise, 
On  dot  feller,  shust  der  size 

Off  Katrine! 


Den  "dot  leedle  babe  off  mine," 
He  vas  grown  so  tall  und  fine — 
Shust  so  sdrait  as  any  pine 

You  efer  seen; 
Und  der  beoples  all  agree 
Sooch  fine  poys  dey  nefer  see, 
(Dey  look  much  more  like  me 

As  Katrine . ) 

Veil,  ve  haf  o\ir  criefs  und  shoys, 
Und  dhere's  naught  our  lofe  destroys, 
Bud  I  miss  dose  leedle  poys 

Dot  used  to  been; 
Uud  der  tears  vill  somedime  sdart, 
Und  I  feels  so  sick  at  heat, 
Vhen  I  dinks  I  soon  musd  part 

From  Katrine. 


Old  Time  vill  soon  pe  here 
Mit  his  sickle  und  his  shpear, 
Und  vill  vhisper  in  mine  ear 

Mit  sober  mein; 
"Yon  must  coom  along  mit  me, 
For  id  vas  der  Lord's  decree; 
Und  von  day  dose  poys  you'll  see 

Und  Katrine." 


Looking  Out  for  Torpedoes. 
A  British  tar  who  serves  his  country  in  an 
ironclad  off  the  Princess'  Islands,  writes  to 
the  London  Times  that  there  must  be  some- 
thing in  all  the  talk  about  torpedoes  and  the 
passage  through  Adrianople  of  large  detach- 
ments of  seamen.  It  is  known  that  the  Rus- 
sian? have  the  very  newest  type  of  the  White- 
head torpedo,  with  all  the  recent  improve- 
ments introduced  by  the  inventor  for  the 
purpose  of  obtaining  the  highest  possible 
rate  of  speed  and  certainty  of  range;  and 
though  at  present  they  may  not  have  many 
of  these  machines  ready  for  use,  they  have 
learned  the  secrets  connected  with  their 
manufacture,  and  for  some  time  past  skilled 
workmen  have  been  constructing  them  at 
Nicolaieff.  Almost  every  part  of  the  White- 
head torpedo  can  be  obtained  separately  from 
engineering  firms  at  home  in  any  quantity, 
and  the  great  secret  consist  more  in  putting 
the  parts  together  and  adjusting  the  machine 
for  accuracy  in  use  than  in  the  manufacture 
of  any  particular  portion  of  it.  As  much  for 
exercise  as  from  any  idea  of  the  real  necessi- 
ty for  precautions,  the  strictest  torpedo  watch 
is  kept  at  night  by  the  British  sailors.  Out- 
posts have  been  established  on  the  islets  at 
the  entrance  of  the  bay,  the  men  being  well 
supplied  with  every  apparatus  for  signaling, 
steam  launches  are  cruising  about  all  night, 
and  the  Gatling  guns  are  kept  loaded,  the 
crews  sleeping  near  at  hand,  ready  for  open- 
ing fire  at  a  moment's  notice. 


A  Noble  Charity. 
We  desire  to  call  attention  to  the  adver- 
tisement of  the  "Youths'  Directory,"  which 
appears  in  another  column.  A  succint  sum- 
mary of  the  work  already  accomplished  by 
this  benevolent  institution  appears  in  the 
Third  Annual  Report  of  the  Superintendent, 
a  copy  of  which  lies  on  our  table.  He  says: 
10,365  boys,  aged  from  10  to  21,  of  alL 
races  and  creeds,  have  been  placed  in  service 
— that  is  to  say,  4,130  in  town  and  6,235  in 
the  country,  since  November  1,  1874,  when 
you  and  other  citizens  of  San  Francisco  or- 
ganized the  Youths'  Directory.  During  that 
time,  also,  374  men,  468  women,  and  731 
young  girls,  have  incidentally  been  supplied 
with  situations;  thus  making  a  total  of 
11,938  persons  who  have  obtained  employ- 
ment, in  the  last  three  years,  through  the 
agency  of  this  Bureau.  From  factories, 
shops,  stores,  farms,  and  other  places  of  in- 
dustry, throughout  the  State,  we  often  re- 
ceive letters  commendatory  of  the  youthful 
toilers  sent  out  from  this  office."  The  entire 
expense  of  this  useful  and  charitable  Bureau 
for  the  year  1877  was  $1,419.25.  The  Youths' 
Directory  is  a  noble  charity,  and  should  be 
more  liberally  sustained. 


Somebody  down  in  Biddeford,  lie.,  vouches 
for  the  following  story:  "A  lady  was  descen- 
ding a  flight  of  stairs,  when  she  fell,  disloca- 
ting her  shoulder.  She  landed  on  a  large 
dog  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  which  rose  in  a 
fright  and  threw  her  into  an  adjoining  room, 
where  she  fell  upon  a  hot  stove,  and  would 
have  doubtless  been  seriously  burned  had 
not  a  man  who  happened  to  be  in  the  room 
suddenly  pulled  her  away,  in  doing  which 
he  brought  her  arm  back  into  place  again. 
So,  happily,  no  harm  was  done;  though  much 
was  threatened." 


<j> 


fjp'No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  worn  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  aa'a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Mentor. — Thanks. 

Custar. — Cussed  her,  did  he  ?  Well,  we 
are  unable  to  see  the  application,  or  why  you 
should  come  down  on  us  about  the  affair. 

Terpsichore. — Cannot  think  of  it,  Terp, 
cannot  think  of  it.  Whatever  little  differ- 
ences you  may  have  are  sacred  to  the  domes- 
tic hearth. 

Millicent. — Yes  he  should  have  lifted  his 
hat  in  passing.  Next  time  you'd  better  have 
some  one  along  that  will  lift  it  for  him.  We 
deevjly  sympathize  with  you,  Millicent,  but 
we  don't  like  the  job. 

Inquirer. — No,  it  is  not  right  to  kill  off 
every  book  agent  that  rings  your  door  bell. 
The  law,  as  well  as  established  custom  al- 
lows you  to  slay  only  one  half.  We  believe 
an  exception  is  made  in  the  case  of  patent 
medicine  vendors,  but  you  had  better  con- 
sult the  code. 

Zealous. — The  manuscript  you  sent  for  ex- 
amination is .  illegible  in  many  places.  It 
looks  as  if  it  had  been  dragged  through  the 
muddiest  part  of  the  Sacramento  river. 
What  we  have  read  of  it  shows  considerable 
talent,  and  if  we  could  read  it  in  its  entirety, 
we  might  decide  to  publish  it.  Can  you  not 
send  us  a  copy  ? 

Parker. — There  are  no  poets  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. At  least  a  careful  consultation  of  the 
Directory  has  failed  to  discover  any  one  giv- 
ing his  occupation  as  a  poet.  Most  of  our 
professional  poets  have  gone  East — and  the 
remainder  are  under  restraint.  We  think, 
therefore,  that  there  is  a  clear  field  for  your 
muse  in  this  city. 

Aliunde. — -Please  say  how  you  would  like 
to  have  your  lines  displayed,  and  state  space 
to  be  occupied.  We  have  but  a  limited 
amount  of  space  to  let,  but  your  poetry  will 
serve  to  vary  the  monotony  of  our  advertis- 
pages.  A  deposit  will  also  be  necessary. 
See  our  business  manager,  and  made  a  con- 
tract. 

Junior. — Base  ball  is  an  elevating  exhila- 
rating pastime  for  thore  who  know  how  to 
play  it.  But,  as  you  ask  our  advice,  and  as 
we  presume  you  are  not  posted  on  the  game, 
we  don't  think  you'll  make  much  out  of  it. 
A  sprained  ancle,  six  broken  fingers  and  a 
lame  back  may  be  achieved  by  persistent  en- 
deavor. That  was  our  experience  last  sea- 
son, and  it  should  serve  as  a  lighthouse  of 
the  first  order  to  guide  your  giddy  youth. 
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The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

Welcome,  season  of  string  beans, 
Lettuce,  dandelion,  greens, 
Eadishes  and  juicy  beets, 
New  laid  eggs  and  fresb  born  meats; 
Welcome,  hale  and  hearty  chills, 
Doctors'  physic,  doctors'  bills, 

"Wha't  cle  time  o'  day,  ole  'ornan?"  said  a 
colored  countryman  to  Aunt  Milly  yesterday, 
trying  to  poke  fun  at  the  brass  chain  that 
held  her  front  door  key  around  that  young 
lady's  neck.  "Look  at  de  town  clock,  chile. 
Dat's  built  fo'  po'  folks." 

Last  week  a  man  was  arrested  in  New 
York  for  stealing  newspapers.  He  had  a 
mania  for  his  apparently  profitable  thievery. 
He  had  stolen,  in  thirteen  months,  eleven 
thousand  newspapers,  and  his  rooms  looked 
like  the  humorous  column  of  a  St.  Louis  pa- 
per. 

It  is  human  to  doubt.  Display  a  sign, 
with  the  inscription,  "Beware  of  Paint,"  and 
nine  men  out  of  ten  will  draw  their  fore- 
fingers across  the  newly  painted  surface  to 
see  if  the  sign  is  not  merely  "an  invention 
of  the  enemy."  The  tenth  man  never  learned 
to  read. 

Bessie  (of  an  inquiring  mind) — "But, 
mummy  dear,  I  can't  remember  any  artist 
called  Tigers."  Mummy — "What's  the  use 
of  taking  your  girls  abroad !  I  am  sure  we 
stood  a  good  ten  minutes  before  that  picter 
in  the  Vaticun,  'Bacchus  and  Ariadne  drawn 
by  Tigers'." 

A  Tennessee  lady  claims  to  own  a  gram- 
mar which  was  used  by  Henry  Clay  when  he 
was  a  boy.  Unless  the  back  is  split  up  the 
middle,  all  the  fly  leaves  torn  out,  and  the 
impression  of  a  mashed  fly  here  and  there 
throughout  the  book,  you  may  wager  that 
Henry  Clay  didn't  use  the  grammar  much. 

Music  at  home  ("To  such  base  uses  do  we 
come  at  last.") — Hostess  (whispering  to  dis- 
tinguished amateur):  "I  want  you  to  sing 
nest."  Distinguished  amateur  (whose  voice 
is  not  quite  what  it  used  to  be):  "I  thought 
I  wasn't  to  sing  till  quite  at  the  end."  Hos- 
tess: "Yes — but  there  are  not  ices  enough, 
and  I  want  some  of  the  people  to  go!" 

A  policeman  heard  this  joke  perpetrated 
last  winter,  but  it  never  dawned  upon  his 
mind  to  tell  it  until  to-day:  "I'm  travelin  the 
Jericho  road,"  mournfully  said  an  old  bum- 
mer at  the  Police  Court.  "Yes,"  feelingly 
said  Recorder  Taylor,  "the  Tom  and  Jerry 
Co.  road,"  and  a  man  could  have  made  a  re- 
spectable start  in  the  ice  business,  if  he  had 
picked  up  the  frozen  tears  which  fell  from 
the  spectators'  eyes. 

Jones  was  always  complaining  of  his  wife's 
memory.  "She  never  can  remember  any- 
thing," said  poor  Jones;  "it's  awful!"  "My 
wife  was  just  as  bad,"  said  Brown;  "till  I 
found  a  capital  recipe."  "What  is  it?" 
asked  Jones,  eagerly.  "Why,"  said  Brown, 
"whenever  there's  anything  particular  I  want 
the  missus  to  remember,  I  write  it  down  on  a 
slip  of  paper  and  gum  it  on  the  looking- 
glass.     See?"     Jones  is    now    a    contented 


Fikst  Citizen — "I  have  come,  sir,  to  ask 
you  to  record  the  birth  of  my  son."  Official, 
warmly — "A  son  ?  Bull}' for  you!  Name, 
et  cetera?"  (Takes  memorandum  of  them. 
Exit  First  Citizen.)  A  week  later  the  First 
Citizen  returns,  in  black  and  tears.  First 
Citizen — "I  have  come,  sir,  to  have  you  re- 
gister the  death  of  my  son,  my  beloved  ch-ild, 
only  a  week  old."  (Sobs.)  Official,  kindly 
— "Come,  come,  bear  up.  We  must  all  die, 
you  know.  Everything's  for  the  best.  By 
Jove,  I  hadn't  entered  that  the  little  beggar 
was  born — quite  overlooked  the  mem.  I 
jotted  down.  So  much  the  better;  we'll  call 
it  a  stand-off.  We  won't  count  him  as  hav- 
ing been  born  at  all — save  two  entries  that 
way." 

The  lovely  prima  donna  addresses  the 
stranger  in  lavender  silk  tights,  gold  and 
drab  jacket,  and  Charles  the  Second  hat: 

"Speak,  who  art  tbou, 
Wanderer  in  these  rustic  haunts." 

The  stranger,  the  gallant  tenor,  replies: 

"Listen,  lady,  will  I  tell  thee," 

And  then,  turning  from  her,  rushes  forward 
and,  tossing  his  head  upon  one  side,  shouts 
to  a  man  in  the  second  tier  of  boxes: 

"I've  been  a  rover  o'er  the  sea, 
Far  I've  wandered  wild  and  free," 

And  then,  glancing  down,  singles  out  and 
tells  three  ladies  and  two  children  in  the  par- 
quette,  that  he  has  also  been  "a  ro-o-o-o-ver 
orethesee— orethesee !" — thesee-e-ee,  and  for 
fear  it  may  not  be  known  he  "hollers"  to  a 
couple  of  newsboys  who  are  jammed  into  the 
front  row  of  the  gallery  that  he  "has 
wandered  wild  and  free — wildan — free-e-e-e- 
e-e-o"  with  the  long  sustained,  high-tenor 
note,  till  you  wonder  if  he  were  "bosun"  or 
first  mate,  amid  the  applause  which  follows, 
and  how  the  deuce  he  "roves"  at  sea  in  that 
gilt  jacket  aud  silk  tights. 


Misprints. 
Many  ludicrous  mistakes  are  made  by  com- 
positors and  overlooked  by  proof-readers. 
People  generally  get  very  mad  when  they 
see  a  misprint  that  seems  to  reflect  on  them, 
and  nothing  will  persuade  them  that  the 
error  was  not  intentional.  For  instance, 
sometime  since  the  Wa9p  had  a  report  of  the 
wedding  of  a  very  estimable  couple  in  which 
the  bride  was  made  to  appear  "very  lonely." 
Of  course  it  should  have  been  "lovely"  but 
that  lady  would  not  believe  it.  To  show  how 
our  English  cousins  fare  in  this  regard,  per- 
haps the  following,  which  is  copied  from  the 
People's  Friend,  may  be  of  interest:  An  Edin- 
burgh newspaper  had  occasion  to  notice  that 
the  Reform  Bill  (that  of  '32)  was  "passed 
into  law,"  but  the  writing  was  not  very  le- 
gible, and  the  compositor  gave  publicity  to 
the  curious  statement  that  the  measure  was 
"poured  into  a  cow."  Another  told  its  read- 
ers that  a  person  had  received  a  medal  for 
"stealing"  geraniums,  when  in  fact,  no  such 
breach  of  law  had  been  honored,  the  prize 
being  for  "seedling"  geraniums.  Four  sis- 
ters who  had  appeared  at  at  a  fancy  ball  in 
costumes  emblematic  of  the  "four  seasons," 
must  have  been  considerably  surprised  to 
learn  from  next  day's  local  papers  that  they 
most  successfully  personated  the  "five 
senses."  An  admirer  Mr.  Hone —  of  of 
"Every-Day  Book"  and  Queen  Caroline  de- 
fence fame — was,  by  a  slip  of  the  press,  made 
to  speak  of  him  as  one  of  the  most   satanical 


writers  of  the  age.  Of  course  satirical  was 
the  word,  but  the  Tory  prints  gladly  endorsed 
this  characteristic  of  the  Radical  publisher. 
A  newly-appointed  bishop  who  had  visited 
some  interesting  ruins  in  a  remote  corner  of 
his  diocese,  was  surprised  to  learn  that  he 
had  expressed  himself  highly  gratified  with 
the  "iniquities"  of  the  district.  A  lady  is 
said  to  have  been  cured  by  the  Cheltenham 
"waiters."  When  we  read  that  a  well-known 
M.  P.  had  excellent  sport  on  the  moors,  hav- 
ving  bagged  five  brace  of  "peasants,"  we're 
not  alarmed  lest  the  gentleman  in  question 
has  forsaken  his  well-known  philanthropic 
views,  for  those  of  the  Irish  peasantry  who 
were  said  by  Punch  to  have  an  entry  in  their 
almanacs,  "Landlord  shooting  begins."  An 
essayist  wrote,  "Men  must  work  and  play 
too,"  but  omitting  to  cross  his  "t,"  and  was 
horrified  to  find  that  he  had  announced, 
"Men  must  work  and  play  loo."  "Drunken- 
ness is  folly,"  wrote  a  teetotaller;  "Drunken- 
ness is  jolly"  was  the  printed  rendering.  One 
is  almost  tempted  to  suspect  that  the  last  was 
an  intentional  blunder.  We  have  it  in  print 
that  "a  live  surgeon  was  caught  in  the 
Thames  and  retailed  to  the  inhabitants  at  6d 
per  lb."  "Great  excitement  has  been  crea- 
ted by  a  highway  bobbery,"  and  the  gentle- 
man determined  to  go  to  the  pole,"  are  er- 
rata which  are  apt  to  make  a  sort  of  sense  in 
their  erroneous  condition.  A  novelist  in 
describing  the  interior  of  a  Saxon  household, 
wrote  "Harpers  sing  the  deeds  of  old  heroes," 
but  the  public  read  with  amazement,  "Har- 
pers sing  the  beds  of  old  heroes."  In  the 
books  of  Errington  Church  there  is  an  entry 
to  this  effect: — "Paid  W.  Manning  for  kill- 
ing of  three  authors,  3s."  Let  no  one,  how- 
ever, be  deterred  from  visiting  the  locality 
by  this  ominous  transaction.  The  case  is  by 
no  means  so  bad  as  it  looks.  W.  Manning 
was  only  an  otter  hunter. 


Ambidextrous. 

On  a  street-car,  the  actions  of  one  of  the 
passengers  attracted  the  closest  attention  of 
a  boy  about  twelve  years  of  age.  The  man 
first  blew  one  side  of  his  nose,  and  then  the 
other.  Then  he  took  a  handkerchief  from 
one  pocket  and  wiped  the  right-hand  side  of 
his  nose,  and  deliberately  put  that  away  and 
took  out  another  and  wiped  the  left-hand 
side.  The  action  pleased  the  boy  immense- 
ty,  and  he  watched  every  movement  of  the 
man,  who  next  took  from  his  right-hand 
pocket  a  stick  of  gum,  put  it  in  the  right- 
hand  side  of  his  mouth,  and  then  served  the 
left  side  the  same  way.  He  chewed  on  the 
right,  then  on  the  left,  and  the  boy's  eyes 
hung  out  like  pillows  in  a  broken  window. 
The  man  soon  got  rid  of  the  gum,  and  took 
two  chews  of  tobacco  from  two  separate 
boxes,  and  noticing  how  closely  the  boy 
was  watching  him,  he  said: 

"Boy,  do  you  know  me?" 

"No,  sir,  replied  the  boy,  "but  I'll  bet  you 
my  velocipede  agin  a  cent  that  you  can't 
drink  out  of  two  jugs  at  once." 

The  man  hauled  the  half  of  an  orange  out 
of  one  pocket,  and  the  other  half  out  of 
another  pocket,  and  tendered  them  to  the 
boy  as  a  token  of  admiration. 
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The  secret  of  longevity.  Get  to  be  a  Uni- 
ted States  Pensioner.     They  never  die. 

The  Sixth  Annual  Picnic  of  the  California 
Jaeger,  will  take  place  at  Schuetzen  Park, 
Alameda,  on  Sunday,  May  26th.  An  enjoy- 
able time  is  anticipated. 

"Set  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief"  seems  to  be 
the  rule  in  appointing  many  of  the  new  po- 
lice. But  this  is  no  extenuation  for  select- 
ing wooden-legged  men. 

Our  old  pioneers  are  sliding  off,  one  by 
one.  That  theory  of  Beecher's,  regarding 
the  existence  of  the  other  place,  has  excited  a 
great  deal  of  curiosity,  and,  as  Califomians 
are  about  as  inquisitive  as  Yankees,  several 
representative  men  have  gone  over  to  see  for 
themselves. 

Mayor  Bryant  takes  a  week's  rest  at  his 
ranch — from  to-day  until  Monday  next. — 
Wednesday's  Alia.  No  one  but  a  Mayor,  and 
a  rather  talented  one  at  that,  could  ring 
in  seven  days  between  Wednesday  and  Mon- 
day— unless  it  were  a  question  of  putting  in 
time  for  salary. 

The  Sacramento  Bee  has  been  enlarged. 
We  take  especial  pleasure  in  noting  this  im- 
provement, for  the  Bee  is  one  of  the  most  in- 
telligently opinionative  journals  on  the  Coast. 
We  wish  the  plucky  publishers  all  the  luck 
that  their  enterprise  deserves — which  is  say- 
ing a  good  deal. 

Two  of  our  most  useful  dailies  are  now  en- 
gaged in  the  thankless  task  of  making  each 
other  out  to  be  public  swindlers.  It  might 
be  well  to  remind  them  that  their  readers  are 
wearying  of  this  miserable  quarrel.  The 
courts  are  paid  to  hear  these  things — the 
people  are  not. 

The  Twenty-second  Annual  Picnic  and 
Target  Excursion  of  the  San  Francisco  Hus- 
sars, Capt.  C.  C.  Keene,  will  take  place  on 
Thursday,  May  16,  at  Shell  Mound  Park, 
Berkeley.  The  Hussars  are  the  crack  caval- 
ry company  of  the  National  Guard,  and  their 
picnic  will  be  the  event  of  the  season. 

The  will  of  W.  S.  O'Brien  has  been  made 
public.  He  leaves  $300,000  each  to  his  niece 
and  two  nephews,  $50,000  to  the  Orphan 
Asylum  at  San  Rafael,  $30,000  to  the  Eoman 
Catholic  Orphan  Asylum  of  this  city,  and 
$20,000  to  the  Protestant.     The  remainder  of 


his  estate  is  divided  equally  between   his  two 
sisters. 

The  Detroit  Free  Press  comes  to  us  this 
week  from  its  baptism  of  fire  as  large  as  life 
and  as  bright  as  ever.  Though  the  proprie- 
tors lost  all  their  presses,  type  and  furniture, 
there  was  no  interruption  in  the  issue  of  the 
paper.  We  miss  "Bijah"  and  "His  Honor" 
from  its  pages,  but  they  are  old  salamanders, 
and  will  probably  be  at  their  old  tricks  again 
next  week. 

The  Supervisors  have  again  postponed  the 
resolution  to  increase  the  police  force. 
Meantime,  the  outlying  portions  of  the  city 
are  at  the  mercy  of  malefactors  of  all  kinds. 
The  one  hundred  extra  policemen  already 
appointed  are  fairly  offset  by  the  eighty-two 
felons  set  free  by  the  Goodwin  Bill.  The 
police  force  should  be  filled  up  to  its  legal 
standard  of  four  hundred  men  as  soon  as 
possible. 

An  Eastern  exchange  electrifies  us  with 
the  information  that  Princess  Beatrice  "has 
always  been  her  mother's  pet,  and  carries 
about  with  her  a  beaming  countenance." 
We  could  forgive  Beatrice  for  being  her 
mother's  pet;  but  we  see  no  necessity  for  her 
carrying  about  with  her  a  beaming  counte- 
nance. She  might  leave  it  at  home  in  warm 
weather,  and  thus  dispense  with  cosmetics. 
But  perhaps  she  hasn't  the  face  to  do  it. 

If  there  is  any  way  of  dodging  the  moral 
law  human  depravity  will  find  it  out.  "Ed- 
ward, don't  you  go  out  that  gate."  He  was 
found  thirty  minutes  after  forty  rods  oft'  play- 
ing marbles,  and  winning  another  boy's  last 
agate.  "Didn't  I  tell  you  not  to  go  out  of 
that  gate  ?"  said  the  irate  parent.  "Well," 
was  the  reply,  "I  didn't  go  out  of  the  gate; 
I  climbed  over  the  fence."  That  kind  of  lo- 
gic is  circulating  pretty  freely  nowadays. 

A  Louisville  paper  offers  "a  fine  and  fash- 
ionably-bred Berkshire  pig"  as  a  bait  to  catch 
subscribers.  We  always  had  a  high  opinion 
of  our  California  swine,  but  it  has  never  been 
our  custom  to  boast  of  their  fashionable 
breeding.  In  fact,  truth  compels  us  to  ac- 
knowledge that  there  are  probably  not  more 
than  fifty  domestic  pigs  in  the  whole  State 
that  can  speak  French,  or  read  music  at 
sight,  or  even  play  the  piano.  There  is  no 
use  disguising  the  fact.  California  is  behind 
the  times,  at  least  in  the  matter  of  hog  edu- 
cation. 

The  following  call,  signed  by  O.  P.  Fitz- 
gerald, of  the  Home  Newspaper,  San  Fran- 
cisco; N.  W.  Scudder,  Argus,  Petaluma;  F. 
K.  Krauth,  Encinal,  Alameda,  has  been  is- 
sued: "All  publishers  aud  editors  of  news- 
papers on  the  Pacific  Coast  desirous  of  pro- 
moting fraternal  feeling  among  the  craft,  are 
earnestly  requested  to  meet  at  the  Palace 
Hotel,  San  Francisco,  at  noon,  on  the  6th 
day  of  June,  1878,  to  take  the  preliminary 
steps  for  the  organization  of  a  Pacific  Coast 
Press  Association.  We  hope  that  every 
newspaper  on  the  coast  will  be  represented 
at  this  meeting." 

Mr.  Henry  George  sends  us  a  card  an- 
nouncing himself  a  candidate  for  delegate  to 


the  Constitutional  Convention.  He  declares 
that,  without  attempting  experimental  legis- 
lation in  the  Constitution,  he  will  support 
whatever  may  aid  in  making  government 
simpler  and  purer,  bring  it  closer  to  the  peo- 
ple, and  more  under  their  control;  whatever 
shall  check  the  aggressions  of  corporate 
power,  and  whatever  may  aid  in  preventing 
the  degradation  of  labor  and  the  differentia- 
tion of  the  people  into  millionaires  and  pau- 
pers. We  believe  that  Mr.  George  would  be 
a  valuable  man  in  the  Convention,  as  he  has 
made  social  and  political  economy  his  study 
for  years. 

As  there  appears  to  be  some  prospect  that 
privateers  will  be  fitted  out  in  this  harbor 
for  service  against  the  English  merchant 
marine,  we  would  respectfully  suggest  that 
our  worthy  Uncle  has  a  number  of  service- 
able vessels  now  lying  idle  at  Mare  Island, 
and  that  they  would  probably  be  sold  cheap 
for  cash.  Indeed  we  might  hazard  the  asser- 
tion that  if  purchasers  cannot  be  found,  any 
person  desiring  to  possess  a  U.  S.  ship  will 
be  presented  with  one  on  condition  that  he 
tows  another  out  of  the  harbor  and  sinks  her. 
These  ships  of  Uncle  Sam  are  considerably 
in  the  way  at  Mare  Island,  and  it  would  be 
nothing  but  good  public  policy  to  induce 
somebody  to  take  them  away. 

The  harvest  this  year  will  be  one  of  extra- 
ordinary magnitude.  From  all  parts  of  the 
country  come  gleeful  reports  of  the  appearance 
of  the  crops.  The  Grangers  are  happy  in  the 
anticipation  that  this  year's  yield  will  more 
than  offset  the  losses  of  last  year's  drought. 
Califomians  are  proverbially  an  elastic  peo- 
ple, and  recover  from  Jaacksets  with  marve- 
lous rapidity.  Good  humor  is  contagious, 
and  everybody  feels  the  stimulus  of  the  good 
time  coming.  Labor  will  be  in  demand; 
wages  will  be  good;  distress  will  be  banished 
from  the  face  of  the  land.  After  a  year  of 
trying  experience  to  all  classes  of  trade  and 
industry,  the  cloud  has  at  length  broken. 
Let  us  greet  the  merry  harvest  time  with  joy. 
Let  us  employ  the  opportunity  for  remunera- 
tive work.  Let  us  have  no  more  unprofitable 
grumbling.  The  time  for  action  has  arrived. 
Let  us  improve  it. 

The  horny-handed  sons  of  toil  nominated 
for  the  Constitutional  Convention  by  the 
Sixth  Ward  Club  are  as  follows:  Dr.  H.  H. 
Toland;  J.  A.  Folger,  wholesale  merchant; 
John  H.  Wise,  ex-Supervisor;  Peter  Demp- 
sey,  attorney  at  law;  Robert  Stevenson,  real 
estate  dealer;  David  Porter,  wholesale  liquor 
man;  W.  K.  Vanderslice,  jeweler;  Peter  B. 
Hood,  lawyer;  Joseph  W.  Winans,  attorney 
and  politician;  O.  Livermore,  real  estate  man, 
and  Henry  L.  Dempsey,  whose  occupation 
we  are  unable  to  give.  These  names  are 
given  as  published  in  the  daily  papers.  We 
supply  the  occupations  ourselves  from  Lang- 
ley's  Directory  and  personal  knowledge. 
They  are  all,  so  far  as  we  know,  excellent 
men,  and  reflect  credit  on  the  club  that  se- 
lected them;  but  it  would  require  a  violent 
stretching  of  the  term  to  include  such  candi- 
dates under  the  head  of  Workingmen,  as 
that  appellation  is  now  understood. 
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BALDWIN  3. 

Joaquin  Miller's  "Danites"  was  produced 
at  this  theatre  on  Monday  evening,  It  is  a 
play  of  wonderful  power.  The  vicissitudes 
of  life  in  the  mining  camp  are  forcibly  and, 
we  may  say,  accurately  portrayed.  There  is 
at  times  a  tendency  to  poetic  gush  in  the 
text,  but,  altogether,  "The  Danites"  may  be 
set  down  as  fairly  natural.  The  cast  is  a 
strong  one — including,  besides  the  Eastern 
stars,  McKee  Kankin  and  Kitty  Blanchard, 
some  of  the  best  of  our  local  talent.  "The 
Danites"  is  almost  certain  to  have  a  long 
run. 

The  week  was  a  very  dull  one  in  the  thea- 
trical line.  The  Grand  Opera  House  is 
closed  indefinitely,  and  the  illness  of  Miss 
Eogers  necessitated  the  closing  of  the  Cali- 
fornia for  the  week. 

woodward's  qabdeks. 

"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  PldSiles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

SPECIAL  NOTICES: 

— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

■ — People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

— Teeth  saved.  Filling  teeth  a  specialty. 
Gold,  silver  and  bone  fillings,  warranted. 
Beautiful  sets  of  teeth  for  $10  and  upward. 
Laughing  gas  administered;  ten  years  con- 
stant practice.  Office,  120  Sutter  street, 
above  Montgomery,  opposite  the  Lick  House. 
Take  the  elevator.    Dr.  Morffew,  Dentist.    * 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Beal  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason' 
able  terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In 
ternal  Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


NOTICE. 


All    persons    are    warned  against  paying 
money  for  subscription  to 

James  Marborough 

for  the  Illustrated  Wasp.  He  is  not  our 
agent,  and  his  authority  for  receiving  sub- 
scriptions ceases  from  this  date,  April  27th, 
1878.  Wasp  Pcblishinq  Co. 


TO   I..IT, 


Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  It.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Eosa. 


FOR    SAE.E, 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KOEBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Eosa. 


O.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   TerniB  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallbtt  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


The  best  quality  of  stall-fed  Meats   always   on   hand 
at  the  LOWEST  MARKET  KATES, 

5  &  6  California  Market, 

SAN    FRANCISCO. 
Goods  delivered  free  of  charge  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 


'fill 


If: 
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OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back   of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect   it 
from   wear  and  it 
does      not      bind 
around   the   ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men -who  have  called' in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


OK  +f-k    (&OA  per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  $5  free. 
<Ptl    lJU   *P*aVy  Address  Stixsok  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 


409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Keview,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  _AJ.irens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 

FREE 

M&m§  asi  Isielligsmes  Bmzmm 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANST  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours:  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


^SIIMKERT5r.BF&BEE ,  MANAGER.^ 


MAY  28th,  29th  and  30th,  at  2.30  P.  M. 

AT 

MECHANICS'    PAVILION 

FOR 

Fe?<3©  Haitoas3^  ©z»  Colossal  Organ! 


fflieira  e 


ImmeES®  ©p©li©sti»a ! 

Electricity !  Artillery  !  and  Other  INovel- 

ties ! 

Special  engagement  of  the  eminent  New  York  Contralto,  MISS  ANNA 

DRASDEL ! 


H.  W.  WHITNEY,  Boston, 

The  Greatest  Living  Basso. 
Mrs.  HELEN  AMES  BILLINGS,  St.  Louis 
The  Celebrated  Oratorio  Soprano. 


MISS  ABBIE  CLARKE,  Boston, 

The  Popular  Contralto. 
MR.  W.  H.  FESSENDEN,  Boston, 

The  Renowned  Tenor. 


And  other  well-known  SOLOISTS  have  been  engaged  for  this  occasion. 


CONDUCTORS: 
CARL  ZERRAHN,  the  famous  Director  of  the  Boston  Jubilees, 

R.  HEROLD  and  JOHN  P.  MORGAN,  San  Francisco. 


SS"Sale  of  Season  Tickets  opens  at  Sherman,  Hyde  &  Co's  April  29th.      Price   for  the 
Season  of  Three  Days,  §5.00. 

CHAS.  SCHUTZ,  Ticket  Agent. 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and   Sunday,  May    11th 
and  12th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Je. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


bo: 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


fl  fXT  T*\  Anv  worker  can  make  §12  a  day  at  home. 
VTW J-lJL/  outfit  free. 


Costly 
Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  IBIus- 
trations  Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

dgpAll  Postmasters  are   Agents.      Liberal    Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from    -    -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FEANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DntEcTOB. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GDSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 

Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICEES: 


President 

Vice-Peesident  . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.CD.  O' SULLIVAN 


TEUSTEES  ■ 


M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

E.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohne, 

Tbeasueee EDWAED  MAETIN 

Attoeney EICHAED  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    SUNDAY,  APRIL  7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluraa,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg-,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making-  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg-'s 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  and  for  Mendocino 
City  and  the  Geysers. 

tJ3S,ConnectioiiB  made  at  Fulton  on  ollowing-  moruing-  with  the 
Pulton  and  Quemeville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 


Donahue"  connecting- at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 


t£3i,Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHEKTY, 

Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  tbe  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 
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augll-3mos 
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All  Sickness  and  Disease  of  whatever  name  or  nature 
Cnred  without  Medicine. 

Prof.  J.  D.  McLennan,  the  celebrated  healer.  No. 
216  Stockton  street,  cures  without  medicine,  hy  ef- 
fects the  most  mysterious  and  astonishing,  Chronic- 
Catarrh,  Bronchitis,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Female 
Complaints,  Dyspepsia,  Rheumatism,  Scrofula,  Dis- 
eases of  the  Urinary  and  Genital  Organs,  Kidneys, 
Heart,  Liver,  and  all  Chronic  Diseases,  that  baffie 
the  skill  of  other  physicians,  no  matter  how  original- 
ly caused  or  how  aggravated  in  character.  The  Pro- 
fessor claims  no  mysterious  power  other  than  Na- 
ture's. He  claims  it  is  a  God-given  power,  given  ac- 
cording to  his  assurance  of  faith — simply  the  result 
of  mental  impressions,  acting  through  the  electricity 
of  the  nerves  with  such  power  as  to  carry  away  all 
disorders,  and  then  causing  instant  cure. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  laboring  class,  I  receive  pa- 
tients all  day  Sunday  and  make  health  examinations 
free  to  all  every  evening,  Saturday  excepted,  from 
7  to  10. 

^pl  am  willing  to  forfeit  $1,000  for  any  case  of 
private  disease  of  either  sex,  brought  on  by  indiscre- 
tion or  any  other  cause,  that  I  fail  to  cure  in  a  short 
time  without  interruption  to  business.  Parties  at  a 
distance  may  consult  me  by  letter  free  ot  charge. 
Address,  J.  D.  McLENNAN, 

Professor  of  Psychology, 
No.  216  Stockton  Street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

feb23-lm 

DR.  SALFXELD'S 

KEJUVENATOR. 

The  great  remedy  for  weakness  peculiar  to  men: 
cures  nervous  and  physical  debility  and  restores  ex- 
hausted vitality  to  strength  of  manhood  and  vigor  of 
youth  in  from  four  to  six  wekks  with  unfailing  cer- 
tainty; sure  cure  for  kidney,  urinary  and  bladder 
complaints;  price  $2.50  per  bottle,  or  five  bottles  in 
case  for  $10;  sent  everywhere  secure  from  observa- 
tion; communications  strictly  confidential;  consulta- 
tion by  letter  or  in  person  free.  Call  on  or  address 
DR.  SALFIELD,  34  Kearny  street,  San  Francisco. 
Office  hours,  9  till  3  and  6  till  8  P.  M. 

mar2-tf 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


.  i^5* 


CITY  *H0  COl/AmtY   O/tDESfS   f/tO/rTPTlY  /ITT*Ht£B   TO  ■ 
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G.    BAYREUTHER, 

— FKACTICAL— 

Hasmift  &  number, 

Dealer  in  anil  Manufacturer  of 

STOVES,  RANGES,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRON  WARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 
SMOKY   CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

JiO.    226    FIRST    STREET, 

SAM  FRANCISCO. 
aprG-6mos 


D  Q.  A,  BT  E.    «3fe    OQ. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  ®3rst©s?s? 

Stall  No.  93,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finesi 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distant 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


Bu  HIOKS  <Sfc  00., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 


jan5-tf 


SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually   cured   b> 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   ftERARD,    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  u] 
stairs. 

B.  s.  Bunisrs, 

Agent  for 


Lsuatea  wasp 

Office  in  E.  E.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth   Street,   between   J  and  K. 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 
A.  SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


^«r^A°  WHOLESALE  D^Vr  •■ 


®%Sf     221  &.>25   FRONT  STRE  ^ 


ah  yw&w^^ 


mi 

o|g  COMMERCIAL  p^ 
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PUBLISH^ 

EVERY    SATURDAY.    !g 
(HViCALII'-Ol^'IA       ST 

-    NW.  COR    OF  KEARNY    5T-^  — 


SanBrancisco,  May  IBfc-h  I8ZB 


"    RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL 
BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE   WASP. 


SOMETHING      VERY    STRANGE,        A  POUCEMAN     IN   HAYES  VALLEY.'1. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

—    AT  — 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS' 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 

BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Colombia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ...         -      $4.00 
Six  Months  ...  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -  $1.00 

TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE : 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  $5.00 

Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months       -  $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — All  communicatisuo  should 
be  addressed  to  C02  California  Street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  MAY  18,  1878. 


Dr.  Dio  Lewis  is  a  fair  and  awful  example 
of  the  intemperance  of  fanaticism.  "With  all 
his  plausible  theories  concerning  diet  and 
sleeping  and  bathing  and  hygienics  in  gen- 
eral, it  is  pretty  well  understood  that  he  has 
been  an  invalid  for  years,  and  his  recent  seri- 
ous prostration  in  Oakland  utterly  confounds 
all  his  cold  water-and  porridge  rules.  The 
doctor  is  a  visionary — as  much  a  monoma- 
niac, in  his  way,  as  Norton  I.  or  George 
Francis  Train.  His  followers  are  lunatics  of 
a  mild  type.  Their  looks  belie  the  efficacy 
of  the  new  starvation  and  abstinence  doct- 
rine. To  eschew  the  good  things  of  life, 
simply  because  they  may  be  abused,  is  silly, 
it  is,  indeed,  the  most  demoralizing  kind  of 
intemperance.  Nature  has  provided  us  with 
the  concomitants  of  a  generous  diet,  and  Na- 
ture demands  that  the  body  be  adequately 
nourished.  Dio  Lewis  once  boasted  that  he 
could  live  on  fifty  cents  a  week  at  present 
market  rates.  That,  of  course,  is  his  busi- 
ness, but  we  resent  the  introduction  of  such 
fanatic  madness  on  this  Coast  as  we  would 
oppose  any  other  humbug.  The  man  who 
forces  himself  to  live  on  half  a  dollar  a  week 
is  not  likely  to  be  good  for  much.  He 
would  scarcely  be  worth  board  wages  in  any 
calling — even  at  his  own  modest  calculation. 
People  who  have  nothing  to  do  but  dream 
dreams  and  fashion  theories  all  day  long  may 
be  able  to  subsist  on  bread  and  water,  but 
there  is  really  no  good  reason  for  their  living 
at  all. 


[See   Double-page   Illustration."] 

Musical  Suggestions. 

He  that  is  not  moved  by  concord  of  sweet  sounds 
Is  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems  and  spoils — 
Let  no  such  man  be  trusted. 

There  are  those  who  have  no  ear — not  that 
they  are  destitute  of  those  hanging  orna- 
ments, those  exterior  twin  phonographs  com- 
monly known  by  the  term,  ear,  indeed  many 
people  would  make  the  very  mule  envious  of 
their  plenty  in  this  regard — when  we  say 
they  have  no  ear,  we  would  be  understood  to 
mean — for  music.  This  explanation  is  neces- 
sary, for  we  should  be  put  down  as  entirely 
unworthy  of  credence  were  we  to  insinuate 
for  a  moment  that  Oaklanders,  for  instance, 
that  race  of  leviathan  aural  appendages,  had 
no  ear.  Nature  seems  to  have  fashioned  a 
bounteous  pair  of  outriggers  on  most  of  the 
human  family  this  side  of  the  continent,  and 
if  she  has  been  especially  prodigal  in  design- 
ing those  of  Oaklanders  or  Saeramentans, 
we  don't  know  that  it  is  anybody's  business, 
but  that  of  the  people  immediately  concerned. 
To  our  subject,  then. 

We  have  remarked  that  there  are  those 
who  have  no  ear  for  music.  And — must  we 
confess  it  ?— we,  ourselves,  are  not  altogether 
free  from  the  imputation.  It  will  therefore 
be  seeD  at  once  that  we  have  no  motive  or 
desire  to  vaunt  our  musical  ability  at  the  ex- 
pense of  anybody.  A  defective  musical  ear 
may  under  certain  circumstances  (though  we 
confess  that  we  are  unable  to  imagine  them) 
be  an  inconvenience;  but  in  our  humble 
opinion  it  is  a  supreme  advantage  at  most 
times.  "We  would  not  be  understood  as  inti- 
mating that  we  are  not  melted  by  the  con- 
cord of  sweet  soonds.  Far  from  it!  When 
we  heard  that  plaintive  melody,  "The  Sweet 
Bye  and  Bye,"  whistled  softly  by  the  milk- 
man at  4  A.  M.,  we  confess  that  we  are 
strangely  moved.  "Put  me  in  in  my  little 
Bed"  has  often  entranced  us  at  midnight, 
and  we  have  not  infrequently  listened  with 
rapt  attention  to  "Hildebrandt  Montrose." 
But  this  is  a  digression.  Music  hath  its 
charms  for  us  as  well  as  for  those  of  meaner 
clay,  but  these  charms  are  peculiar. 

But  we  never  could  be  made  to  distinguish 
one  note  from  another,  much  less  to  unravel 
those  hieroglyphics,  called  sheet  music,  that 
are  laid  on  our  table  every  week — with  a  re- 
quest for  a  puff.  Not  knowing  the  difference 
between  an  allegro  and  a  crescendo,  to  say 
nothing  of  soslenuto,  slacale,  vivace,  canlabile, 
oscuro,  con  amore  and  con  maguire,  our  mu- 
sical criticisms  have  perhaps  lacked  that  flat- 
tering comprehensiveness  so  soothing  to  com- 
posers; and,  moreover,  we  should  not  be  sur- 
prised to  hear  that  they  were  more  than  or- 
dinarily trite  and  commonplace.  Musical 
composers  are  about  the  easiest  people  in 
the  world  to  make  mad,  and,  when  once  their 
dander  is  up,  they  are  certainly  the  most  un- 
reasonable artisans  in  the  world.  We  well 
remember  the  first  musical  criticism  we  ever 
attempted.  It  was  somewhere  about  last 
August,  and  they  do  say  that  harmony  build- 
ers,like  snakes  and  mosquitoes,  are  pheno- 
menally excitable  in  that  month.  One  morn- 
ing on  arriving  at  our  office — we  had  slept 
well  and  were  at  peace  with  all  the  world — 
we  found  on  our  table  some   forty   pages   of 


musical  manuscript  with  a  tag  affixed,  bear- 
ing the  legend,  "Please  notice."  Having  a 
few  spare  hours  to  read  it  in — editors  always 
have  plenty  of  spare  hours — we  assailed  that 
copy  from  every  point  of  vantage  that  we 
could  occupy,  and  about  1  P.  M.  we  had  got 
off  something  like  this: 

"We  have  just  received  a  choice  mnrceau  of  music 
entitled,  'Darling  Bang  your  Hair  To-night.'  The 
music  is  chaste  and  sad,  but  we  would  suggest  to  tne 
composer  that,  while  he  has  crescended  on  the  cres- 
cendo with  becoming  crescendination,  it  does  not 
appear  to  us  that  he  has  diminished  on  the  diminu- 
endo with  the  proper  amount  of  diminution.  But 
But  that,  after  all,  is  a  slight  fault,  and  we  hope  we 
won't  be  charged  with  hypercriticism  for  mentioning 
it." 

We  awaited  the  result  with  calm  compla- 
cency. The  composer  visited  us  the  day  that 
issue  of  the  Wasp  went  forth  to  the  world. 
He  was  agitated.  He  asked  us  what  we 
meant.  We  told  him  blandly  that  we  would 
charge  nothing  for  the  puff.  He  screamed 
out  that  we  had  ruined  him.  We  smiled  in- 
credulously. He  swore  revenge  then  and 
there.  We  were  agitated,  we  knew  not  why. 
The  crisis  came.  He  was  at  our  throat.  Our 
faithful  shears — but  here  we  lost  conscious- 
ness. We  came  to  ourselves  some  hours  af- 
terwards. We  have  naver  attempted  a  mu- 
sical criticism  since.  "Peace  hath  her  victories 
no  less  renowned  than  War,"  as  Mr.  Milton 
said  some  years  ago.     We  wanted  peace. 

But  the  musical  feast  to  which  our  double- 
page  cartoon  faintly  refers  hath  other  attrac- 
tions than  the  mere  production  of  sweet  sym- 
phonies. Even  those  who,  like  us,  are  un- 
impressible  to  the  magic  influences  of  an  art 
so  soothing,  so  elevating,  and  so  very  refin- 
ing as  music,  will  be  solaced  with  the  har- 
mony of  noises  to  be  produced  at  the  Pavi- 
lion. What  though  enraged  musicians  vio- 
lently saw  the  air  or  seek  to  burst  the  tj'mpa- 
nums  of  their  (musically)  uncultured  audi- 
tors, there  are  other  sounds  whose  soothing 
cadences  will  amply  repay  the  listening.  The 
cartoon  to  which  we  refer  illustrates  some  of 
the  uproarious  contrivances  that  we  should 
like  to  see  as  auxiliaries  at  the  Festival. 
They  may  be  adopted  by  the  Director  and 
they  may  not.  In  any  case  our  duty  to  that 
large  and  respectable  class  of  citizens  who 
do  not  know  a  low  re  from  a  high  do,  is  done. 

The  gentlemanly  director  maybe  discerned 
in  the  midst  of  his  novel  orchestra.  The 
sole  object  of  his  existence  seems  to  be  the 
manufacture  and  control  of  all  sorts  of  noise. 
The  appliances  at  his  command,  and  which 
we  humbly  commend  to  his  distinguished 
consideration,  are  at  once  simple  and  effec- 
tive. There  is  a  ten-stamp  quartz  mill  in  the 
upper  left-hand  corner.  The  music  of  a 
healthy  quartz  mill  is  vastly  lulling  and 
agreeable.  Then  there  are  a  number  of  cats 
hung  by  the  tail.  As  they  gently  scream  in 
perfect  concert  it  cannot  be  denied  that  they 
are  a  wonderful  aid  to  the  general  harmony. 
The  baby  harmonicon  is  a  novel  idea  in  mu- 
sic, indeed  this  one  suggestion  is  worth  the 
whole  price  of  admission.  Anvils,  cannon, 
big  drums,  squealing  pigs,  monster  fiddles, 
and  various  other  harmonious  engines  are  in- 
cluded in  the  illustration  to  which  this  ar- 
ticle refers.     It  may  look  to   the   uninitiated 
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as  if  this  assembly  were  a  very  Babel  of  con- 
fusion. But  a  single  glance  at  the  satisfied 
countenance  of  the  master  of  ceremonies  will 
show  that  he  has  the  entire  company  under 
perfect  control. 


fSee  Illustration  on  First  Page.l 
A  Policeman  in  Hayes  "Valley. 

That  interesting  suburb  of  San  Francisco 
which  goes  under  the  name  of  Hayes  Valley, 
is  situated,  as  most  of  our  readers  know,  to- 
ward the  western  limits  of  our  metropolitan 
civilization.  The  boundaries  of  the  district 
are  somewhat  confusing,  almost  every  indi- 
vidual who  cares  to  mention  the  place  at  all 
sets  different  limits  to  it.  But  there  is  no 
dispute  as  to  the  degree  of  wealth,  elegance 
and  refinement  reached  by  the  inhabitants  of 
its  classic  shades.  All  the  concomitants  of  a 
high,  not  to  say  intense,  civilization  are  to 
be  found  there — with  one  exception.  That 
glorious  product  of  modern  times  and  repub- 
lican institutions,  the  San  Francisco  police- 
man, has  hitherto  fought  rather  shy  of  Hayes 
Valley.  Why  this  should  be  we  are  unable 
to  imagine.  The  air  is  salubrious,  the  peo- 
ple are  sociable,  the  corner  groceries  are  as 
hospitable  as  those  in  any  quarter  of  the  city. 
True,  the  streets  are  rather  dusty  and  the 
blocks  magnificent  from  their  very  vastness, 
but  these  causes  do  not  satisfactorily  explain 
the  slight  that  has  hitherto  been  put  upon 
Hayes  Valley  by  the  Department. 

We  know  old  residents  of  the  Valley  who 
have  not  seen  a  policeman  for  years.  They 
have  consistently  strained  their  eyes  day  after 
day  to  get  just  one  glimpse  of  a  grey-coat, 
but  he  came  not.  Children  have  been  born, 
marriages  consummated,  and  the  aged  car- 
ried to  the  solitude  of  Lone  Mountain,  but 
that  tardy  cop  could  not  be  seen.  When  the 
suspense  became  greater  than  the  househol- 
der could  bear,  he  generally  rushed  down  to 
the  City  Hall  that  he  might  feast  his  eyes  on 
the  long  rows  of  elegant  peace  officers  who 
line  the  benches  of  the  Police  office.  But 
Hayes  Valley  was  ignored,  and  a  generation 
arose  and  passed  away  without  either  the  in- 
terference, connivance  or  sympathy  of  the 
Police. 

Happily  all  this  is  uow  changed.  A  po- 
liceman has  been  seen  in  Hayes  Valley!  We 
know  this  will  be  received  with  a  smile  of  in- 
credulity by  most  people,  but  we  insist  upon 
its  truth.  We  saw  him  ourselves.  Our  ar- 
tist saw  him,  and  immortalized  him  by  a 
sketch  which  may  be  seen  on  our  front  page. 
There  is  therefore  no  room  for  doubt,  singu- 
lar as  it  may  seem;  the  man  was  seen  by 
hundreds.  As  he  walked  along  with  mea- 
sured step  and  haughty  mien,  he  was  the  cy- 
nosure of  all  eyes.  The  people  rushed  from 
their  houses  in  a  delirium  of  delight  to  view 
the  unwonted  spectacle.  Women  swooned 
and  strong  men  wept  as  they  gazed  upon  the 
magnificent  proportions  of  the  first  cop  (we 
use  the  term  with  all  reverence)  seen  in 
Hayes  Valley.  Children  screamed  and 
shouted  their  joy  as  they  followed  him  around 
for  blocks.  At  first  there  was  considerable 
speculation  as  to  the  nature  of  the  strange 
animal.  Old  grey  heads  alone  could  explain 
the   marvel,   as  the   rising  generation  had 


never  seen  anything  of  the  kind  before.  It 
was  settled  by  the  venerable  sires  and  dames 
of  the  coinmuity  that  this  was  a  policeman. 
The  critical  examination  indulged  in  by  the 
populace  (and  which  is  graphically  and  faith- 
fully illustrated  by  our  artist)  confirmed  the 
fact. 

As  a  sensation  the  appearance  of  that  of- 
ficer was  an  unequivocal  success.  His  de- 
portment was  haughty,  his  expression  su- 
blime. If  there  was  a  shade  of  supercilious- 
ness about  it  there  was  a  reason  for  the  as- 
sumed importance  of  the  mysterious  stran- 
ger. He  could  afford  to  look  with  contempt 
upon  the  wondering  rabble,  for  was  he  not  a 
San  Francisco  policeman  ? 


Can  the  Constitution  be  Improved? 

Many  worthy  citizens,  who  take  a  pardon- 
able pride  in  the  work  of  the  Monterey  Con- 
stitutional Convention  of  '49,  think  that  our 
present  Constitution  is  the  pink  of  human 
perfection  in  statecraft,  and  do  not  believe 
that  the  men  who  shall  be  entrusted  with  the 
work  of  remodeling  it  will  effect  any  great 
degree  of  improvement.  We  confess  that 
we  have  shared  their  doubts  to  a  consider- 
able extent,  ourselves.  Not  that  we  doubt 
for  a  moment  that  improvement  can  be  made, 
our  only  solicitude  is  whether,  under  the  ex- 
traordinary pressure  that  will  be  brought  to 
bear  upon  the  delegates  by  cliques,  factions, 
parties  and  powerful  corporations,  and  which 
in  the  primitive  state  of  the  country  exercised 
little  or  no  influence  in  '49,  whether  the  Con- 
stitution as  it  leaves  the  hands  of  the  Con- 
vention, will  really  be  any  improvement  upon 
the  old  instrument. 

That  there  are  great  wrongs  and  abuses 
existing  under  our  present  organic  law,  no 
one  can  doubt.  Whether  or  not  a  Conven- 
vention  of  citizens  having  such  diverse  in- 
terests as  an  ordinary  elective  body  can  hit 
upon  the  remedy  in  every  case  may  well  be 
questioned.  The  Constitutional  Convention 
will  meet  and  deliberate  in  apparent  freedom 
from  all  kinds  of  outside  influence,  but  it 
will  be  influenced.  The  members  will  nomi- 
nally have  equal  power  in  its  councils,  but  in 
reality  a  dozen  or  so  of  the  shrewdest  and 
most  intelligent  will  do  all  the  work.  The 
others  will  be  mere  figure  heads;  their  busi- 
ness there  will  be  to  listen  and  vote.  We 
say  this  in  the  light  of  past  experience  with 
Legislatures  and  Conventions.  The  people 
can  decide  the  matter,  they  can  say  how 
many  dummies  will  be  sent.  We  can  say 
that  if  mere  party  is  considered  in  the  com- 
ing election,  the  State  will  gain  nothing  by 
the  Convention. 

We  have  not  space  to  enter  into  details, 
but  we  would  respectfully  urge  that  the  gra- 
vest questions  that  arise  in  the  deliberations 
of  the  Convention  will  be  the  land  taxation 
and  corporate  control.  Let  land  be 
taxed  equally,  as  it  should  be,  the  broad 
acres  of  the  land-grabber  as  well  as  the 
homestead  of  the  poor  farmer,  and  we  shall 
hear  no  more  of  men  holding  whole  counties 
in  their  sordid  grasp,  while  thousands  of  wil- 
ling toilers  are  unable  to  obtain  a  home  in  a 
State  of  which  less  than  five  per  cent,  is  cul- 
tivated.    This,  in  our  opinion,   is  the  most 


important  issue  before  the  Convention.  The 
present  system  of  land  taxation,  if,  indeed, 
there  be  any  system,  tends  to  create  two  dis- 
tinct classes,  land  lords  and  land  serfs;  and 
the  consolidation  of  acres  will  go  on,  unless 
checked  by  Constitutional  intervention  until 
there  are  as  few  owners  of  land  in  California 
as  in  Scotland. 

The  corporate  abuses  that  have  grown  up 
in  California  are  so  dangerous  as  to  warrant 
the  remodeling  of  the  organic  law  for  their 
suppression  alone.  The  State  has  been  gov- 
erned by  the  Railroad  for  ten  years,  and 
every  city  is  partially  governed  by  a  water, 
gas,  or  other  monopoly.  If  the  Convention 
cures  these  two  evils  of  land  taxation  and 
corporate  arrogance,  it  will  not  matter  much 
whether  it  does  anything  else.  Let  dele- 
gates be  selected  with  reference  to  their  in- 
formation and  soundness  on  these  two  points 
and  we  think  the  Constitution  will  be  im- 
proved. If  a  lot  of  ignorant,  purchasable, 
venal  place  hunters,  each  one  governed  by 
some  petty  local  interest,  are  sent  to  Sacra- 
mento, we  think  the  State  will  be  the  loser. 
The  people  must  decide. 


The  cartoon  on  page  672  refers  to  the  curi- 
ous predicament  in  which  the  Lieutenant 
General  finds  himself  just  now.  It  depicts 
the  result  of  his  efforts  to  split  the  Working- 
men's  Party,  represented  by  a  solid  stump. 
The  split  had  almost  been  successful  when 
the  wedge,  the  County  Committee,  fell  out 
leaving  the  Dictator  hard  and  fast  be- 
tween the  returning  sections.  His  position 
is  one  of  intense  agony.  His  hands  are  se- 
cured, and  he  is  alike  powerless  for  good  or 
for  evil.  The  wedge  is  beyond  his  reach, 
and  there  is  no  help  for  him.  But  perhaps 
"out  of  this  nettle,  danger,"  he  may  be  able 
to  "pluck  the  flower,  safely,"  by  shunning 
pursuits  for  which  he  is  conspicuously  un- 
adapted  either  by  nature  or  education. 


The  Post  is  in  a  desperate  quandary.  It  is 
all  on  account  of  this  coming  Convention 
election.  It  has  been  trying  to  establish  it- 
self as  the  labor  organ  of  the  city,  though  its 
work  in  that  regard  has  been  quietly  ignored 
by  the  Workingmen.  Now  it  finds  itself  be- 
tween the  horns  of  a  dilemna.  It  dare  not 
speak  against  the  Workingmen's  Party, 
though  its  interest  and  affiliations  are  essen- 
tially Kepublican.  It  dare  not  uphold  the 
Republicans,  because  it  has  more  than  once 
committed  itself  in  favor  of  the  Workingmen. 
The  Workingmen  are  suspicious,  the  Repub- 
licans are  irritated.  This  comes  of  trying  to 
carry  water  on  both  shoulders,  The  Post  is 
in  a  bad  way. 


Heee  are  a  few  words  from  the  London 
Times  which  are  worthy  of  study  at  this  time : 
"The  Americans  have  political  sagacity 
enough  to  distinguish  between  intemperate 
or  even  revolutionary  speech,  and  rebellious 
action.  They  have  unbounded  toleration  for 
the  one,  but  have  never  shown  any  great 
patience  with  the  other.  We  do  not  doubt, 
if  they  have  to  deal  with  any  dangerous  form 
of  Communism,  they  will  deal  with  it  effect- 
ively." 
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-A.   LEGEND    OF   THE    DO  a   DAYS. 


IN    TWO    PARTS-PART   I. 


1.  Mr.  Muggins  arrives  at  that  beautiful 
shore,  and  prepares  to  take  a  constitutional 
swim. 


_  2.  He  charges  Growler  with  the  care  of 
his  voluminous  garments.  Growler  under- 
takes the  charge. 


3.     Mr.   Muggins   enjoys  his   bath,  while 
Growler  lays  for  imaginary   clothes   thieves. 


4  Having  enjoyed  his  bath  Mr.  Muggins 
is  startled  to  find  that  Growler  does  not  re- 
cognize him. 


5.     Growler  insists  that  he  has  not  the 
pleasure  of  Mr.  Muggins'  acquaintance. 


6.  And  is  insensible  to  the  vituperation  of 
his  quandam  master.  Next  week  Muggins 
will— but  we  won't  anticipate. 
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Down  in  the  mouth — the  first  swallow  of 
boarding-house  butter. 

Men  who  lounge  round  Kearney  street  try- 
ing to  live  by  their  wits  usually  fail  for  lack 
of  capital. 

About  this  time  the  bucolic  muse  soareth 
upon  the  wings  of  the  wind  to  sing  of  tall 
barley  and  impossible  pumpkins. 

And  now  they  are  going  to  dispute 
O'Brien's  will  on  the  theory  that  he  was  mar- 
ried.    Bich  men  die  that  lawyers   may  live. 

How  doth  the  busy  mosquito 

Improve  each  shining  minute, 
And  sting  the  wand'riug  Kearney  head, 

Because  there's  nothing  in  it. 

The  Bresidential  Election  question  has 
raised  the  deuce  in  the  House.  We  had  al- 
most inadvertently  used  the  other  word  but 
Beecber  saj's  there's  no  such  place. 

The  Nominating  Convention  of  Twenty- 
five  holds  its  sessions  in  profound  secrecy  at 
the  Chamber  of  Commerce.  This  can  be 
seen  from  the  excellent  reports  printed  in 
the  morning  papers. 

Bev.  I.  S.  Kalloch  has  been  lecturing  on 
"Joseph,  or  Moral  Purity."  There  is  no 
man  in  town  (seeing  that  Beecber  has  not  yet 
arrived)  who  is  more  competent  to  treat  the 
subject  than  Mr.  Kalloch. 

"Let  us  use  the  talents  God  has  given  us," 
say  the  Kearney  rounders,  as  they  retire  from 
a  Workingmen's  meeting.  And  then  they 
get  on  the  other  side  of  the  street  and  bom- 
bard the  hall  with  cobble  stones. 

About  this  time  the  agricultural  editor  dis- 
coursed blandly  about  "our  glorious  cli- 
mate." And  about  this  time  the  said  edi- 
tor's threadbare  coat  is  stiff  with  our  glori- 
ous dust,  and  his  windpipe  hungreth  after 
Eastern  beer. 

Edison's  phonograph  can  do  a  number  of 
wonderful  things  but  it  can't  inform  the 
world  on  one  little  matter,  simple  as  it  is. 
In  its  present  undeveloped  condition,  it  can- 
not tell  us  what  becomes  of  the  average  San 
Francisco  politician  during  the  "off  year." 

In  a  short  time  several  people  will  go  to 
Sacramento  to  make  a  Constitution.  It  is 
safe  to  say  that  the  majority  of  them  will 
tackle  the  job  with  almost  as  much  interest 
as  they  would  evince  at  a  dog  fight;  but  not 
perhaps  with  the  same  degree  of  amusement. 

Can  any  one  tell  us  why  the  majority  of  the 
Supervisors  insist  on  retaining  the  bandit 
uniform  that  has  so  long  disfigured  the  noble 


persons  of  our  brave  defenders,  the  police? 
Perhaps  it's  a  case  of  emotional  insanity  su- 
perinduced by  representations  from  local 
manufacturers  of  the  gray  cloth. 

We  have  been  deceived  long  enough  with 
the  "Gilt  Edge,"  "Golden  Leaf,"  "Ambro- 
sia" and  other  delusions  in  the  way  of  Marin 
County  brands.  The  most  appropriate  name 
we  can  think  of  now  for  that  daily  product, 
as  served  at  our  boarding  house,  is  "Hercu- 
les."    Let  us  be  consistent. 

The  Grand  Opera  House,  having  proved  a 
brilliant  and  continuous  failure,  it  is  pro- 
posed to  turn  it  to  some  use.  We  had  a  no- 
tion that  it  might  be  converted  into  an  asy- 
lum for  disappointed  actors  who  have 
traveled  here  on  their  Eastern  reputations, 
but  the  building  is  too  small  to   hold  them. 

The  dust  on  Monday  was  of  that  fine  tex- 
ture and  insinuating  quality  that  shows  the 
wisdom  of  our  City  Fathers  in  having  the 
streets  cleaned.  A  total  eclipse  of  the  sun 
could  not  have  more  effectually  obscured  the 
vision.  We  object  to  have  dust  thrown  in 
our  eyes  after  that  fashion.  Let  the  streets 
be  cleaned  and  sprinkled. 

Another  venerable  industry  is  to  be  broken 
up.  It  is  proposed  to  illuminate  San  Fran- 
cisco with  the  electric  light,  thus  making  the 
occupation  of  footpads  and  garrotters  ex- 
tremely hazardous,  if  not  impossible. 
Another  class  of  misdoers— the  Gas  Com- 
panies— will  also  be  affected  by  the  innova- 
tion, and  we  say,  hasten  the  day. 

At  last  the  much  maligned  proof-reader 
has  immortalized  himself.  We  find  in  a 
country  exchange,  a  spicy  article  under  the 
caption,  "Beecber  in  Hell."  Of  course  that 
in  should  have  been  spelled  with  an  o,  but 
there  was  such  a  shade  of  fitness  in  the  blun- 
der that  we  supposed  the  proof-reader  smil- 
ingly let  it  pass.  .  As  Milton  puts  it: 

"Myself  am  hell, 

Where'er  I  go  am  hell." 

Col.  W.  H.  L.  Barnes  owns  a  carriage, 
and  he  insists  on  the  right  to  drive  said  ve- 
hicle over  the  common  herd.  Barnes  is  a 
lawyer  and  knows  enough  of  law  to  trans- 
gress it  with  impunity.  But  the  action  of 
the  Chief  of  Police  in  suspending  officer  Gil- 
lespie for  doing  his  duty  cannot  be  defended, 
even  on  the  supposition  that  he,  the  chief, 
was  magnetized  by  the  valiant  Colonel.  We 
are  glad  to  notice  that  Gillespie  has  been  re- 
instated. 

In  the  Spring  the  young  man's  fancy 

Lightly  turns  to  thoughts  of  verse, 
While  the  editor  in  frenzy 

Orders  out  the  office  hearse. 
Thus  'twas  ever,  since  this  paper 

Started  on  its  mission  brave, 
All  who  cut  a  rhyming  caper, 

At  this  season,  find  the  grave. 
Out  toward  the  Pacific  Ocean, 

There  the  graves  lie  thick  and  deep; 
Touch  them  lightly,  sandy  zephyrs! 

There  the  sad  Spring  poets  sleep. 

Last  week  we  gave  currency  to  a  notice 
concerning  the  proposed  Editors'  Conven- 
tion. They  are  to  meet  at  the  Palace  Hotel 
on  the  Gth  of  June.     A  decent  regard  for  the 


eternal  fitness  of  things  and  a  due  respect  for 
the  feelings  of  threadbare  newspaper  men 
who  have  barely  survived  the  persistent  at- 
tacks of  delinquent  subscribers  would  have 
resulted  in  convening  that  meeting  in  one  of 
the  spacious  parlors  of  the  What  Cheer 
House.  The  Palace  Hotel,  indeed!  Just 
think  of  it. 


A  Spirited  Cartoon. 

Last  week  we  published  a  cartoon,  show- 
ing how  the  working  classes  employ  Chinese 
to  an  almost  equal  extent  with  capitalists. 
The  Chronicle  says  of  it:  "The  Wasp  this 
week  contains  a  spirited  two-page  cartoon  by 
Keller.  It  depicts  a  live  topic,  is  admirably 
conceived  and  excellently  executed." 

The  Alia  says:  "The  artist  who  designs 
cartoons  for  the  Wasp,  has  made  a  series  of 
brilliant  successes — the  last  is  a  spirited  il- 
lustration of  the  true  inwardness  of  the  pro- 
vailing  topic." 

THE    OLD    HOME. 

It  is  not  a  castle  olden, 
Standing  in  the  sunlight  golden, 

Relic  of  the  Past, 
With  a  deep  moat  mossed  and  hoary, 
And  a  ray  from  bygone  glory 

O'er  its  ruin  cast. 

But  a  mansion  fair  and  pleasant, 
Known  alike  of  peer  and  peasant 

For  its  kindly  cheer, 
With  its  glades  of  leafy  covers, 
Ferny  haunts  of  loitering  lovers, 

And  the  shy  wild-dear. 

Crimson  blossoms  redly  glowing, 
Flickering  shadows  o'er  it  throwing, 

Veil  the  lichen's  stain; 
Sunset  gleams  of  rose  and  amber, 
Where  the  ivy  tendrils  clamber, 

Flush  each  casement  pane. 

Lurks  no  ghost  behind  the  arras, 
Happy  midnight  dreams  to  harass, 

Wakes  no  Banshee's  wail; 
Tapestry,  nor  antique  lumber, 
Both  its  sunny  hall  encumber, 

Shield,  nor  suit  of  mail. 

Morning  wakes  its  household  noises, 
Busy  footsteps,  laughing  voices, 

As  in  days  of  yore; 
Burns  its  warm  hearth  too,  brightly, 
Where  the  gay  groups  gather  nightly, 

Though  it  knows  no  more. 

Hearts,  by  other  loves  supplanted; 
Steps,  that  once  its  precinct  haunted, 

Hushed  by  mount  and  sea; 
Only  my  sad  heart  remembers 
Flowery  Junes  and  dark  Decembers, 

Spent,  old  home,  in  thee! 

Shadows  pace  the  garden  alleys, 
Wander  with  me  through  the  valleys, 

Join  my  woodland  walk; 
And  by  streamlets  willow-shaded, 
Where  the  song-birds  serenaded, 

Parted  lovers  talk. 

Idly  talking,  idly  dreaming, 
With  the  sunlit  waters  gleaming 

Golden  at  their  feet, 
While  the  fair-haired  children  plunder, 
Rosy-mouthed,,  with  blue-eyed  wonder, 

Fruitage  wild  and  sweet. 

When  I  stretch  my  hands  in  greeting, 
Each  familiar  name  repeating, 

Straightway  from  my  sight, 
Back  to  angel  bowers  they  vanish, 
Even  as  beams  of  morning  banish 

Visions  of  the  night. 
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NIGHT-DANCERS 

OF 

BY  CHARLES  WARREN  STODDARD. 


[CONCLUDED. "J 

THE  boughs  of  densely  leaved  trees 
reached  out  to  one  another  across  the 
water.  We  proceeded  with  more  caution 
as  the  channel  grew  narrow;  and  pressing 
through  a  submerged  thicket  of  reeds,  we  routed 
a  flock  of  water-fowls  that  wheeled  overhead 
on  heavy  wings,  filling  the  valley  with  their  clamor. 
Two  or  three  dogs  barked  sleepily  off  somewhere  in 
the  darkness,  and  the  voice  of  some  one  calling 
floated  to  us  as  clear  as  a  bird's  note,  though  we 
knew  it  must  be  far  away.  We  strode  through  a 
cane-field,  its  smoky  plumes  just  tipped  with  moon- 
light, and  saw  the  pinnacle  of  Mauna  Kea,  as  spa- 
cious and  splendid  as  the  fairy  pavilion  that  Nourgi- 
han  brought  to  Pari-Banou,  illuminated  as  for  a  fes- 
tival. To  the  left,  a  stream  fell  from  the  cliff,  a  rib- 
bon of  gauze  fluttering  noiselessly  in  the  wind. 

"O,  look!"  said  Felix,  who  had  yielded  again  to 
the  influences  of  Nature.  Looking,  I  saw  the  moon 
resting  upon  the  water  for  a  moment,  while  the  dew 
seemed  actually  to  drip  from  her  burnished  disk. 
Again  Felix  exclaimed,  or  was  on  the  point  of  ex- 
claiming, when  he  checked  himself  in  awe.  I  ran 
to  him,  and  was  silent  with  him,  while  we  too  stood 
worshipping  one  stately  palm  that  rested  its  glorious 
head  upon  the  glowing  bosom  of  the  moon,  like  the 
Virgin  in  her  Radiant  aureola. 

"Well,"  said  our  host,  "supposing  we  get  along!" 
We  got  along,  by  land  and  water,  into  a  village  in  an 
orange-grove.  There  was  a  subdued  murmur  of 
many  voices.  I  think  the  whole  community  would 
have  burst  into  a  song  of  some  sort  at  the  slightest 
provocation.  On  we  paced,  in  Indian-file,  through 
narrow  lanes,  under  the  shining  leaves.  Pale  blos- 
soms rained  down  upon  us,  and  the  air  was  oppres- 
sively sweet.  Groups  of  natives  sat  in  the  lanes, 
smoking  and  laughing.  Lovers  made  love  in  the 
face  of  heaven,  ixtterly  unconscious  of  any  human 
presence.  Felix  grew  nervous,  and  proposed  with- 
drawing; but  whither,  O  Felix,  in  all  these  islands, 
wouldst  thou  hope  to  find  love  unrequited,  or  lovers 
shamefaced  withal?  Much  Chicago  hath  made  thee 
mad! 

Through  a  wicket  we  passed,  where  a  sentinel 
kept  ward.  Within  the  bamboo  paling,  a  swarm  of 
natives  gathered  about  us,  first  questioning  the 
nature  of  our  visit,  which  having  proved  entirely 
satisfactory,  we  were  welcomed  in  real  earnest,  and 
offered  a  mat  in  an  inner  room  of  a  large  house, 
rather  superior  to  the  average,  and  a  disagreeable 
liquor — brewed  of  oranges,  very  intoxicating  when 
not  diluted,  and  therefore  popular. 

We  were  evidently  the  lions  of  the  hour,  for  we 
sat  in  the  centre  of  the  first  row  of  spectators  who 
were  gathered  to  witness  the  hula-hula.  We  reclined 
as  gracefully  us  possible  upon  our  mats,  supported 
by  plump  pillows,  stuffed  with  dried  ferns,  Slender 
rushes — strung  with  fcufcui-nuts,  about  ihe  size  of 
chestnuts,  and  very  oily — were  planted  before  us 
like  foot-lights,  which,  being  lighted  at  the  top, 
burned  slowly  downward,  till  the  whole  were  con- 
sumed, giving  a  good  light  for  several  hours. 

The  groat  mat  upon  the  floor  before  us  was  the 
stage.  Ou  one  side  of  it  a  half-dozen  muscular  fel- 
lows were  squatted,  with  large  calabashes  headed 
with  tightly  drawn  goat-skins.  These  were  the 
drummers  and  singers,  who  could  beat  nimbly  with 
their  fingers,  and  sing  the  epics  of  their  country,  to 
the  unceasing  joy  of  all  listeners.  "It's  an  opera," 
shouted  Felix,  in  a  frenzy  of  delight  at  his  discovery. 


A  dozen  performers  entered,  fitting  in  two  lines,  face 
to  face — six  women  and  six  men.  Each  bore  a  long 
joint  of  bamboo,  slit  at  one  end  like  a  broom.  Then, 
began  a  singularly  intricate  exercise,  called  pi-ula. 
Taking  a  bamboo  in  one  hand,  they  struck  it  in  the 
palm  of  the  other,  on  the  shoulder,  on  the  floor  in 
front,  to  left  and  right;  thrust  it  out  before  them, 
and  were  parried  by  the  partners  opposite;  crossed 
it  over  and  back,  and  turned  in  a  thousand  ways  to  a 
thousand  metres,  varied  with  chants  and  pauses. 
"Then  it's  a  pantomime,"  added  Felix,  getting  inte- 
rested in  the  unusual  skill  displayed.  For  half  an 
hour  or  more  the  thrashing  of  the  bamboos  was  pro- 
longed, while  we  were  hopelessly  confused  in  our  en- 
deavors to  follow  the  barbarous  harmony,  which  was 
never  broken  nor  disturbed  by  the  expert  and  tireless 
performers. 

During  the  first  rest,  liquor  was  served  iu  gourds. 
Part  of  the  company  withdrew  to  smoke,  and  the 
conversation  became  general  and  noisy.  Felix  was 
enthusiastic,  and  drank  the  health  of  some  of  the 
younger  members  of  the  troupe,  who  had  offered  him 
the  gourd. 

A  rival  company  then  repeated  the  pi-ulu,  with 
some  additions;  the  gourds  were  again  filled  and 
emptied.  "Now  for  the  hula-hula,"  said  the  host, 
who  had  imbibed  with  Felix,  though  he  reserved  his 
enthusiasm  for  something  less  childish  than  pi-ulu. 
It  is  the  national  dance,  taught  to  all  children  by 
their  parents,  but  so  difficult  to  excel  in  that  the  few 
who  perfect  themselves,  can  afford  to  travel  on  this 
one  specialty. 

There  was  a  murmur  of  impatience,  speedily 
checked  and  followed  by  a  burst  of  applause,  as  a 
band  of  beautiful  girls,  covered  with  wreaths  of 
flowers  and  vines,  entered  and  seated  themselves 
before  us.  While  the  musicians  beat  an  introduc- 
tory overture  upon  the  turn- turns,  the  dancers  pro- 
ceeded to  bind  shells  and  scarfs  about  their  wrists, 
turban  fashion.  They  sat  in  a  line,  facing  us,  a  foot 
or  two  apart.  The  loose  sleeves  of  their  dresses  were 
caught  up  at  the  shoulder,  exposing  arms  of  almost 
perfect  symmetry,  while  their  bare  throats  were 
scarcely  hidden  by  the  necklaces  of  jasmines  that 
coiled  about  them. 

Then  the  leader  of  the  band,  who  sat,  gray-headed 
and  wrinkled,  at  one  end  of  the  room,  throwing  back 
his  head,  uttered  a  long,  wild  and  shrill  guttural — a 
sort  of  invocation  to  the  goddess  of  the  hula-hula. 
There  had,  no  doubt,  been  some  sort  of  sacrifice 
offered  in  the  early  part  of  the  evening — such  as  a 
pig  or  a  fowl — for  the  dance  has  a  religious  signi- 
ficance, and  is  attended  by  its  appropriate  cere- 
monies. When  this  clarion  cry  had  ended,  the 
dance  began,  all  joining  in  with  wonderfully  accurate 
rhythm,  the  body  swaying  slowly  backward  and  for- 
ward, to  left  and  right;  the  arms  tossing  or  rather 
waving,  in  the  air  above  the  head,  now  beckoning 
some  spirit  of  light,  so  tender  and  seductive  were  the 
emotions  of  the  dancers,  so  graceful  and  free  the 
movements  of  the  wrists;  now,  in  violence  and  fear, 
they  seemed  to  repulse  a  host  of  devils  that  hovered 
invisibly  about  them. 

The  spectators  watched  and  listened  breathlessly, 
fascinated  by  the  terrible  wildness  of  the  song  and 
the  monotonous  thrumming  of  the  accompaniment. 
Presently  the  excitement  increased.  Swifter  and 
more  wildly  the  bare  arms  beat  the  air,  embracing, 
as  it  were,  the  airy  forms  that  haunted  the  dancers, 
who  rose  to  their  knees,  and  with  astonishing  agility, 
caused  the  clumsy  turbans  about  their  loins  to  quiver 
with  an  undulatory  motion,  increasing  or  decreasing 
with  the  sentiment  of  the  song  and  the  enthusiasm 
of  the  spectators. 

Felix  wanted  to  know  "how  long  they  could  keep 
that  up  and  live?" 

Till  daybreak,  as  we  found!  There  was  a  little 
resting  spell — a  very  little  resting  spell  now  and 
then — for  the  gourd's  sake,  or  three  whiffs  at  a  pipe 
that  would  poison  a  White  Man  in  ten  minutes;  and 
before  we  half  expected  it,  or  had  a  thought  of  urging 
the  unflagging  dancers  to  renew  their  marvelous 
gyrations,  they  were  at  it  in  terrible  earnest. 

From  the  floor  to  their  knees,  from  their  knees  to 
their  feet,  now  facing  us,  now  turning  from  us,  they 


spun  and  ambled,  till  the  ear  was  deafened  with 
cheers  and  boisterous,  half-drunken,  wholly  passion- 
ate laughter. 

The  room  whirled  with  the  reeling  dancers,  who 
seemed  encircled  with  living  serpents  in  the  act  of 
swallowing  big  lumps  of  something  from  their  throats 
clear  to  the  tips  of  their  tails,  and  the  convulsions 
continued  till  the  hysterical  dancers  staggered  and 
fell  to  the  floor,  overcome  by  unutterable  fatigue. 

The  sympathetic  Felix  fell  with  them,  his  head 
sinking  under  one  of  the  rush  candles,  that  must 
have  burned  into  his  brain  had  he  been  suffered  to 
immolate  himself  at  that  inappropriate  and  unholy 
time  and  place.  This  was  the  forbidden  dance  still 
practiced  in  secret,  though  the  law  forbids  it;  and  to 
the  Hawaiian  it  is  more  beautiful,  because  more  sen- 
suous, than  anything  else  in  the  world. 

I  proposed  departing  at  this  stage  of  the  festival, 
but  Felix  said  it  was  not  practicable.  He  felt  unwell, 
and  suggested  the  efficacy  of  another  attack  of 
lomi-lomi. 

A  slight  variation  in  the  order  of  the  dances  fol- 
lowed. A  young  lover,  seated  in  the  centre  of  the 
room,  beat  a  tatoo  upon  his  calabash  and  sang  a  song 
of  love.  In  a  moment  he  was  answered.  Out  of  the 
darkness  rose  the  sweet,  shrill  voice  of  the  loved 
one.  Nearer  and  nearer  it  approached;  the  voice 
rang  clear  and  high,  melodiously  swelling  upon  the 
air.  It  must  have  been  heard  far  off  in  the  valley, 
it  was  so  plaintive  and  penetrating.  Secreted  at  first 
behind  shawls  hung  in  the  corner  of  the  room,  some 
dramatic  effect  was  produced  by  her  entrance  at  the 
right  moment.  She  enacted  her  part  with  graceful 
energy.  To  the  regular  and  mechanical  thrumming 
of  the  calabash,,  she  sang  her  song  of  love.  Yielding 
to  her  emotion  she  did  not  hesitate  to  betray  all; 
neither  was  he  of  the  calabash  slow  to  respond;  and 
scorning  the  charms  of  goatskin  and  gourd,  he  Bprang 
toward  her  in  the  madness  of  his  soul,  when  she, 
having  reached  the  climax  of  desperation,  was  hurried 
from  the  scene  of  her  conquest  amid  whirlwinds  of 
applause. 

"It's  a  dance,  that's  what  is!"  muttered  Felix,  as 
the  audience  began  slowly  to  disperse.  Leading  him 
back  to  the  canoe,  we  had  the  whole  night's  orgy  re- 
ported to  us  in  a  very  mixed  and  reiterative  manner, 
as  well  as  several  attempts  at  illustrating  the  peculiar 
ities  of  the  performance,  weich  come  near  resulting 
in  a  watery  grave  for  three,  or  an  upset  canoe,  at  any 
rate.  Our  host,  to  excuse  any  impropriety,  for' 
which  he  felt  more  or  less  responsible,  said  "it  was 
so  natural  for  them  to  be  jolly  unler  all  circum- 
stances, that  when  they  have  concluded  to  die,  they 
make  their  P.  P.  C.'s  with  infinite  grace,  and  then 
die  on  time." 

Of  course  they  are  jolly;  and  to  prove  it,  I  told 
Felix  how  the  lepers,  who  had  been  banished  to  one 
little  corner  of  the  kingdom,  and  forbidden  to  leave 
there  in  the  flesh,  were  as  merry  as  the  merriest, 
and  once  upon  a  time  those  decaying  remnants  of 
humanity  actually  gave  a  grand  ball  in  their  hospi- 
tal. There  was  a  general  clearing  out  of  disabled 
patients,  and  a  brushing  up  of  old  finery,  while  the 
ball  itself  was  the  topic  of  conversation.  Two  or 
three  young  fellows,  who  had  a  few  fingers  left  (they 
unjoint  and  drop  off  as  the  disease  progresses),  began 
to  pick  up  a  tune  or  two  on  bamboo  flutes.  Old, 
young,  and  middle-aged  took  a  sly  turn  in  some 
dark  corner,  getting  their  stifiened  joints  limber 
again. 

Night  came  at  last.  The  lamps  flamed  in  the 
death-chamber  of  the  lazar  house.  Many  a  rejoicing 
soul  had  fled  from  that  foul  spot,  to  flash  its  white 
wings  in  the  eternal  sunshine. 

At  an  early  hour  the  strange  company  assembled. 
The  wheezing  of  voices  no  longer  musical,  the 
shuffling  of  half-paralyzed  limbs  over  the  bare  floor, 
the  melancholy  droning  of  those  bamboo  flutes,  and 
the  wiid  sea  moaning  in  the  wild  night,  were  the 
sweetest  sounds  that  greeted  them.  And  while  the 
flutes  piped  dolorously  to  this  unlovely  spectacle, 
there  was  a  rushing  to  and  fro  of  unlovely  figures; 
a  bleeding,  half-blind  leper  seizing  another  of  the 
accursed  beings — snatching  her,  as  it  were,  from  the 
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grave,  in  all  her  loathsome  clay — dragged   her   into 
the  bewildering  maelstrom  of  the  waltz. 

Naturally  excitable,  heated  with  exertion,  drunk 
with  the  very  odors  of  death  that  pervaded  the  hall 
of  revels,  that  mad  crowd  reeled  through  the  hours 
of  the  fete.  Satiated,  at  last,  in  the  very  bitterness 
of  their  unantnral  gayety,  they  called  for  the  hula- 
hula  as  a  fitting  close. 

In  that  reeking  atmosphere,  heavy  with  the  smoke 
of  half  extinguished  lamps,  they  fed  on  the  voluptuous 
abandon  of  the  dancers,  till  passion  itself  fainted 
with  exhaustion. 

"That  was  a  dance  of  death,  was  it  not,  Felix?" 
Felix  lay  un  his  mat,  sleeping  heavily,  and  evidently 
unmindful  of  a  single  word  I  had  uttered. 

Our  time  was  up  at  daybreak,  and  with  an  endless 
deal  of  persuasion,  Felix  followed  me  out  of  the  val- 
ley to  the  little  chapel  on  the  cliff.  Our  horses  took 
a  breath  here,  and  so  did  we,  bird's-eying  the  scene 
of  the  last  night's  orgy. 

"Who  says  it  isn't  a  delicious  spot — that  deep,  nar- 
row aud  secluded  vale,  walled  by  almost  perpendicu- 
lar cliffs,  hung  with  green  tapestries  of  ferns  and 
vines;  that  slender  stream,  like  a  thread  of  siher, 
embroidering  a  carpet  of  Nature's  richest  pattern; 
that  torrent,  leaping  from  the  cliff  into  a  garden  of 
citrons;  the  sea  sobbing  at  its  mouth,  while  wary 
mariners,  coasting  in  summer  afternoons,  catch 
glimpses  of  the  tranquil  and  forbidden  paradise,  yet 
are  heedless  of  all  its  beauty,  and  reck  not  the  rust- 
ling of  the  cane-fields,  nor  the  voices  of  the  charm- 
ers, because — because  these  are  so  common  in  that 
latitude  that  one  grows  naturally  indifferent? 

As  for  Felix,  who  talks  in  his  sleep  of  the  hula-hula, 
and  insists  that  only  by  the  lomi-lomi  he  shall  be 
saved,  he  points  a  moral,  though  at  present  he  is 
scarcely  in  a  condition  to  adorn  any  tale  whatever; 
and  said  moral  I  shall  be  glad  to  furnish,  on  applica- 
tion, to  any  S3'mpathetic  soul  who  has  witnessed  by 
proxy  the  unlawful  revels  of  those  night-dancers  of 
Waipio. — [Reprinted  from  the  Overland  Monthly. 


The  Earl  of  Darby. 
He  is  described  as  always  busy.  In  the  in- 
tervals of  the  greatest  cares  of  State,  he 
plunges  into  local  business  with  the  eager- 
ness of  a  man  whose  capacity  for  getting 
through  work  is,  earnestness  excepted,  his 
most  remarkable  characteristic.  As  he  rises 
from  his  writing-table,  and  stands  between 
the  visitor  and  the  light,  the  traits  of  the 
Stanley  race  are  thrown  into  strong  relief — 
the  intellectual  forehead,  the  apparently 
sunken  eyes,  the  firm,  heavy  jaw,  and  the 
large,  flexible  mouth.  His  greeting  is  brief, 
but  courteous,  and  rather  in  the  ceremoni- 
ous tone  of  the  last  generation  than  the  off- 
hand style  of  the  present.  At  his  magnifi- 
cent country-seat  of  Knowsley  his  life  is 
scarcely  less  laborious  than  in  London. 
Except  when  walking  in  the  park — more  for 
exercise  than  pleasure — or  when  indulging 
in  the  relaxation  of  a  day's  shooting,  he  is 
perpetually  at  work.  Buried  in  books  and 
papers,  he  but  rarely  lifts  his  eyes  to  the 
beautiful  prospect  of  wood  and  water,  flower- 
beds and  shrubberies,  spread  before  the  win- 
dow of  his  snug  retreat.  Endowed  with 
mental  faculties  of  a  high  order,  and  with  an 
excellent  speaking  voice,  Lord  Derby  has, 
throughout  his  career,  never  quite  succeeded 
in  shaking  off  a  nervous  diffidence  which  at 
times  approaches  the  gravity  of  a  disease. 
"When  suffering  from  a  severe  attack  of  this 
constitutional  malady,  he  finds  enunciation 
difficult,  and  pronounces  his  words  with  ob- 
vious effort,  the  effect  being  that — to  use  a 
homely  expression — of  "a,  tongue  too  large 
for  his  mouth." 
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tg?*No  communication  wilt  be  inserted  unless  the 
rent  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Misletoe. — O!  no,  we  never  mention  it. 

Catherine. — "We  suppose  the  marriage  ring 
should  be  worn  on  the  left  hand,  that  is,  the 
one  that's  left  after  he  takes  the  other. 

A.  B.  C. — Certainly.  We  shall  take  plea- 
sure in  examining  your  manuscript,  and,  if 
found  suitable,  we  shall  be  happy  to  print 
it. 

Quisado. — You  are  suffering  under  a  strange 
delusion.  Mrs.  Tilton  did  not  write  Beech- 
er's  confession.  She  was  occupied  with  her 
own  about  that  time. 

Jester. — In  one  respect  you  are  right  when 
you  compare  jokes  to  wine.  But  there  is  an 
essential  difference.  "Wine  grows  better  with 
age,  jokes  don't.  Yours  are  very  venerable, 
and  hence  very  bad. 

Pendennis. — You  will  find  what  you  are  in 
search  of  in  Appleton's  Encyclopedia,  article 
"Steam."  "We  steam  you  very  much,  but  we 
cannot  give  up  a  whole  page  of  the  Wasp  to 
your  inquiry.  You  will  be  allowed  to  con- 
sult the  book  in  any  public  library  in  the 
city,  whether  you  are  a  member  or  not. 

"Wary. — Quiet  your  apprehensions,  old 
man.  There  are  no  Communists  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. True,  we  maintain  a  couple  of  Stock 
Boards,  where  outsiders'  property  is  taken 
in  and  distributed,  but  stock  brokers  can 
hardly  be  called  Communists.  Brokers  take 
from  all,  while  Communists  profess  to  take 
only  from  the  rich. 

"Uriah. — The  term  "  white-headed  boy"  was 
first  applied  to  a  good  editor  who  grew  gray 
from  trying  to  fix  up  the  ungrammatical  and 
unintelligible  contributions  of  his  correspon- 
dents for  the  Press.  "When  last  seen,  that 
editor  was  pressing  rapidly  on  in  search  of  the 
calm  and  quiet  of  the  North  Pole.  He  was 
the  last  of  the  kind. 

Fanoeil. — We  have  not  been  able  to  de- 
cide. Fact  is,  we  have  neglected  the  deci- 
phering of  hieroglyphics  for  some  years,  and 
we  are  not  as  expert  as  we  used  to  be.  With 
a  little  manipulation  we  think  your  letter 
might  pass  for  an  unusually  tough  specimen 
of  the  earlier  Egyptian  tomb  inscriptions, 
and,  as  such,  might  perhaps  be  palmed 
off  on  the  British  Museum  for  a  considera- 
tion. 

Cr/RTrus. — Perhaps  if  you  will  overhaul 
your  classical  lore  you  may  remember  that 
your  illustrious  namesake,  Mr.  Curtius  of 
ancient  Rome,  found  a  good  opening — in  the 
ground.  You  will  either  have  to  do  the 
same,   or  quit   sending  us  antiquated  para- 


graphs in  manuscript.  Some  enraged  news- 
paper man  will  get  the  drop  on  you  yet. 
The  mills  of  the  paper  man  grind  slowly,  but 
they  grind  exceedingly  fine. 

Plutarch. — Your  theme  is  well  selected, 
and  you  handle  it  admirably.  But  it  needs 
translation  into  the  current  English  of  the 
day.  "We  have  a  sort  of  rudimentary  knowl- 
edge of  some  foreign  languages.  But  we 
cannot  tell  in  what  tongue  your  essay  pur- 
ports to  be  written.  Neither  can  any  of  the 
eminent  philologists  to  whom  we  have  sub- 
mitted it.  As  an  archajological  contribution 
to  the  Smithsonian  Institute  it  would  be  in- 
valuable.    We  shall  send  it  there. 

D.  P.  D. — Your  poem  is  received.  It  is 
by  no  means  up  to  our  standard.  The  sense 
of  it,  such  as  it  is,  was  anticipated  by  a  car- 
toon in  the  Wasp  some  weeks  ago.  The 
metre  is  faulty,  the  rhythm  halting,  and,  al- 
together, the  piece  is  unsuitable.  We  do  not 
want  to  discourage  you  by  any  means,  but 
you  should  devote  more  care  to  your  compo- 
sitions. Writing  poetry  for  the  Press  re- 
quires special  talent,  much  thought,  and 
very  hard  work.  Poeta  nascitur,  nonftt,  but 
a  good  deal  of  facility  in  verse  making  may 
be  acquired  by  painstaking  practice. 

R.  D.  M. — Your  communication  was  pub- 
lished in  last  week's  issue.  As  it  came  in 
rather  late  we  had  no  space  to  answer  your 
anxious  inquiries  regarding  the  "Prodiggle." 
We  have  had  a  whole  week  to  think  over  it 
now,  and  we  are  prepared  to  state  that  the 
study  devoted  to  the  solution  of  your  pro- 
blem has  made  it  mistier  than  ever.  Beecher, 
the  Prodiggle  Father,  will  be  out  here  in 
July.  We  shall  defer  further  reply  until  we 
have  had  an  opportunity  to  consult  him.  He 
ought  to  know  something  about  "fatted 
kafs." 


JOHN    CHINAMAN,    MY   JO. 

John  Chinaman,  my  Jo,  John, 

"When  first  we  were  acquaint 
"We  thought  you  soft  as  dough,  John, 

A  simple,  moon-eyed  saint. 
You're  much  too  smart,  and  we  must  part, 

O!  it  is  ever  so; 
For  all  about  we  hear  the  shout 

'■John  Chinaman  must  go!" 

You  take  the  poor  man's  bread,  John; 

His  meager,  scanty  pay; 
And  only  when  you're  dead,  John, 

You  take  your  bones  away. 
This  swindling  game's  a  burning  shame, 

You  play  it  down  too  low, 
And  thus  despoil  our  land  and  soil; 

John  Chinaman,  my  Jo. 

Some  things  will  happen  sure,  John, 

Some  things  you  never  dreamt; 
For  Kearney  swears,  and  rips  and  tears, 

And  hoarsely  bawls  for  "hemp," 
Your  pig-tail  is  too  long,  John; 

Must  be  curtailed,  you  know; 
And  you  must  just  get  up  and  dust, 

John  Chinaman,  my  Jo. 

The  proof  about  you  thickens,  John, 

You're  far  too  fat  and  sleek, 
You're  much  too  fond  of  chickens,  John. 

For  one  so  mild  and  meek. 
The  angry  crowd,  with  tumult  loud, 

Like  seas,  toss  to  and  fro; 
If  you  are  wise,  take  my  advice, 

And  just  get  up  and  go. 

— Los  Angeles  Express. 


-^       «  5 


666 


THE    ILLUSTEATED    WASP. 


TIic  Very  Freshest  American  Ilamor 

How  to  manage  a  menagerie.  In  winter 
stable  'em.     In  summer,  Barnum. 

It  is  probable  tbat  Plymouth  Church,  will 
respond  by  raising  Beecher's  salary. 

"Evert  cloud  has  a  silver  lining."  "Would 
we  could  say  the  same  of  our  purses. 

Many  men  think  they  are  supporting  a 
newspaper,  when  in  fact  they  only  owe  the 
printer. 

When  Edison  turns  his  inventive  hand  to 
music,  he  will  undoubtedly  make  Charity 
begin  to  hum. 

A  Southern  paper  refers  to  Colonel  De- 
lancey  Kane  as  "one  of  the  most  popular 
hackmen  in  New  York." 

Tilton  calls  Elizabeth  as  "white  a  souled 
woman  as  ever  lived;"  but  the  lady  describes 
herself  as  a  little  off  color. 

People  who  attempt  to  cut  boarding-house 
pie-crust  with  a  fork,  should  remember  that 
time  thrown  away  can  never  be  recalled. 

Come,  then,  thou  goddess  fair  and  free, 

Jlrs.  Elizabeth  K.  T., 
Haste  thee,  nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 

Thy  confession  No.  3. 

E.  Burd  Grubb  is  captain  of  a  militia  com- 
pany in  Philadelphia.  Won't  the  American 
eagle  scream  when  it  sees  Burd  Grubb  that 
it  cannot  eat. 

Twin  children  born  to  Mr,  Huscher  in 
Chicago  last  month  have  been  given  the 
names  of  Adam  and  Eve. — Ex.  Because  he 
expects  them  to  raise  Cain,  doubtless.  Hus- 
cherbye,  babies! 

Before  the  modern  burglar  thinks  of 
"cracking"  a  modern  savings  bank,  he  first 
ascertains  who  the  directors  are.  Under  cer- 
tain circumstances  he  knows  there  are  no 
assets  available  for  his  particular  use. 

A  Boston  clergyman  is  lecturing  on  "The 
Trials  of  Wealth."  We  have  been  com- 
pelled, by  another  engagement,  to  decline  a 
pressing  invitation  from  the  lecturer,  to  ac- 
company him  as  the  "horrible  example." 

The  Paragraphers'  Association  has  been 
merged  into  the  Oneida  Commnnity.  No 
more  stealiug  watermelons — no  more  shaking 
the  heel. — Free  Prxss.  Better  go  after  that 
proof-reader  of  yours.  Don't  know  how  to 
spell  the  Oneidea  Community  any  better'n 
that. 

"There  is  a  dog  at  Swift  Falls,  Minn., 
that  keeps  his  master's  family  supplied  with 
fish.  He  has  been  known  to  take  out  as 
many  as  thirty  pickerel  in  a  day.  When  he 
espies  a  fish  he  will  mak«  a  dive  and  be  sure 
to  bring  it  out."  That's  nothing  remarkable. 
We've  feen  a  dog-fish  before. 

Mr.  Wheeler,  of  New  Hampshire,  who 
died  worth  $11,000,  seems  to  have  been  a 
pleasant  sort  of  a  man.  His  will  says,  "Ex- 
pend it  all  on   my  tombstone.  "—Ex.     Some 


of  the  heirs  have  already  filed  objections  to 
this,  and  the  money  will  probably  be  ex- 
pended on  the  lawyers.  Mr.  Wheeler  will 
be  extremely  fortunate  if  he  gets  a  hemlock 
slab  for  a  tombstone. 

The  gentlemen  who  attracted  attention  in 
church  last  week  by  crying  out,  "Holy 
Moses,"  had  no  intention  of  disturbing  the 
congregation.  He  had  been  tacking  down 
carpets  on  the  day  before,  and  just  as  he  sat 
down  in  his  pew  he  suddenly  remembered 
that  he  had  half  a  paper  of  tacks  in  his  coat 
skirt  pocket.  We  make  this  explanation  in 
justice  to  his  family  who  are  highly  respect- 
able people. 

There  is  a  newspaper  office  in  this  city 
where  the  editors  deal  in  red-tape  so  exten- 
sively that  the  reporters  have  to  receive  an 
introduction  every  time  they  go  for  an  "as- 
signment" or  hand  in  their  "copy."  Their 
salaries  are  so  low-necked  that  one  suit  of 
clothes  serves  for  two  of  them,  and  they  cut 
their  hands  on  their  hip-bones  when  they 
hunt  in  their  pockets  for  suspected  but  absent 
ferry  tickets. 

Let  him  that  is  without  sin  cast  the  first 
stone,"  is  a  divine  command  that  has  never 
been  lived  up  to,  to  an  alarming  extent. 
Should  there  ever  be  an  international  exhi- 
bition of  stone  throwers,  the  proper  jalace  to 
hold  it  would  be  out  on  the  ocean,  or  some 
big  lake — 100  miles  or  so  from  land.  The 
pebbles  might  be  scarce  out  there,  but  we 
guess  they  would  find  all-  they  could  throw 
under  the  rules. 


BERTIE'S  PHILOSOPHY. 
Small  boy  Bertie 

Drumming  on  the  pane, 
Looking  at  the  chickens, 

Draggled  with  the  rain. 

Little  philosopher 

Wrinkles  his  brow, 
Says  "I  wonder — 

I  dont  see  how. 

"Where  do  chickens  come  from? 

Mamma  please  to  tell. 
Yes,  I  know  they  come  from  eggs, 

Know  that  very  well. 

"Course  the  old  hen  hatched  'em, 
I  know  that,  but  then 
Won't  you  tell  me  truly, 
Where'd  they  get  the  hen? 

"Spose'n  yon  were  my  boy, 
All  the  one  I  had, 
And  bigfolks  wouldn't  tell  you  things, 
Shouldn't  you  feel  bad? 

"Every  single  thing  you  say 
I  knew  years  ago. 
Where  that  first  hen  came  from, 
Is  what  I  want  to  know." 


A  Grief-Stricken  Parent. 

The  customer  was  a  stranger,  and  as  he 
sat  down  on  a  coffin-box  he  dropped  his  arms 
on  his  knees,  put  his  fingers  together,  and 
his  head  forward  in  a  bargaining  way  fore- 
armed the  transfer  agent  for  the  coming 
struggle. 

"I'm  poor,  very  poor,"  the  first  line  of 
skirmishers  in  the  attack;  "I've  scarcely 
enough  to  carry  the  poor  boy  home  that  his 
mother  may  take  one  last  look  at  her  idol's 
face" — sniffles  making  the  last  column  of  the 
advance  corps — "I  ask  you,  sir,  to  pity  my 
condition,  and  to  do  the  best  you  can 
for  me." 


That  grave-faced  undertaker  shook  the 
stranger's  hand,  and  in  frenzied  and  profes- 
sional sympathy,  and  in  husky  tones,  said, 
as  he  thumped  a  pine  coffin  to  show  its 
soundness:  "Here's  a  pretty  one;  strong 
wood,  elegant  polish,  soft  lining,  and  I'll 
put  it,  sir,  to  you  below  cost — $18." 

"Can't  pay  it,  sir,  can't  pay  it" — disap- 
pearance of  agitation,  "There's  a  knot 
there,  and  you  see  the  pillow  is  soiled.  It's 
too  dear  entirely." 

They  fought  sharply  and  fiercely,  and  the 
undertaker  fell  back  to  $15,  swearing  it  was 
giving  the  case  away. 

"Well,  you  will  pack  it  in  ice  for  that, 
I  suppose?"  said  that  generous,  grief-stricken 
parent. 

"Great  grave  clo'se,  no!  It  will  cost 
three  dollars  to  pack  it  in  ice  at  the  lowest 
figure." 

Hostilities  were  resumed,  and  the  fight 
waxed  hot,  but  the  threat  of  seeking  another 
coffin  dealer  forced  the  undertaker  back  to 
fifteen  dollars  for  coffin  and  packing. 

"Well,"  said  the  poor  sufferer,  "I'm  too 
poor  to  luxuriate  in  ice,  so  we  won't  pack 
him.    That  puts  the  coffin  at  twelve  dollars." 

"No,  sirree,  it  don't'" 

"But  you  said  the  packing  cost  three  dol- 
lars, and  taking  that  from  fifteen  dollars 
leaves  twelve  dollars." 

"But " 

"You  wouldn't  swindle  a  poor  anguish- 
smitten  father?" — he  capped  the  interroga- 
tive with  tears,  and  the  undertaker  despair- 
ingly gave  in. 

"The  coffin  has  no  handles,"  said  the 
parent,  blowing  his  nose. 

"Of  course  not." 

"Well,  I  can't  take  it  then." 

"Why,  man,"  cried  the  exasperated  deal- 
er, "the  handles  are  worth  one  dollar  and 
fifty  cents!" 

"You  must  throw  them  in,  or  I'll  throw  up 
the  trade." 

"But  I've  already  lost  five  dollars  by  this 
bargain." 

"Can't  help  it.  Will  you  not  pity  my 
poverty?" 

The  handles  were  thrown  in  at  twelve  dol- 
lars for  the  rig. 

The  purchaser  paused  and  meditated,  and 
the  salesman's  face  wore  a  puzzled  "what 
next"  look. 

"I'm  too  proud,  too  extravagant,"  mused 
the  parent.  "What  matter  pomp  and  show 
over  the  dead?  Away  with  vanity !  I  won't 
take  the  handles."  To  the  undertaker:  "Take 
off  $1.50.     I  won't  take  the  handles." 

"What!"  screamed  the  coffin  man. 

Mildly  and  logically  the  parent  put  it:— 
"You  gave  me  the  coffin  and  handles  for  $12. 
You  said,  moreover,  that  the  handles  were 
worth  $1.50.  I  don't  want  the  handles,  and 
that  makes  the  coflfin  $10.50.  If  you  say, 
now,  $10  for  the  coffin,  I'll  take  it." 

"No!" 

"Then,  adieu,  sir,  adieu.  I  will  go  where 
a  poor,  smitten  father,  too  deep  in  sorrow 
for  business,  can  find  one  who  will  not  take 
advantage  of  his  situation.     Adieu,  sir." 

"Stop,  stop!  take  it,"  called  the  coffin 
man.     "It's  ruinous,  but  you  can  have  it." 

Then  the  parent  pulled  out  his  wallet  most 
plethoric,  smiled  sadly,  and  paid  over  his  $10 
to  the  conquered  tradesman. 
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Miss  Katherine  Rogers  has  returned  to  the 
city  from  San  Rafael.  She  is  almost  entirely 
recovered. 

After  a  good  deal  of  straining,  the  Super- 
visors have  authorized  a  further  increase  of 
the  Police  Force  by  seventy-five  men. 

The  sale  of  tickets  to  the  May  Festival  has 
been  extremely  encouraging.  The  success  of 
the  entertainment  is  now  assured  beyond  a 
peradventure. 

The  cantata  "Esther"  will  be  given  on  Sun 
day  evening,  May  19th,  at  the  Grand  Opera 
House,   under  the   auspices  of   the  Young 
Men's  Hebrew  Association. 

The  crossings  of  Kearny  street  will  not  be 
rendered  safer  by  Judge  Louderback's   deci- 
sion in  the  Barnes  coach  case.    It  practically 
establishes  the  precedent  that  those 
Who  are  rich  may  ride  in  chaises, 
And  overrun  the  poor  like  h . 

What  shall  we  do  with  our  boys  ?  The 
Youths'  Directory  is  partially  solving  this 
question.  A  number  of  lads  were  sent 
"gathering  shells  by  the  shore"  this  week. 
They  will  operate  on  the  oyster  beds  of  Doane 
and  Morgan,  off  Menlo  Park. 

Every  editor  in  the  United  States  has  ana- 
lysed the  Eastern  question  and  given  the 
great  powers  the  benefit  of  his  advice.  And 
yet  they  had  to  send  Sehouvaloff  to  St.  Pe- 
tersburg. This  is  a  direct  insult  to  American 
journalism,  and  can  only  be  wiped  ont  in 
English  go-o-o-re! 

The  Medical  Act  passed  by  the  last  Legis- 
lature reopens  examinations  of  non  gradu- 
ates for  license  to  kill  or  cure.  The  Board 
of  Examiners  of  the  State  Medical  Society 
will  examine  such  applicants  in  this  city  on 
May  27th  and  28th.  Let  us  possess  our  souls 
in  peace  till  we  see  how  many  doctors  will  be 
created. 

It  is  now  practically  acknowledged,  even 
by  such  Democrats  as  Captain  Mullan,  that 
the  Workingmen's  Party  is  a  defection  from 
Democracy.  The  Republicans  do  not  seem 
to  have  sustained  very  serious  loss  by  the 
Workingmen's  movement,  probably  from  the 
fact  that  the  Republicans  are  wedded  to  their 
idols  and  that  their  party  is  past  purification 
without  dissolution. 


A  mercurial  Frenchman  is  creating  a  sen- 
sation in  Paris  by  painting  a  landscape  in 
five  minutes,  a  portrait  in  six,  and  also  by 
painting  two  pictures  simultaneously,  one 
with  each  hand.  He  seems  to  have  imita- 
tors in  San  Francisco.  There  are  some  local 
so-called  illustrated  papers  sent  to  us,  on 
whose  pictures  five  minutes  would  be  an  in 
excusable  waste  of  time,  but  the  artists  spend 
a  week  on  them. 

This  is  about  the  most  a-troche-ious  story 
we  ever  heard  of  a  doctor.  A  few  evenings 
ago,  he  was  escorting  a  young  lady  home, 
and,  as  she  was  coughing  violently,  he  at- 
tempted to  relieve  her  with  a  trouche.  As 
he  handed  her  up  the  steps,  he  told  her  to 
let  the  medicine  dissolve  in  her  mouth,  and 
bade  her  good  night.  Next  day  he  was  hor- 
rified to  receive  a  trousers  button  with  a  note 
saying  that  he  must  have  given  her  the  wrong 
kind  of  a  troche,  and  that  he  might  need  the 
enclosed. 


The  Sixth  Ward  Anti-Coolie  Club. 

Ed.  Wasp: — In  your  last  issue  I  saw  an 
item  concerning  nominations  made  by  the 
Sixth  Ward  Anti-Coolie  Club,  and  I  am 
glad  to  notice  that  you  have  criticized  them  in 
your  sly  way  as  they  deserve.  The  gentle- 
men whom  they  profess  to  have  nominated 
are  not  very  likely  to  accept  the  dubious 
honor,  especially  as  the  Club  cannot  be  con- 
sidered as  representative.  At  the  last  three 
meetings  I  attended  there  were  only  five 
members  present.  The  members  I  saw  on 
that  occasion  were :  P.B.Hood,  J.  Wade, 
Mr.  Fitzgerald,  Mr.  Mcintosh  and  Thos. 
Phelan. ,  The  latter  has  made  a  rather  odor- 
ous reputation  during  his  brief  political 
career.  Mr.  Phelan,  you  may  remember,  was 
fired  out  of  the  Sixth  Ward  Workingmen's 
Club  by  Mr.  J.  K.  Smith,  the  Secretary. 
His  offence  was  only  a  little  matter  of  two  or 
three  hundred  dollars  that  he  had  collected 
for  the  Club  and  appropriated  to  his  own  use 
and  benefit.  A  slight  misdemeanor  truly! 
Finding  his  occupation  gone,  he  inaugurated 
an  Anti-Coolie  Club,  for  the  purpose  of 
bleeding  ambitious  tyros  in  politics.  He  lias 
succeeded  to  a  certain  extent,  but  I  trust 
that  this  letter  in  the  Wasp  will  quash  him 
forever.  Perhaps  Mr.  Phelan  cannot  now 
call  to  mind  his  little  indiscretion  in  appro- 
priating certain  fire  water  at  that  grocery 
corner  of  Stockton  and  Sacramento.  But 
this  is  an  outside  issue.  The  fact  is,  the 
Sixth  Ward  Anti-Coolie  Club  is  a  piece-mak- 
ing institution,  and  its  nominees,  not  only 
will  not  accept  its  selection,  but  will  repu- 
diate it.  Please  set  the  public  right  on  this 
point  and  oblige 

A  Wokkingman. 


A  Story  of  the  Old  Regime. 

The  following  good  story  is  told  of  ex- 
President  Franklin  Pierce: 

John  Harmon  of  Detroit,  now  in  Washing- 
ton and  the  man  Friday  of  Lewis  Cass,  was 
an  applicant  for  Collector  of  the  Port.  Har- 
mon is  still  a  politician,  but  advocates  a  per- 
manent civil  service.     On  the  expected  occa- 


sion, Pierce  did  not  send  in  his  name.  Cass, 
in  a  great  flurry,  sent  for  him  and  said: 

"John,  they've  been  up  to  the  President 
and  protested  against  your  nomination." 

"What  do  you  say  ?" 

"That  you're  a  drinker,  a  gambler,  and 
too  gallant." 

"Ah!"  said  Harmon,  "I'll  go  up  there." 

Pierce  was  a  little  confused.  "Harmon," 
he  said,  "there  were  some  charges  against 
you  which  I  had  to  consider.  It  is  alleged 
that  you  drink." 

"Mr.  President,  I  never  drink  alone." 

Pierce  colored  and  laughed.  That  was  his 
own  style. 

"Very  good,  John,"  he  said;  "I  don't  like 
a  lone  drinker.  But  they  say — ahem! — that 
you  play  cards." 

"Yes,  Mr.  President,  but  I  always  play  to 
win." 

Pierce  blushed  and  chuckled  again.  He 
was  very  fond  of  a  game,  and  the  nearer 
morning  it  broke  up  the  better. 

"That's  the  way  to  play,"  he  said;  "but — 
ah! — ahem! — John,  as  to  this  devotion  to  the 
ladies?" 

"General  Pierce,"  exclaimed  Harmon,  fol- 
lowing the  President  up  with  all  the  serious- 
ness of  a  prosecutor,  "I  never  pursued  a 
woman  in  my  life,  and  never  allowed  one  to 
chase  me.     Reciprocity  is  my  law." 

Pierce  saw  himself  described,  and  he  put 
out  his  hand. 

"Nothing  but  human  nature,  John,"  he 
added  twinkling.  Next  day  Harmon's  name 
went  in,  and  he  was  Collector  of  the  Port. 


A  Seasonable  Request. 


Religious  Director.— "Is  there  anything 
you  wish  befor  the  dread  sentence  of  the  law 
is  carried  out.  We  will  give  you  anything 
you  desire." 

Culprit. — "Yes,  your  reverence,  just  one 
thing  I  want.  I'd  like  to  have  one  feed  of 
Napa  grapes  before  I  go." 

R.  D. — "But  there  are  no  grapes  in  May!" 

C. — "I  don't  care  for  that.  I'll  wait  till 
they  grow.' 

His  request  is  disregarded. 
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The  week  has  been  one  of  unusual  dullness 
in  matters  theatrical.  The  California  ha3 
now  been  closed  for  two  weeks.  The  osten- 
sible reason,  as  we  remarked  last  week,  was 
the  illness  of  Miss  Borers;  but  it  is  pretty 
generally  understood  that  the  management 
put  up  its  shutters  for  lack  of  custom.  The 
"new  season,"  as  the  new  management  allur- 
ingly call  it,  will  open  on  Monday  next  with 
Mr.  Lawrence  Barrett.  The  Grand  Opera 
House  is  still  under  the  very  gloomiest  kind 
of  a  cloud.  We  have  heard  nothing  of  the 
designs  of  the  owners,  except  a  rather  im- 
probable rumor  that  the  building  has  been 
offered  to  the  Government  as  a  headquarters 
for  the  army  on  this  Coast.  The  truth  is, 
the  California  Theatre  and  the  Grand  Opera 
have  been  for  some  months  engaged  in  a 
managerial  duel  in  which  both  have  been 
worsted.  General  Barton  will  sway  the  des- 
tinies of  the  California  for  the  present.  He 
managed  Ingersoll  and  Emmet  with  some 
success,  and  he  expects  to  make  money  with 
the  California.  There  are  too  many  theatres 
in  San  Francisco, and  it  is  idle  to  expect  them 
all  to  pay,  especially  in  these  hard  times. 
Baldwin's. 

The  "Danites"  entered  upon  its  second 
week  on  Monday.  The  attendance  during 
the  week  has  been  encouraging.  It  is  fortu- 
nate that  the  other  two  houses  mentioned 
above  are  closed,  or  "The  Danites"  would  be 
very  apt  to  fall  flat,  notwithstanding  the  be- 
seeching letters  of  Mr.  Miller. 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

Haverly's  Minstrels  are  playing  to  excel- 
lent business  at  this  theatre.  The  singing 
and  acting  are  really  meritorious,  and  pres- 
age a  long  run  for  this  talented  troupe. 

Emerson's. 

The  Swedish  Quartette  has  failed  to  strike 
the  chord  of  popularity.  They  are  sweet 
singers  enough,  but  the  rock  they  split  on  is 
insipidity. 

woodward's  gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 


museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


An  Opinion  from  Idaho. 
The  Wasp,  a  comic  pictorial  paper  which 
was  started  in  San  Francisco  only  a  year  or 
two  ago,  is  already  one  of  the  brightest  and 
liveliest  journals  of  that  class  in  the  country. 
Its  illustrations  are  seasonable,  always  em- 
bodying sarcastic  hits  at  some  of  the  irregu- 
larities of  the  day,  and  usually  displaying 
more  than  ordinary  artistic  skill  and  genius. 
The  paper  is  also  just  brimming  over  each 
week  with  original  and  pithy  reading  matter, 
showing  that  brains  and  energy  underlie  the 
management  of  this  spicy  journal.  It  ought 
to  have  an  immense  circulation  all  over  the 
Pacific  Coast. — Idaho  Avalanche. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


— Becipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Beal  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. * 


from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal  Eevenue,   January,  1878.)     The  beer 


NOTICE. 


All    persons    are    warned  against  paying 
money  for  subscription  to 

James  Marborough 

for  the  Illustrated  Wasp.  He  is  not  our 
agent,  and  his  authority  for  receiving  sub- 
scriptions ceases  from  this  date,  April  27th, 
1878.  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 


^O   LIT. 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  E,  E.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 

FOR   e^SU,E, 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KOEBEL  &' 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Eosa. 
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The  best  quality  of  stall-fed  Meats   always   on   hand 
at  the  LOWEST  MAEKET  BATES, 

5  &  6  California  Market, 

SAN    FRANCISCO. 

Goods  delivered  free  of  charge  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


P.    KELLY, 

Prise  Boot  Maker 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed    back   of 
the   ankle   as   to  protect  it 
from  wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
around    the   ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  (iaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


(he    j.-.    *tiO/~i  PeT  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  $5  free. 


Address  Stissox  &  Co.,  .Portland,  Maine. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


lallM^ 


-  ^> SHMNES.W.BFG-BEE  jMAKAGER."^ 

MAY  28th,  29th  and  30th,  at  2.30  P.  M. 

AT 

MECHANICS'    PAVILION 


FOR 

',  ox*  Colossal 


Fs?©© 


dlwra 


Immense  Ox*ciiesix»a ! 

Electricity !  Artillery  !  and  Other  DSTovel- 

ties ! 

Special  engagement  of  the  eminent  New  York  Contralto,  MISS  ANNA 

DRASDEL ! 


M.  W.  WHITNEY,  Boston, 

The  Greatest  Living  Basso. 
Mrs.  HELEN  AMES  BILLINGS,  St.  Louis 
The  Celebrated  Oratorio  Soprano. 


MISS  ABBIE  CLARKE,  Boston, 

The  Popular  Contralto. 
MR.  W.  H.  FESSENDEN,  Boston, 

The  Renowned  Tenor. 


And  other  well-known  SOLOISTS  have  been  engaged  for  this  occasion 


CONDUCTORS: 
CARL  ZERRAHN,  the  famous  Director  of  the  Boston  Jubilees, 

R.  HEROLD  and  JOHN  P.  MORGAN,  San  Francisco. 


£<£"Sale  of  Season  Tickets  opens  at  Sherman,  Hyde  &  Co's  April  29th.      Price   for  the 
Season  of  Three  Days,  $5.00. 

CHAS.  SCHUTZ,  Ticket  Agent. 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and   Sunday,  May    18th 
and  19th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jk. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 

f^*  f^T  ~V\  Any  worker  can  make  §12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
VXV/J_I.L/  Outfit  free.    Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOE  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  IUus 
(rations  Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR  ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

g^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


PANTS  to  Order    - 


$5.00 


SUITS  from    -    -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mo8 


Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dibectob. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GDSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


HIBERHI^ 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesident CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES' 

M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Teeasubeb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attoiine* RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FHOM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 

A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf  ' 

San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  U. 


Commencing    SUNDAY,  APRIL  7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

3Ci(~\  P.  M.  Daily,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•*-M-'  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting: 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa, 
Rosa,  Healdaburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  and  for  Mendocino 
City  and  the  Geysers. 

$3„  Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  ollowing  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 

8  00  Al  ^'   [S11110^9  only.].  Excursion  Steamer  "James  M. 
•"v   Donahue"  connecting  at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 

(J3LFreight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,      P.  E.  DOUGHEKTY, 
Geii.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  at  50  cents  a  piece. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  -AJirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 

YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Home  gsfl  Tntglligeses  Bmresm 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOB  ANY  SEBVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours:  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

SIDE    OF 


ISIB    IS   ©S3 


AQUARIUM. 


augll-3mos 


TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 

Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 

on  Commercial  street.      Established 

in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 

kail  diseases  of  the  urinary    and   gen- 

Jjerativo  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 

ilditians  of  weakness  consequent  upon 

$the  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 

Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
4Dd  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DB.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CUBED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DE.  3.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
FewspapsFf  B9@k&Isk  Printers 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Beview,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Beview  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  "WASP. 


novl7-tf 


0.  D.  O.   SULLIVAH.  JAS.  R.  KELLY. 

SULLrVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


.  N7?» 


SAN  FrVANC&CO.- 


*ttft; 
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AfOETHIO  &r  TURK. 

PBOPR/ETORS  . 


— AT— 

MuIIer's  Optical  Depot. 

135  Montgomery,  near  Busk.  j 
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G.    BAYREUTHER, 


-PRACTICAL- 


flmmth  &  Plumber, 

Poller  in  and  Manufacturer  of 

STOVES,  RANGES,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRON  WARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 
SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 


NO 

aprG-Gnios 


226    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 


POAWE    <&.    CO. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell   Oysters^ 

Stall  Xo.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finesi 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distanci 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

E»„  SEIOIE©  <St  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANT 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO, 
jana-tf 

Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually   cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

b.  s.  BTjmrsrs, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 
A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITEOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


//All  Pl^j&  ' 
w>  *******  St  o 
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SATURDAY,  MAY  25,  1878. 

That  wooden  horse  by  which  the  ancient 
Trojans  were  deluded  scarcely  created  a 
greater  sensation  than  the  champing  steeds 
attached  to  the  Barnes  chariot.  By  the  dis- 
missal of  the  charge  against  the  reckless 
lackey  of  the  house  of  Barnes  a  dangerous 
precedent  seems  to  have  been  established. 
The  distinction  between  those  who  ride  in 
gilded  coaches  and  those  who  are  compelled 
to  use  shank's  mare  is  sharply  denned.  The 
former  fortunate  class  hold  the  lives  and 
limbs  of  the  latter  at  their  own  sweet  will, 
and  it  is  due  only  to  their  courtesy  that  hun- 
dreds of  subjects  for  the  Morgue  are  not 
furnished  every  day,  to  say  nothing  of  count- 
less limbs  dislocated  and  other  trifling  per- 
sonal disfigurements.  It  also  seems  to  indi- 
cate that  the  courts  of  justice  are  provided 
for  the  punishment  and  coercion  of  poor 
folks  and  that  the  rich  have  no  business  at 
court,  except  to  accuse  their  less  wealthy  fel- 
low-citizens of  various  crimes  and  misde- 
meanors. All  of  which  is  very  flattering  to 
our  pepublican  institutions.  It  is  said  of 
the  late  Senator  Morton  that  he  would  not 
have  a  servant  in  livery.  "  Livery,"  he  used 
to  say,  "is  the  badge  of  servitude."  It 
might  be  in  "Washington,  with  Morton;  but 
in  San  Francisco,  with  Barnes  and  his  ilk, 
livery  is  the  emblem  of  almost  autocratical 
power. 


I  See  Illustration.! 

How  They  Take  It. 

Whoever  has  conducted  a  newspaper  of 
any  pretensions  to  independence  must  have 
noticed  how  utterly  impossible  it  is  to  please 
all  parties,  and  whoever  has  been  foolish 
enough  to  attempt  to  win  everybody's  regard 
must  have  discovered  before  many  days 
elapsed  that  he  was  engaged  in  a  hopeless 
and  thankless  business.  It  always  happens 
that  the  urbane  journalist  who  undertakes  to 
suit  everyone  succeeds  in  disgusting  every- 
one, and  ruins  himself  and  his  paper  into  the 
bargain.  Some  one  has  said  that  the  man 
who  makes  no  enemies  makes  no  friends,  and 
the  same  is  true  of  a  journal. 

The  Wasp  utters  no  uncertain  sound 
when  it  attacks  any  abuse  or  humbug.  We 
act  upon  the  time-honored  advice  of 
Davy  Crockett  "First  he  sure  you're  right 
then  go  ahead."  During  our  brief  career 
we  have  had  occasion  to  pierce  the  thick  hide 
of  rascality  and  charlatanism  more  then  once, 
and  our  readers  will  give  us  credit  for  doing 
our  work  thoroughly,  without  fear  or  favor. 
With  pen  and  pencil  we  have  punctured 
many  of  the  windbags  of  the  day.  We  did 
this  from  a  seuse  of  public  duty — we  have 
never  used  the  Wasp  to  further  any  private 
design  or  gratify  any  personal  pique.  We 
have  made  mistakes,  as  indeed  who  has  not? 
But  we  have  always  acted  from  a  conscious- 
ness of  right  as  we  viewed  matters  at  the 
time  of  their  occurrence. 

We  have  been  misunderstood  by  some, 
and  maligned  by  others.  But  on  the  whole 
our  work  has  received  far  more  praise  than 
blame,  because,  as  a  general  rule,  when  we 
trod  on  a  man's  corns  they  needed  it.  We 
have  made  hosts  of  friends  and  dozens  of  en- 
emies. We  thank  the  former  for  their  ap- 
preciation, the  latter  we  take  no  heed  of.  In 
the  main  we  have  been  right,  and  that  is 
about  as  close  as  frail  human  nature  can  get  to 
perfection.     We  are  satisfied. 

But  it  is  sometimes  necessary  to  explain 
these  things.  We  like  to  have  our  say  as 
well  as  others.  The  cartoon  on  our  last 
page  shows  the  different  effects  produced  on 
different  people  by  the  Wasp.  One  is  laugh- 
ing heartily  at  some  point  made  by  our  art- 
ist; the  other  in  a  fit  of  impotent  rage  tears 
the  paper  to  pieces.  Now  the  first  of  these 
is  a  sensible  man,  who  likes  to  see  a  good 
thing,  and  knows  it  when  he  sees  it;  the  oth- 
er is  a  small-spirited  individual  who  only 
looks  at  one  side  of  a  question,  and  can't  see 
the  other  presented  without  getting  blindly, 
unnecessarily  mad.  They  are  types  of  two 
classes  of  society  with  which  newspapers 
have  to  deal. 

We  expect  to  make  friends  and  en- 
emies as  long  as  the  Wasp  endures.  We  do 
not  seek  quarrels,  neither  do  we  try  to  evade 
legitimate  questions  of  discussion  for  fear  of 
giving  offence  to  thin-skinned  readers. 
Whatever  of  praise  weget  we  shall  receive 
with  thanks,  whatever  of  honest  advice  we 
are  given  will  be  respectfully  considered, 
whatever  of  censure  or  carping  criticism  we 
are  favored  with  will  be  treated  with  such 
deference  as  it  deserves.  The  public  is  a  big 
institution  in  its  way  and  its  opinion  is  enti- 


tled to  respect,  because  the  people,  as  a 
whole,  are  generally  right  in  their  conclu- 
sions. In  this  broad  sense,  the  Wasp  belongs 
to  the  public  and  will  defend  its  interests. 
But  little  obscure  cliques,  or  irritable  indi- 
viduals, are  not  the  public,  any  more  then  the 
three  tailors  who  met  in  an  obscure  street  in 
London  and  published  the  famous  manifesto, 
commencing  "We,  the  people  of  England," 
had  any  good  right  to  to  use  the  expression. 


The  Presidential  Election  Imbroglio. 
The  passage  of  the  Potter  resolutions  by 
the  House  has  stirred  up  such  a  storm  among 
politicians  as  has  not  been  known  since  the 
memorable  days  of  '60  and  '61.  The  Demo- 
cratic majority  in  Congress  having  become 
convinced  that  flagrant  frauds  were  perpre- 
trated  to  seat  Mr.  Hayes  have  ordered  an 
investigation  in  order  to  bring  out  the  bot- 
tom facts  in  connection  with  the  Presiden- 
tial campaign  in  Florida  and  Louisiana.  It 
will  be  remembered  (it  is  not  likely  that  it 
will  soon  be  forgotten)  that  each  of.  these 
States  gave  the  Democratic  ticket  a  handsome 
majority  on  the  face  of  the  returns,  thereby 
electing  Samuel  J.  Tilden  to  the  Presidential 
office.  For  a  day  or  two  after  the  the  election 
everyone  in  the  country,  Eepublicans  and 
Democrats  alike,  conceded  that  Hayes  was 
defeated.  It  soon,  however,  occurred  to  the 
Republican  managers  that  they  might  pos- 
sibly change  the  result.  The  validity  of  the 
elections  in  Louisiana,  Florida  and  South 
Carolina  was  disputed,  and  a  recount  of  the 
votes  cast  in  each  of  these  States  was  ordered 
by  their  respective  ReturningBoards.  These 
latter,  being  relics  of  the  infamous  carpet- 
bag rule  to  which  the  Southern  States  were 
subjected  after  the  war,  were  composed 
almost  entirely  of  unscrupulous  Republican 
adventurers,  and  were  only  too  willing  to  do 
the  bidding  of  their  masters  at  Washington, 
regardless  of  the  justice  of  the  case.  Charges 
of  fraud  and  intimidation  were  trumped  up 
against  the  Democrats,  and  after  some 
weeks  it  was  decided  that  the  votes  of 
enough  Democratic  counties,  parishes  and 
precints  to  give  the  three  States  to  Hayes,  be 
thrown  out.  It  was  done  accordingly. 
Then  the  Democratic  majority  in  the  House 
got  restive  and  demanded  an  investigation. 
The  result  was  an  Electoral  Commission, 
which  investigated  nothing,  and  declared 
Hayes  to  be  the  lawfully  elected  President. 

All  this  is  matter  of  history,  and  is  familiar 
to  most  of  our  readers.  The  strangest  part 
of  it  all,  however,  was  the  fact  that  in  each 
of  the  disputed  States  Democratic  Governors 
were  elected,  viz:  Hampton  in  South  Caro- 
lina, Nichols  in  Louisiana,  and  Stearns  in 
Florida.  They  were  each  recognized  by 
Hayes  as  soon  as  he  took  his  seat,  and  are 
all  enjoying  their  offices  now. 

Now  it  is  very  hard  to  persuade  even  the 
most  liberal-minded  individual  that  a  State 
can  go  both  Democratic  and  Republican  at 
the  same  time.  It  is  an  occurrence  without  pre- 
cedent that  a  Democratic  candidate  for  Gov- 
ernor could  poll  12,000  majority,  while  a 
Republican  candidate  for  President  polled 
3,000  majority.  There  is  clearly  a  des- 
crepancy     of    15,000     votes    in     this,    and 
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not  all  the  law  and  logic  of  a  thousand 
Supreme  Courts  will  be  able  to  efface  from 
the  public  mind  the  suspicion  that  fraud  has 
been  committed  in  the  interest  of  either  or 
both  the  candidates.  Some  say  it  was  the 
result  of  a  bargain,  Hayes  saying  to  Nichols, 
Hampton  and  Sterns,  that  if  they  agreed  to 
abide  by  the  decision  of  the  Returnimg 
Boards  in  his  case  he  would  recognize  them 
as  Governors  of  their  respective  States.  "We 
incline  to  this  view  of  the  matter,  and  we 
think  the  question  of  sufficient  importance 
to  warrant  the  most  searching  investigation. 
If  no  wrong  has  been  committed  what 
have  Hayes  and  his  party  to  fear?  If  fraud 
has  been  perpetrated  it  is  clearly  every  one's 
duty  to  bring  the  facts  to  light.  Mr.  Hayes 
should  have  nothing  to  fear  from  an  honest 
investigation.  It  is  a  grave  matter,  if  the 
highest  office  in  the  gift  of  the  people  can  be 
stolen  in  broad  daylight.  The  Democrats 
may  be  wrong  in  their  opinions,  and  they 
may  be  right.  In  any  case  an  impartial  in- 
vestigation can  hurt  no  honest  man.  The 
.  public  has  its  suspicions  concerning  the 
Presidential  election,  and  will  not  be  satis- 
fied till  the  matter  is  sifted  to  the  bottom. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration."! 

Our   Public  Institutions,   No.    1. — The 

Industrial  School  and.  the  House 

of  Correction. 

We  present  this  week  the  first  of  a  series 
of  illustrations  of  our  public  institutions, 
which  we  propose  to  continue,  from  time  to 
time,  until  we  have  completed  the  list. 

The  Industrial  School,  which  appears  on 
the  left  of  our  illustration,  is  a  reformatory 
institution  to  which  idle,  dissolute  and  re- 
fractory boys  are  committed,  either  on  com- 
plaint of  the  police;  or,  as  it  not  unfrequent- 
ly  happens,  at  the  request  of  parents  who 
are  unable  to  control  them.  It  is  situated 
on  the  San  Jose  road,  about  four  and  a  half 
miles  from  the  New  City  Hall,  and  is  de- 
signed to  accomodate  two  hundred  and  fifty 
boys.  It  is  generally  crowded,  the  commit- 
ments for  the  year  ending  July  1,  1877,  ag- 
gregating two  hundred  and  sixty-six.  The 
usual  charge  against  these  youths  is,  leading 
an  idle  or  criminal  life.  About  one  quarter 
are  committed  at  the  request  of  their  parents. 
The  ages  of  the  inmates  range  from  nine  to 
eighteen,  the  average  being  about  fourteen. 
They  are  compelled  to  work  and  study  under 
strict,  and,  as  recent  investigations  seem  to 
develop,  harsh  discipline.  Pour  hours  are 
set  apart  for  work,  and  four  for  study.  Some 
useful  trades  are  taught,  but  the  greater  part 
of  the  lads  are  engaged  in  farming  and  gar- 
dening, a  farm  of  seventy-five  acres  being 
cultivated  wholly  by  the  labor  of  the  in- 
mates. The  institution  has  an  excellent 
brass  band,  composed  entirely  of  the  inmates. 
It  may  often  be  seen  on  public  occasions  in 
the  city.  There  is  ample  school  accomoda- 
tion for  two  hundred  pupils,  and  a  library  is 
being  built  up  by  donations  from  citizens. 
This  institution  is  one  of  the  most  useful  and 
necessary  in  the  city,  but,  if  the  charges 
brought  against  the  Superintendent  and  his 
subordinates  be  sustained,  the  manage- 
ment during  the  past  year  has  been  astonish- 


ingly cruel  and  corrupt.  We  hope  the  Sup- 
visors  will  sift  the  matter  to  the  bottom,  and 
punish  the  guilty  parties,  if  any  be  found. 

The  House  of  Correction,  which  appears 
in  our  illustration  to  the  left  of  the  Indus- 
trial School,  is  situated  on  the  same  lot,  the 
fences  almost  joining.  The  building,  which 
is  composed  of  brick  and  stone,  and  con- 
structed in  a  most  substantial  manner,  was 
completed  in  1874,  at  a  cost  of  about  $120,- 
000.  The  central  portion,  from  which  the 
wings  radiate,  is  octagonal  in  form,  and  con- 
tains the  residence  of  the  Superintendent. 
Two  wings  are  now  completed,  containing  in 
all  two  hundred  cells,  each  capable  of  ac- 
comodating two  prisoners.  Should  it  be  ne- 
cessary, three  more  wings  can  be  added, 
which  will  raise  the  accommodations  to  one 
thousand  prisoners.  The  building  is  so  con- 
structed that  even  were  the  five  wings  com- 
pleted every  cell  door  can  be  seen  from 
the  octagonal  space  in  the  center.  As  a 
prison,  the  House  of  Correction  is  far  more 
complete  in  its  appointments  than  the  State 
Penitentiary  at  San  Quentin.  This  institu- 
tion is  designed  as  a  place  where  criminals 
who  are  not  yet  quite  hardened  in  vice  may 
be  confined  in  lieu  of  sending  them  to  the 
State  Prison  among  older  jailbirds.  The 
sentences  are  usually  short,  and  the  prison- 
ers are  nearly  all  young  men.  There  are 
now  nearly  two  hundred  confined.  The  in- 
stitution was  first  used  in  September,  1876. 
All  the  prisoners  are  required  to  work  for 
eight  hours  each  day.  Several  large  work, 
shops  have  recently  been  built  for  indoor 
labor,  but  at  present  most  of  the  prisoners 
work  on  the  roads  and  grounds  in  the  vicin- 
ity of  the  prison.  A  party  of  these,  dressed 
in  the  regular  striped  convict  uniform,  may 
be  seen  in  the  small  sketch  included  in  our 
illustration. 

The  location  of  both  these  institutions  is 
pleasant  and  salubrious,  and  the  general 
character  of  the  management  is  satisfactory. 
The  alleged  outrages  committed  in  the  Indus- 
trial School  will,  we  hope  cause  a  more  care- 
ful supervision  of  the  institution  for  the  fu- 
ture. 


More  Swindling. 

The  Depositors'  Investigating  Committee, 
appointed  for  the  purpose  of  examining  the 
condition  of  the  defunct  Dime  Savings  Bank 
of  Sacramento  have  shown  up  a  very  rotten 
state  of  affairs.  They  found  the  amount 
due  depositors  to  be  $42,653,  to  offset  which 
there  were  nominal  assets  to  the  amount  of 
$11,399.  To  show  how  deliberate  the  swind- 
ling was,  it  was  ascertained  that,  during  the 
last  seventeen  days  of  its  existence,  there 
had  been  paid  out  $3 ,142  more  than  was  re- 
ceived. This  looked  a  good  deal  like  "un- 
loading." The  stock  accounts  were  in  a 
frightful  muddle,  and  were  over  $10,000  be- 
hind. All  that  could  be  definitely  ascer- 
tained was  that  the  bank  failure  was  con- 
ducted after  the  most  approved  fashion,  and 
that  it  is  extremely  doubtful  that  the  swin- 
dled depositors  will  be  able  to  recover  any- 
thing worth  mentioning. 

Great  anxiety  is  said  to  be  expressed  by 
Davis  and  Marcuse  to  have  everything  sat- 
isfactorily   settled.       Of    course    there    is. 


Everyone  will  join  them  in  that  laudable  de- 
sire. But  considering  the  assets  and  liabili- 
ties, the  wretched  state  of  the  accounts,  and 
the  fact  that  none  of  the  alleged  swindlers 
have  any  property,  the  chances  for  a  satisfac- 
tory adjustment  of  affairs  is  as  thin  and  un- 
substantial as  anything  can  well  be  con- 
ceived. 

It  will  always  be  a  puzzle  to  ordinary 
folks,  who  don't  understand  much  of  law, 
why  it  is  that  the  mere  rental  of  an  office 
and  the  hiring  of  an  imposing  safe  is  con- 
sidered sufficient  extenuation  for  robbery, 
under  the  pretense  of  keeping  a  "Bank." 
With  no  intention  of  prejudging  their  case, 
we  venture  to  prophesy  that  no  harm  will 
come  to  the  officers  of  the  Sacramento  Dime 
Bank.  Of  all  the  mushroom  banking  insti- 
tutions, which  "  failed"  here  during  the  past 
two  years,  we  have  yet  to  learn  that  any  offi- 
cer was  punished  for  swindling.  Duncan  is 
in  jail,  it  is  true,  but  he  is  held  for  forgery. 
The  law  cannot,  or  will  not,  punish  him  for 
stealing  nearly  $1,000,000  through  his  Pio- 
neer Bank.  Dozens  of  other  accomplished 
swindlers  are  walking  our  streets  every  day, 
holding  their  heads  as  high  anybody.  The 
other  day  we  noticed  a  man  among  the  audi- 
ence at  the  Municipal  Criminal  Court.  His 
irregularities  in  the  Naval  Paymaster's 
office,  a  short  time  ago,  involved  such  im- 
mense sums  that  his  name  has  become  histor- 
ical, and  this  man  was  listening  complacently 
to  the  severe  sentences  of  poor  felons  who 
never  had  the  chance  or  talent  to  steal  on  as 
large  a  scale  as  he.  There  is  no  disguising 
the  fact:  there  is  one  law  for  the  rich  thief, 
and  another  for  the  mean  malefactor.  Every 
one  admits  it;  no  one  with  his  eyes  open  can 
deny  it. 


f  See  Illustration  on  First  Pag«.] 
The  Police  Uniform  Question. 
The  mighty  question,  whether  our  in- 
creased Police  Force  shall  be  uniformed  in 
blue  or  gray,  has  agitated  the  minds  of 
Supervisors,  Police  Commissioners,  officers, 
and  the  general  public  for  several  weeks. 
The  advocates  of  the  blue  contend,  and  with 
much  justice,  that  the  present  uniform  is  dirty 
and  the  appearance  of  the  men  slovenly  in 
the  extreme.  Their  opponents,  however,  urge 
that  the  gray  color  is  the  most  suitable  to 
our  dusty  streets,  and  they  also  say  that  the 
blue,  besides  being  unsuitable,  is  far  more 
costly.  The  friends  of  the  proposed  innova- 
tion in  the  dress  of  our  officers  want  to  intro- 
duce the  New  York  Police  uniform,  with 
brass  buttons,  white  gloves,  cap,  belt  and 
club.  The  others  argue  that  such  vanities 
are  wholly  unnecessary  in  San  Francisco, 
and  prefer  the  present  slouchy,  rough,  dis- 
reputable appearance  of  our  officers  to  any 
New  York  frippery.  Our  artist,  with  a  laud- 
able desire  to  promote  peace  and  good-will, 
and  to  suit  all  parties,  proposes,  in  the  the 
illustration  on  our  first  page,  to  clothe  each 
officer,  half  in  the  local,  and  half  in  the  New 
Yorkuniform.  This  settlement  of  thequestion 
ought  certainly  to  be  received  with  delight 
by  all  concerned.  The  officers  may,  perhaps, 
object  to  such  a  motley  dress,  but  better  a 
few  chagrined  policemen,  than  a  riot  among 
the  opposing  factions. 
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J±   LEGEND    OF   THE   DOG   DAYS. 

IN    TWO    PARTS— PART   II. 


1.     Mr.  Muggins  importunes   the   dog  for 
his  clothes,  but  Growler  can't  see  it. 


2.  Growler  is  insensible  to  abuse,  and 
wont  let  his  shivering  master  have  the  shelter 
of  even  a  paper  collar. 


3.  Mr.  Muggins,  (loquitur).  "  Good  dog. 
Growler.  Let  me  have  my  clothes.  There 
are  times,  Growler,  when  one  must  conceal 
his  real  sentiments." 


glib 
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4.  After  three  hours  shivering.  Happy 
thought  !  Muggins  throws  a  rock,  and 
Growler  follows  it  into  the  river. 


5.  Muggins  takes  advantage  of  the  occa- 
sion to  get  in  tohis  inexpressibles,  and  Grow- 
ler again  recognizes  his  master. 


6,  All's  well  that  ends  well.  The  recon- 
ciliation is  effected,  and  both  go  home  by 
moonlight. 


THE    ILLUSTKATED    WASP. 
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Greeu  peas  are  pretty  nearly  called  in. 

Ccccmbers   are  preparing  for  the  struggle. 

Potter  has  attained  a  notoriety  that  Wash- 
ington never  dreamed  of.  It  was  all  done  by 
little  resolution. 

Lady  Jane  Grey  Swisshelm  says  that  the 
Vassar  girls  are  fools.  The  fair  collegiennes 
have  not  yet  been  heard  from. 

Wellam  "Wellock  may  be  considered  as 
aliunde.  The  people  have  sickened  of  him 
until  the}-  have  scarcely  strength  to  cast  him 
out. 

Emperor  Norton  is  on  his  last  legs.  By 
the  way,  we  never  heard  that  he  had  been 
presented  with  a  new  pair.  He  may  be  on 
his  first  legs,  after  all. 

The  widow  Van  Cott,  who  is  always  saying 
something  after  the  fashion  of  her  sex,  sa}'s 
there  are  more  women  than  men  in  heaven. 
But  some  men  would  go  to  the — the— other 
place  rather  than  meet  the  angelic  sprites 
that  embittered  their  mundane  existence. 
N.  B.  A  married  man  wrote  this,  and  we 
decline  to  become  responsible  for  the  conse- 
quences. 

And  now  they — the  impracticables — want 
the  Grand  Opera  House  converted  into  a 
hotel  for  women,  on  the  Stuart  plan.  We 
understand  that  several  charitable  capitalists 
are  willing  to  furnish  the  place  for  working- 
women,  and  will  furnish  board  and  lodging 
for  fifteen  dollars  a  week.  It  would  be  a 
great  boon  to  girls  who  can  earn  about  a  dol- 
lar a  day.  Philanthropy  is  decidedly  on  the 
increase,  though  much  of  this  kind  could  be 
profitably  dispensed  with. 

Deacon  Duncan  has  again  gone  into  his  ele- 
gant retirement  at  the  County  Jail.  It  is 
is  strange  that  he  doesn't  insist  upon  a  trial. 
"We  have  no  doubt  that  the  same  power  that 
enticed  Captain  Lees  to  Paris  at  this  junc- 
ture, and  spirited  away  several  other  impor- 
tant witnesses  is  able  to  bring  Joseph  to  trial 
and  acquit  him.  That  this  the  programme 
we  are  pretty  well  satisfied — the  only  thing 
we  cannot  account  for  is  the  delay.  But  per- 
haps all  the  witnesses  are  not  disposed  of. 

It  is  said  that,  on  account  of  the  general 
introduction  of  labor-saving  machinery ,  the 
number  of  hands  needed  during  the  coming 
harvest  will  not  be  much  greater  than  that  of 
last  year.  If  this  thing  goes  on  much  far- 
ther the  genial  Granger  can  soon  sit  on  the 
top  rail  of  his  garden  fence,  and,  by  touch- 
ing  certain   springs   and  buttons,  yank  his 


whole  crop  into  the  barn  without  further  ex- 
ertion. Some  people  think  that  this  is  a 
good  time  to  kill  inventors,  but  we  judge  it  to 
be  a  little  too  soon.  Perhaps  some  of  them 
will  soon  open  direct  communication  with 
the  moon,  and  thus  work  off  our  redundant 
population.  Let  us  wait,  before  we  proceed 
to  extremities. 

As  it  seems  we  can  have  no  more  Bulgar- 
ian atrocities  to  report,  the  management  of 
the  Industrial  School  is  furnishing  enough 
outrages  to  sate  the  public  appetite.  Cock- 
roaches in  the  coffee,  maggots  in  the  meat, 
infamously  vulgar  language  used  to  the  boys 
by  the  officers  who  are  supposed  to  be  en- 
gaged in  the  work  of  reformation,  five  dozen 
lashes  for  puny,  sickly  boys,  and  a  general 
reign  of  terror  that  would  disgrace  the  prison 
management  of  the  last  century,  these  are 
a  few  of  the  facts  developed  at  the  investi- 
gation held  at  the  Industrial  School  by  the 
Board  of  Supervisors  on  Tuesday  last.  If  a 
tithe  of  the  horrors  alleged  be  true,  the  scound- 
rels who  are  responsible  should  not  only  be 
discharged  at  once,  but  subjected  to  criminal 
prosecution  for  their  misdoings. 

'Tis  hard  to  keep  the  new  police 

From  the  conserving  of  the  peace, 

By  prosecuting  zealous  cops 

For  using  peoples'  heads  for  mops. 

When  peelers  charge  the  surging  crowd, 

The  use  of  clubs  should  be  allowed. 

For  what  are  peelers'  batons  made  for, 

And  what  are  new  policemen  paid  for, 

If  they've  no  right  to  break  the  pates 

Of  all  poor  wretches  whom  the  fates 

Have  not  made  rich  ?  'Tis  something  new 

If  any  vulgar,  lab'ring  crew 

Can  call  in  question  peelers'  rights 

To  flesh  their  clubs  in  frequent  fights. 

'Tis  true  no  king  would  tolerate 

Such  cruelty  within  his  State. 

But  in  this  sunny  western  land 

Policemen  rule  with  iron  hand; 

In  'Frisco  'tis  a  common  feat 

To  club  the  people  on  the  street, 

Men  and  maids,  no  matter  which, 

Provided  that  they  be  not  rich. 

For  rich  men  do  not  join  the  mob, 

And,  if  they  did,  the  peeler's  club 

Would  still  respect  their  honest  pates, 

For  wealth  a  certain  awe  creates. 

All  jokes  aside,  it  is  a  shame 

To  let  official  ruffians  maim, 

And  club,  and  sometimes  kill  poor  folk, 

Under  the  very  flimsy  cloak 

Of  lawful  zeal  a  row  to  quell. 

We  think  it  would  be  just  as  well, 

If  all  the  force  employed  their  time 

In  catching  thieves  and  checking  crime. 

'Tis  what  they're  paid  for,  not  to  meet, 

And  act  like  hoodlums  on  the  street. 

They'd  be  more  useful  to  us  then 

Than  clubbing  peaceful  workingmen. 


A  Clause  For  Charity. 

Ed.  Wasp: — At  the  Workingmen's  Conven- 
vention  on  Friday,  the  17th  instant.,  a  mem- 
ber moved  that  a  clause  be  inserted  in  the 
platform  that  any  person  who  is  blind  or 
deaf  and  dumb  should  be  exempt  from  taxa- 
tion. Mr.  Wellock,  the  champion  of  human 
liberties  jumped  to  his  feet  and  objected 
strenuously  to  the  insertion  of  the  clause. 
He  said  in  effect:  "There  are  thousands  of 
people  would   willingly  be  blind   and   deaf 


and  dumb  if  thereby  they  could  be  exempt 
from  taxation."  Mr.  Wellock  was  alone  in  his 
pitiful,  uncharitable  objection,  the  Convention 
voting  in  favor  of  the  clause,  which  was  in- 
serted accordingly,  limiting  the  exemption, 
however,  to  $5,000. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  comment  upon  the 
brutal  fashion  in  which  Wellock  treated  this 
matter,  suffice  to  say  that  he  disgusted  every- 
one within  the  sound  of  his  voice.  Wellock 
simply  made  a  fool  of  himself,  besides  dis- 
playing his  real  character.  I  for  one,  consider 
him  an  interloper  in  the  party,  and  would 
gladly  expel  him.  He  can't  vote,  and  he  has 
no  business  telling  others  how  to  cast  their 
ballots. 

I  hope  the  Constitutional  Convention  will 
grant  the  remission.  The  unfortunates  who 
ask  it  simply  want  to  keep  out  of  the  Alms 
House  and  preserve  their  manhood.  The 
total  amount  of  taxes  they  pay  would  scarcely 
amount  to  $2,500  a  year,  and  I  think  the 
State  can  better  afford  to  remit  that  much 
than  to  force  them  into  charitable  institu- 
tions. Those  who  happen  to  be  rich  will 
have  to  pay  on  all  excess  of  property  above 
$5,000,  so  that  there  will  be  little,  if  any, 
loss  to  the  State.  Trusting  that  your  charity 
will  prompt  you  to  give  this  insertion,  I  re- 
main, yours  truly,  Justttta. 

San  Francisco,  May  21,' 1878. 


AT  CHURCH. 


The  organ's  subdued  tones  fell  on  the  listening  ear, 

Lulling  to  dreamy  peacefulness  and  holy  calm. 
Earth  seemed  to  fade  away  and  heaven  near  appear, 

With  choirs  of  angels  chanting  some  celestial  psalm. 
A  soft  delicious  perfume  floated  on  the  air — 

A  gentle  rustling  sounding  like  to  seraphs'  wings. 
And  then  my  vision  rested  on  an  angel  fair, 

Clad  in  humanity's  disguise  of  earthly  things. 
The  organ  heralded  her  coming  with  one  triumphant 

chord, 
The  rich  voice  of    the  basso  echoed   "How  beauti- 
ful, oh  Lord"! 

Her  finely  moulded  form  was  one  of  lithesome  grace 
The  tender,  rosebud  mouth — the   liquid,   lustrous 
eye- 
As  with  bewitching  beauty  brightened  the  fair  face 
With  love  and  admiration mademyheart beat  high. 
The  prayer-book  quite  forgotten  rested  on  the  rack, 

The  opening  lesson  lost  amid  a  wordy  mist, 
That  graceful  contour  lingering  'neath  her  seal  skin 
sacque 
Would  tempt  an  anchorite — how  then  could  I  resist? 
And  then  the  tenor's  gentle  voice  in  soft  insinuation, 
Kang  sweet  and    clear,    "Lead  us,    oh  Lord,   not 
into  temptation." 

Throughout    the  prosy    sermon's  dreamy,   dreary 
length. 
In  blissful  happiness  I  gazed  and  then  adored — 
Each    fleeting    moment     gave    love     fascination's 
strength, 
Although  my  lips  were  sealed,  still  wild  my  heart 
implored ; 
But  soon  keen  disappointment  followed  sad  surprise — 

A  manly  form  drew  near  in  answer  to  her  smile, 
I  saw  the  love-light  blaze  within  her  glorious  eyes, 
As  hand  in  hand  they  slowly  passed  by  down  the 
aisle, 
And  while  the  crushing  truth  I  felt  that  I   could 

never  win  her, 
The  alto    warbled    "Lord  have  mercy  on  a  poor 
blind  sinner." 
San  Francisco,  Hay  20,  1870.  X. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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PIONEER'S  WIFE. 


A  Story  From  Real  Life. 


BT   W.    P.    CHAMBERS. 


PRIOR  to  the  Creek  war  numerous  white 
settlements  had  been  planted  in  Southwestern 
Alabama,  principally  along  the  Alabama  and 
Tombigbee  rivers.  West  of  the  latter  stream  was  the 
then  flourishing  town  of  St.  Stephens  and  its  tribu- 
tary settlements. 

Upon  the  outbreak  of  hostilities  these  settlers 
erected  forts  or  stcckades  into  which  they,  with  their 
familes,  retreated  when  menaced  with  danger. 

The  most  superficial  student  of  American  history 
knows  that  the  white  settlements  east  of  the  Ala- 
bama river  were  wiped  out  in  blood  on  the  3d  day  of 
April,  1813.  At  noon  on  that  day,  William  Weather- 
ford  and  Peter  McQueen,  half-breed  chieftains,  with 
one  thousand  warriors,  attacked  the  stockade  known 
as  "Fort  Mims,"  and  ere  the  sun  had  set  the  corpses 
of  over  five  hundred  whites  were  left  amid  the  smok- 
ing ruins  of  the  fort. 

On  his  triumphal  return  to  Echanchaca,  or  the 
Holy  Ground,  Weatherford  sent  out  detachments  of 
his  victorious  braves  to  attack  the  minor  forts  and 
to  harass  the  exposed  settlements.  But  all  this  is  a 
matter  of  history — so  to  our  story. 

Time,  sunset  of  a  sultry  day  early  in  September, 
1813;  place,  a  pioneer's  cabin  and  outhouses  in  the 
centre  of  a  dozen  acres  of  cleared  land,  around  which 
loomed  the  forest  of  lofty  pines,  casting  sombre 
shadows  entirely  across  the  clearing.  At  the  head 
of  a  ravine  away  to  one  side  of  the  field  was  the 
spring,  and  equally  distant  in  an  opposite  direction 
was  the  cow-pen,  in  which  nearly  half  a  hundred 
cattle  were  now  pawing  and  bellowing,  while  two 
lads  and  two  maidens  were  busily  engaged  in  the 
evening  milking.  Nearer  the  house  was  the  horse 
lot,  with  its  corn-crib  and  stables,  and  engaged  in 
feeding  his  horses  was  the  proprietor  of  the  place. 

He  was  past  middle  age,  of  large  muscular  frame, 
and  with  a  face  indicative  of  both  physical  and 
moral  courage — such  a  face  in  fact  as  one  would  ex- 
pect to  find  in  an  American  pioneer.  His  buckskin 
hunting-shirt  was  far  from  clean,  and  his  grizzled 
hair  and  beard  were  matted  and  unkempt;  and  yet 
one  felt,  when  looking  into  those  honest  eye  s,  that 
he  stood  before  a  gentleman. 

Such  was  Ransom  Killgore  and  thus  was  he  sur- 
rounded. He  was  just  in  the  aet  of  returning  to  the 
house,  above  whose  chimney  the  blue  smoke  was 
curling  lazily  as  his  wife  cooked  the  evening  meal, 
when  he  saw  a  horseman  riding  at  full  speed  across 
the  clearing.  A  minute  later,  the  new-comer  had 
reined  in  his  steed.  He,  too,  was  evidently  a 
pioneer. 

"Orders  for  you;"  was  his  brief  salutation. 

"What's  up  now?"  was  asked  in  reply. 

"A  great  deal  is  up,  and  some  of  it  is  mighty  bad. 
Jim  Steadway  has  just  come  in,  and  says  that  every 
man,  woman  and  child  at  Sam  Mims'  fort  was  killed 
day  before  yesterday!" 

"Good  heavens!  There  were  over  three  hundred 
of  'em,  too,  weren't  there?" 

"Over  five  hundred,  Jim  says,  countin'  in  the 
troops." 

"Were  they  all  killed  too?" 

"Yes.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  so  many  durned 
officers  it  wouldn't  have  happened.  But  that  ain't 
all.  A  large  gang  of  Indians  have  crossed  the  river, 
and  are  moving  upon  us.  We  may  expect  them  by 
midnight,  Jim  says,  and  the  captain  says  for  you  to 
come  in  at  once.    Where's  Isham?" 

"He's  gone  with  Sally  Morrel  down  to  her  place 
to  stack  some  fodder." 


"Can  you  send  word  to  brother  Abner?  I've  got 
to  go  to  Tom  Gillis'." 

"Yes.    I'll  send  immediately." 

"And  you'll  try  to  come  in,  too?" 

"I  reckon  so.    You  may  look  for  us  by  bedtime." 

"I  think  you'd  better  be  quick  as  you  can.  Jim 
ain't  a  fellow  to  be  skeered  at  nothin',  and  he's  ex- 
cited, I  tell  you." 

No  sooner  had  the  courier  ceased  speaking,  than 
Mr.  Killgore  called  a  lad  from  the  cow-pen,  and 
started  him  to  warn  Abner  Jayne  and  his  family  of 
the  impending  danger,  and  deliver  the  message  of 
the  "Captain,"  as  they  usually  designated  the  most 
prominent  man  in  their  little  garrisons.  Meanwhile 
he  busied  himself  in  yoking  up  his  oxen,  putting  a 
few  articles  in  a  cart,  and  adjusting  saddles  on  the 
backs  of  his  two  horses.  Before  this  was  completed 
his  son  returned  from  Mr.  Jayne's. 

"Oh,  pa!"  exclaimed  the  little  fellow,  ashe  panted 
from  sheer  exhaustion,  "  Bud's  a  fightin'  the  Indians, 
and  Miss  Sally  says  she's  afeared  he's  killed  afore 
this  time." 

"How  is  it,  my  son?"  asked  the  father,  as  he 
reached  for  his  rifle  over  the  doorway. 

"  Miss  Sally  went  with  Bud  to  stack  the  fodder. 
When  they  got  to  the  bars  they  saw  three  Indians  in 
the  yard.  Bud  told  her  to  stop  till  he  seen  what 
they  wanted.  She  stopped,  and  when  he  got  about 
half  way  the  Indians  seed  him  and  one  of  'em 
raised  his  gun.  Bud  jumped  behind  a  stump  and 
blazed  away,  and  killed  the  one  that  had  his  gun  up. 
She  run  home — got  there  just  as  I  did — heard  two 
guns  before  I  got  there,  as  I  was  crossin'  the  creek." 

Mr.  Kilgore  waited  to  hear  no  more.  Rifle  in 
hand,  he  mounted  a  horse,  and  telling  his  wife  to  go 
on  to  the  fort  as  soon  as  possible,  he  rode  off.  A 
quarter  of  a  mile  beyond  Mr.  Jayne's  he  saw  that 
gentleman  in  company  with  his  son,  and  also  ob- 
served that  the  latter  had  a  bloody  arm. 

"  Ishaui's  true  grit;  you  may  bet  your  last  dollar 
on  that,"  called  out  his  neighbor,  as  soon  as  he  was 
in  speaking  distance. 

With  a  broad  smile,  but  with  a  heart  full  of  anx- 
iety, the  father  dismounted  and  inquired  the  extent 
of  his  son's  injuries.  After  being  satisfied  that  they 
were  slight,  he  asked  for  the  particulars  of  the  en- 
counter. 

"  I  killed  all  three  of  'em,  pa;  I  dropped  the  first 
one  in  the  yard  as  he  tried  to  shoot  me,  I  couldn't 
see  the  other  two  for  a  long  time,  and  I'd  begun  to 
think  they'd  gone  off,  when  one  of  them  shot  at  me 
from  behind  the  fence  and  hurt  my  arm.  He'd 
sneaked  around  the  field  and  got  behind  me.  That 
made  me  mad,  and  I  just  raised  up  and  saw  the  other 
one  peepin'  from  behind  the  ash-hopper.  I  knowed 
it  was  empty,  so  I  just  shot  through  it,  and  saw  him 
fall  and  fetch  one  kick.  I  then  run  to  where  the  one 
was  that  shot  at  me,  and  found  him  snapping  at  me 
with  the  flint  of  his  gun.  He  raised  his  tomahawk, 
but  I  broke  his  head  with  my  gun  barrel  before  he 
could  use  it." 

It  was  now  getting  dusk.  At  his  father's  request 
Isham  had  mounted  the  horse  and  ridden  homeward, 
leaving  the  two  settlers  to  come  more  slowly  on  foot. 
As  they  strode  along  Mr.  Jayne  first  heard  of  the 
dreadful  massacre  at  Fort  Mims,  and  a  deep,  unquiet 
dread  seemed  to  take  possession  of  the  two  men's 
minds  as  they  walked  along. 

It  is  proper  to  state  that  the  two  settlers,  Kilgore 
and  Jayne,  with  several  others,  had  been  at  their 
respective  homes  for  some  weeks.  Sally  Morrellwas 
a  married  daughter  of  Mr.  Jayne's,  and  her  husband 
was  then  absent  with  the  United  States  troops  who 
were  operating  against  the  Indians.  Previous  to  vol- 
unteering Mr.  Morrel  had  settled  about  a  mile  from 
his  father-in-law's,  built  a  cabin,  cleared  a  small 
piece  of  ground,  and  had  planted  it.  His  wife  had 
cultivated  the  crop  after  his  departure,  and  aided  by 
her  father,  had  "pulled  the  fodder,"  as  stripping  the 
blades  from  the  corn-stalks  is  called.  She  had  called 
on  Isham  Killgore,  a  well-grown  lad  of  sixteen,  to 
assist  her  in  tying  it  in  bundles  and  staking  it.  We 
have  seen  how  the  effort  ended. 

When  the  two  settlers  arrived  at  Mr.  Jayne's  it  waB 


dark,  the  family,  consisting  entirely  of  women  and 
girls,  had  yoked  the  oxen  to  the  wagon  and  were 
ready  to  start  to  the  fort.  Therefore  they  all  accom- 
panied Mr.  Killgore  to  his  house,  which  was  a  half 
•mile  distant.  Arrived  there,  they  found  all  ready 
to  move,  the  word  was  given,  and  the  little  band 
moved  on  as  silently  as  possible  in  the  darkness. 

In  front  strode  Mr.  Killgore,  rifle  in  hand,  and  his 
ear  open  to  every  suspicious  sound.  Then  came  his 
cart,  followed  by  his  wife  and  smallest  child  and  Mrs. 
Jayne  on  horseback.  Next  came  the  other  members 
of  the  two  families  on  foot,  Mrs.  Morrel,  with  her 
infant,  being  seated  in  her  father's  wagon,  which 
followed  close  upon  the  pedestrians.  Mr.  Jayne 
brought  up  the  rear  equally  as  cautious  as  his  neigh- 
bor in  front.  A  dozen  yards  upon  one  flank  was 
Isham  with  his  arm  in  a  sling,  but  still  with  his  trusty 
rifle,  while  a  younger  brother,  scarce  a  dozen  years 
of  age,  marched  upon  the  opposite  flank. 

The  little  group  of  settlers  had  mo\ed  in  this  way 
but  little  over  a  hundred  yards  from  the  edge  of  the 
olearing  when  a  fire  was  opened  upon  them  by  the 
concealed  foe. 

"Back  to  the  house!"  shonted  Mr.  Killgore  as 
he  staggered  and  fell,  with  a  rifle-ball  through  his 
chest. 

His  command  was  promptly  obeyed,  and  all  reached 
such  shelter  as  the  cabin  afforded — all  save  himself 
and  Isham.  The  latter  hearing  rather  than  seeing  his 
father  fall,  rushed  to  his  side,  and,  lifting  him  in  his 
arms,  carried  him  into  a  dense  clump  of  bushes, 
where,  for  a  wonder,  the  savages,  unaware  of  their 
close  proximity,  left  them  unmolested.  It  was  evi- 
dent to  both  father  and  son  that  the  life  of  the  for- 
mer was  rapidly  going  out  with  the  crimson  stream 
that  gushed  from  his  wound. 

"  Can't  I  do  something  ?"  sobbed  the  son,  as  he 
knelt  by  his  father's  side. 

"Nothing  for  me,  my  boy!"  was  the  whispered 
reply,  "Do  the  best  you  can  for  your  mother  and 
the  children.  I  think  you'd  best  go  on  to  fort  at 
once  and  bring  some  re-enforcements.  If  they  get 
back  to  the  house  they  can  hold  out  till  daylight." 

"  But  they've  only  got  two  guns,  father." 

"That's  so.  Well,  do  as  you  think  best.  I'm 
going,  my  boy  I  Tell  your  mother  goodbye  for  me. 
Tell  her—" 

The  blood  gurgled  in  his  throat;  there  was  a  short 
struggle,  and  when  the  body  of  Ransom  Killgore 
again  was  still  it  was  tenantless.  The  soul  had  gone 
back  to  the  God  who  gave  it. 

The  son  reverently  lifted  his  father's  corpse  and 
oarried  it  still  deeper  into  the  wood,  to  where  stood 
a  hollow  tree,  the  cavity  of  which  extended  several 
feet  beneath  the  surface  of  the  ground.  Into  this 
cavity  he  thrust  tbe  still  warm  body,  and  walked 
back  to  where  he  had  died.  By  this  time  the  sav- 
ages, or  the  main  body  at  least,  had  followed  the 
retreating  settlers  inside  the  clearing. 

On  reaching  his  own  and  his  father's  guns,  Isham 
Killgore  paused  a  moment  to  reflect.  Should  he 
return  to  the  house  and  share  the  fate  of  the  others, 
or  Bhould  he  endeavor  to  reach  the  fort  and  bring 
assistance  ?  Though  his  feelings  prompted  the  for- 
mer course,  his  judgment  approved  the  latter,  and 
set  off  rapidly  but  cautiously  iu  the  direction  of  the 
fort.  He  had  not  taken  many  steps,  however,  when 
his  ears  were  assailed  by  a  series  of  sounds  that  sent 
the  blood  curdling  back  to  his  heart,  and  caused 
him  to  turn  about  and  start  upon  the  run  toward  the 
house. 

The  fugitive  settlers  had  reached  the  cabin  with- 
out further  loss,  but  it  proved  their  utter  destruction; 
for  hardly  had  the  door  been  closed,  and  before  a 
light  could  be  struck,  from  the  low  joists  and  from 
under  the  scaffolds  on  which  the  family  had  slept 
sprang  a  score  of  painted  warriors  yelling  like 
demons  and  striking  down  their  bewildered  and 
unresisting  victims.  It  was  but  the  work  of  a  mom- 
ent, it  seemed,  and  all  was  over.  A  dozen  bloody 
corpses  lay  scattered  about  the  floor,  and  a  dozen 
recking  scalps,  mostly  of  women,  dangled  from  the 
hands  of  the  exultant  braves  as  they  emerged  from 
the  cabin. 

[to  be  continued. 1 
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THE  GARDEN. 

What  w  mdrous  life  is  this  I  lead! 

Ripe  apples  drop  about  niy  head. 

The  luscious  clusters  of  the  vine 

Upon  my  mouth  do  crush  their  wine. 

The  nectarine  and  curious  peach, 

Into  my  hands  themselves  do  reach. 

Stumbling  on  melons,  as  I  pass, 

Insnared  with  flowers,  I  fall  on  grass. 

Meanwhile  the  mind  from  pleasure  less 

Withdraws  into  its  happiness. 

The  mind,  that  ocean  where  each  kind 

Does  straight  its  own  resemblance  And; 

Yet  it  creates,  transcending  these, 

Far  other  worlds,  and  other  seas; 

Annihilating  all  that's  made 

To  a  green  thought  in  a  green  Bhade. 

Here  at  the  fountain's  sliding  foot, 

Or  at  some  fruit-tree's  mossy  root, 

Casting  the  body's  vest  aside, 

My  soul  into  the  boughs  does  glide; 

There,  like  a  bird,  it  sits  and  sings, 

Then  wets  and  claps  its  silver  wings, 

And,  till  prepared  for  longer  flight, 

Waves  in  its  plumes  the  various  light, 

How  well  the  skilful  gardener  drew, 

Of  flowers  and  herbs,  this  dial  newl 

Where,  from  above,  the  milder  sun 

Does  through  a  fragrant  zodiac  run; 

And,  as  it  works,  the  industrious  bee 

Computes  its  time  as  well  as  we. 

How  could  such  sweet  and  wholesome  hours 

Be  reckon'd,  but  with  herbs  and  flowers? 


A  Talented  Female  Victim  of  Alcohol. 
One  of  those  ingenious  women  whose  busi- 
ness it  is  to  examine  mutilated  and  illegible 
currency  in  the  Treasury  has  recently  come 
to  grief.  This  woman  had  so  ably  performed 
this  intricate  work  for  several  years  as  to 
have  become  almost  indispensable,  not  only 
to  the  Department,  but  scarcely  less  so  to 
numerous  banks  in  different  parts  of  the 
country,  who  but  for  her  patience,  must  have 
lost  considerable  sums  in  worn  currency, 
Her  skill  in  restoring  what  looked  like  a 
hopeless  mass  was  marvelous,  and  in  con- 
sideration of  her  perseverance  in  this  direc- 
tion, some  of  the  banks  have  from  time  to 
time  attested  their  appreciation  of  the  mate- 
rial benefit  thus  derived  by  handsome  dona- 
tions of  money,  one  or  two,  it  is  understood, 
paying  her  as  high  as  $1 ,000  per  year.  We  take 
equal  pride  in  the  gallantry  of  such  men, 
and  the  ability  of  such  a  woman..  Too  often 
are  women  compelled  to  feel  that  they  gain 
nothing  by  marked  fidelity.  These  gifts 
from  the  banks  were,  of  course,  in  addition 
to  the  regular  salary  paid  by  the  Treasury,  of 
$1,200.  For  a  considerable  time  it  was 
sadly  noticed  that  this  woman  was  manifest- 
ly falling  into  the  insidious  power  of  a  terri- 
ble siren.  Often  and  again,  it  could  not  be 
denied,  she  was  not  quite  herself  long  before 
the  hour  for  the  close  of  work.  Admonitions, 
kind  and  gentle,  and  warnings  oft  repeated 
were  of  no  avail.  She  was  hopelessly  en- 
thralled. At  last  she  came  to  the  office  one 
morning  already  too  oblivious  to  faithfully 
perform  her  usual  task,  and,  as  patience  had 
long  since  ceased  to  be  a  virtue,  a  carriage 
was  called,  and  she  was  sent,  a  victim  of  al- 
cohol, to  her  home,  there  to  find  that  the 
ominous  yellow  envelope  containing  a  notice 
of  her  dismissal  from  service  had  preceded 
her  coming.  Strange  to  say,  her  predeces- 
sor in  the  same  position,  who  had  served 
long  and  acceptably,  was  discharged  for  the 
same  cause. 


f 


E^*No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  phime,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  mil  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Melpomene. — Try  prose.  We  don't  think 
your  forte  is  blank  verse. 

Junior. — Go  and  see  her  for  yourself. 
There  are  no  good  intermediaries  in  such 
a  case. 

John. — If  pity  will  do  you  any  good,  we 
pity  you;  but  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  state 
that  such  verses  as  you  submit  to  our  con- 
sideration only  aggravate  the  matter. 

Electron. — You  are  wrong.  Col.  Barnes 
is  not  a  disguised  noble.  If  he  is,  the  dis- 
guise is  bo  complete  that  nobody  has  been 
able  to  penetrate  it.  Because  he  insists  on 
running  over  the  common  herd  with  his 
gilded  chariot,  that  is  no  reason  why  he 
should  be  charged  with  being  an  ex- 
gentleman. 

J.  A -n. — "We  are  not  competent,   nor 

are  we  anxious  to  decide  a  matter  of  so  grave 
a  nature.  Write  to  Pope  Leo,  or  Rev.  Kal- 
loch.  They  will  doubtless  be  glad  to  hear 
from  you  after  so  long  a  silence. 

M.  T.  B.- — Your  grievance  no  doubt  is  a 
hard  one,  but  disputes  of  that  nature  are  not 
proper  matter  for  ventilation  in  a  newspaper. 
You  might,  perhaps,  elect  to  settle  the  quar- 
rel with  a  club,  but  we  have  decided  not  to 
interfere  on  behalf  of  either  belligerent. 
Therefore,  you  will  understand  that  your 
vigorous  phillipic  is  declined  with  thanks. 

Jenkins.- — Your  account  of  the  ball  at  the 
Athenian  Club  has  been  received.  We  hes- 
itate about  printing  it,  as  we  are  unac- 
quainted with  the  meaning  of  the  technical 
terms  used  therein.  We  might  be  led  un- 
wittingly into  a  libel  suit  as  interminable  as 
Jarndyce  vs.  Jarndyce.  We  shall  study  up 
toilet  nomenclature  as  we  want  to  be  on  the 
safe  side. 

Boabdil. — Our  statistician  is  hunting  up 
the  figures  to  answer  your  inquiry.  The 
statistical  departments  at  Washington,  Lon- 
don, Paris  and  Berlin  have  been  commu- 
nicated with,  and  the  prospect  is  good  for 
an  early  reply.  It  will  depend  mainly  on 
your  age  and  constitution  whether  your  wish 
to  be  informed  on  the  point  at  issue  will  be 
gratified  in  this  life,  as  our  assistant  figure 
grubber  says  the  case  may  be  submitted 
about  March,  1925. 

Evelyn. — We  would  gladly  publish  your 
leally  creditable  sonnets  did  we  not  have  a 
suspicion,  almost  amounting  to  certainty, 
that  we  wept  over  their  touching  pathos  more 


than  five  years  ago.  We  think  they  first  saw 
the  light  in  the  Atlantic  Monthly  in  '72  or  73. 
Of  course  yours  may  be  the  production  of 
your  own  gifted  train,  and  the  whole  thing 
may  be  one  of  those  strange  literary  coinci- 
dences we  read  of,  but  we'd  rather  not  risk 
it,  Evelyn.  When  we  are  imposed  on  by 
correspondents,  and  publish  stale  matter  as 
original,  a  swarm  of  wretched  book-worms 
arise  and  charge  us  with  piracy.  A  hornet's 
nest  is  nothing  to  it.  When  a  male  cor- 
respondent commits  this  crime,  we  run  him 
through  with  our  shears,  when  a  lady  does 
it  we  simply  remonstrate  with  her  and  appeal 
to  her  better  feelings,  as  we  do  now. 


A  clergyman  was  annoyed  by  people  talking 
and  giggling.  He  paused,  looked  at  the  dis- 
turbers, and  said:  "I  am  always  afraid  to 
reprove  those  who  misbehave,  for  this  reason. 
Some  years  since,  as  I  was  preaching,  a 
young  man  who  sat  before  me  was  constantly 
laughing,  talking  and  making  uncouth 
grimaces.  I  paused  and  administered  a 
severe  rebuke.  After  the  close  of  the  service 
a  gentleman  said  to  me,  'Sir,  you  have  made 
a  great  mistake;  that  young  man  is  an  idiot." 
Since  then  I  have  always  been  afraid  to  re- 
prove another  idiot."  During  the  rest  of  the 
service  there  was  good  order. 


No  Cuss  Words  This  Time. 
We  have  been  wondering  all  along  how  it 
was  that  old  Ben  Wade  kept  so  silent  since 
he  climbed  the  golden  stair.  With  the  pre- 
sent facilities  for  communication  he  should 
have  sung  out  before  this.  Happily  our 
curiosity  in  this  respect  is  now  satisfied. 
The  Banner  of  Light  publishes  a  communica- 
tion from  him  in  the  "spirit  land,"  which 
cannot  fail  to  fill  the  friends  of  the  deceased 
Senator  with  sweet  delight  and  infinite  amaze- 
ment. Mr.  Wade  is  represented  as  saying 
of  his  new  abode:  "On  every  hand,  wafted 
by  every  breeze,  comes  the  sweet  surprises — 
surprises  that  shall  lift  each  mortal  beyond 
his  or  her  comprehension  when  ushered  into 
the  everlasting  rest.  All  is  new  and  strange, 
but  I  shall  soon  know  my  work,  and  will 
hasten  to  fulfill  my  spirit  mission.  My 
home  is  beautiful — surrounded  by  every- 
thing lovely  and  enjoyable.  Unspeakable 
joy  fills  my  soul  as  I  linger  on  the  borders  of 
earth-life.  Heaven's  blessings  rest  upon  all 
of  my  relatives  and  friends — yea,  mine  ene- 
mies, too !  May  the  mantle  of  charity  en- 
velop the  minds  of  those  disposed  to  criti- 
cize the  motives  of  others  whose  opinions 
differ  from  their  own.  But  I  must  away — 
the  world  will  hear  from  me  again  through 
the  same  source.  God's  universe  is  propelled 
by  natural  laws,  and  He,  the  great  engineer 
and  maker  of  those  laws,  grants  to  us  reason- 
ing powers  to  guide  us  straight  into  the  true 
life  of  Christirnity.  Haste  ye,  mortals,  to 
that  way  of  light  and  love,  for  your  life  here 
shall  begin  bright  indeed  if  while  on  earth 
ye  seek  truth  everlasting."  It  is  evident 
"bluff  old  Ben"  has  learned  a  new  language 
since  he  crossed  to  the  other  side. 


We  sometimes  congratulate  ourselves  at 
at  the  moment  of  waking  from  a  troubled 
dream;  it  may  be  so  the  moment  after  death. 
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The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

April  steps  out  and  acknowledges  the  corn; 
however,  all  corn  is  Maize. 

Cot  bad  companions,  but  there's  no  neces- 
sity to  mince  matters  when  you  set  out  to  do 
it. 

Clothes  were  invented  in  Europe  for  the 
purpose  of  having  something  to  attach  me- 
dals to. 

A  Baltimore  man  has  invented  a  new  pa- 
per collar  which  he  calls  the  Worm,  because 
it  will  turn. 

The  Binghampton  Times  is  talking  about 
"Young  Men's  Perils."  Merciful  heavens! 
Is  this  leap  year  ? 

Gold  treated  silver  with  a  supercilious 
stare,  for  a  long  time,  but  now  silver  has 
"climbed  the  golden  stare." 

"We  sometimes  hear  of  public  men  taking 
care  of  their  friends,  but  Sitting  Bull  know- 
eth  how  to  take  hair  of  his  enemies. 

When  two  girls  meet  they  kiss.  When 
two  young  men  meet,  they  don't.  That 
shows  who  wants  kissing  the  worst. 

Parties  expecting  to  visit  the  sea  shore 
this  season  will  be  rejoiced  to  learn  that  they 
can  borrow  money  two  per  cent,  below  what 
they  paid  last  year. 

Science  tells  us  there  is  motion  in  every- 
thing. Science  must  have  been  scrutinizing 
the  average  boy  when  he  was  not  engaged  in 
filling  up  a  wood-box. 

An  Irishman  employed  on  the  roadbed  of 
a  new  railroad  in  this  State,  offers  to  bet  $~~ 
that  he  can  throw  more  dirt  in  a  day  than  any 
other  man.  There's  a  chance  for  a  Chicago 
editor  to  make  $50  pretty  easy. 

A  New  York  dancing  master  has  added  his 
to  "one  of  the  few  immortal  names"  etc.,  by 
waltzing  for  sixteen  hours.  It  must  make 
Longfellow  and  Tennyson  sick  to  think  of 
what  labor  and  study  it  cost  them  to  become 
famous. 

Do  people  instinctively  dislike  to  write 
their  own  names,  or  why  is  it  that  often  with  ■ 
out  any  definite  signature?  Such  pseudo- 
nyms as  "Wafer,"  "Public,"  "Justice,"  and 
the  like  are  unfortunately  not  to  be  found  in 
the  directory. 

In  his  last  letter  tb  the  London  Telegraph 
Mr.  Stanley  says  that  the  entrances  to  Afri- 
can cabins  "are  made  very  low  in  front — 
barley  admitting  the  occupant."  This  shows 
that  the  barbarians  are  up  to  the  present 
style — even  the  portals  are  "made  low  in 
front"- — cut  Pompey-door. 

"Learn  to  smile,"  urges  a  contemporary. 
This  is  a  pretty  advice  for  an  editor  to  give 
whose  task  it  is  to  mould  public  opinion. 
Young  men  learn  to  "smile"  soon  enough 
without  any  newspaper  instructions  on  the 
subject.  It  is  suspected  that  the  editor  owns 
an  interest  in  a  large  distillery. 


"E.  E.  Hale  thinks  there  never  was  an 
eloquent  woman,"  says  an  exchange.  Let 
Mr.  Hale  in  his  wanderings  through  the  sub- 
urbs of  the  city,  find  a  small  woman  with  a 
thin  lip,  a  bulging  eye  and  a  turn-up  nose, 
and  let  him  slap  the  rascally  two-headed  brat 
of  that  woman  while  she  is  engaged  in  wring- 
ing out  some  checked  shirts  and  a  red  flannel 
petticoat  in  the  back  yard,  at  the  same  time 
stopping  to  "sass  back"  at  her — let  him  try 
it  once;  and  if  he  should  persist  in  thinking 
that  there  never  was  an  eloquent  woman, 
why,  then,  the  conclusion  is  inevitable  that 
he  doesn't  know  what  an  eloquent  woman  is. 

We  are  very  much  afraid  we  shall  be 
obliged  to  go  without  a  Cornish  organ  this 
year.  The  makers,  as  we  understand  the 
offer,  want  to  sell  us  a  $125  organ,  and  take 
75  cents  in  advertising  and  $124.25  in  cash. 
The  offer  is  a  liberal  one  and  we  do  not 
doubt  that  we  could  make  money  out  of  it. 
We  could  of  course  raise  the  $124.25  without 
any  trouble,  but  we  do  not  for  the  life  of  us 
see  where  we  could  find  room  for  the  75 
cents  worth  of  advertising.  If  the  manufac- 
turers want  to  do  $1,000  worth  of  advertising 
we  are  willing  to  do  it,  and  will  take  $875  in 
cash  and  a  $125  organ  as  compensation,  or 
we  will  make  almost  any  kind  of  an  arrange- 
ment at  this  rate,  but  we  really  fear  we  shall 
be  obliged  once  for  all  to  decline  doing  busi- 
ness on  the  magnificent  terms  offered  by 
them. 


A  Fowl  Conundrum. 
"Because  they  get  their  necks  twirled  in 
this."  That's  the  answer  to  the  conundrum 
about  a  hen  not  being  "immortal,"  said  he, 
"although  her  son  never  sets;  but  I  want  to 
kDow  why  a  dead  game-cock  is  like  a  Mil- 
lerite's  millenium  ?"  Then  he  leaned  lan- 
guidly against  the  stove,  with  his  hands  in 
his  pockets,  and  looked  wise.  "I  don't 
know,"  said  she,  "and  I  don't  care;  I  sup- 
pose it  is  because  he  began  with  a  'mill,'  but 
I  wish  you'e  go  along  and  pick  up  some  chips 
around  somebody's  wood-pile,  so  thatjl  can 
warm  that  hash  over  again  for  supper." 
"That  ain't  it,"  he  replied  triumphantly, 
"it's  because  he  is  ex-pecked-head."  Then 
he  took  up  a  basket  as  if  he  was  going  to  a 
funeral,  while  she  elevated  her  eyebrows  and 
sniffed  at  him  contemptuously. 


Twisted  Sentences. 

A  correspondent  of  the  New  England  Jo ur- 
nal  has  collected  the  following  specimens  of 
syntax : 

An  Iowa  editor  thus  acknowledges  a  pre- 
sent of  grapes:  "We  have  received  a  basket 
of  grapes  from  our  friend  W.,  for  which  he 
will  accept  our  compliments,  some  of  which 
are  nearly  two  inches  in  diameter." 

A  widow  at  the  West  intending  to  succeed 
her  husband  to  the  management  of  a  hotel, 
advertised  that  "the  hotel  will  be  kept  by  the 
widow  of  the  former  landlord,  Mr.  Brown, 
who  died  last  Summer  on  a  new  and  im- 
proved plan." 

One  of  Sir  Boyle  Boche's  invitations  to  an 
Irish  nobleman  was  rather  equivocal.  He 
writes:  "I  hope,  my  lord,  if  you  ever  came 
within  a  mile  of  my  house  you  will  stay  there 
all  night." 

A  coroner's  verdict  reads  thus:  "The  de- 
ceased came  to  his  death  by  excessive  drink- 
ing, producing  apoplexy  in  the  minds  of  the 
jury." 

A  clergyman  says :  '  'A  young  woman  died 
in  my  neighborhood,  yesterday,  while  I  was 
preaching  in  a  beastly  state  of  intoxication." 


A  correspondent,  in  writing  of  a  recent  ce- 
lebration in  the  city  of  Cleveland  says:  "The 
procession  was  very  fine,  and  nearly  two 
miles  long,  as  was  also  the  report  of  Dr. 
Perry,  the  chaplain." 

A  Western  paper  says :  "A  child  was  run 
over  by  a  wagon  three  yeara  old,  and  crossed 
eyed,  with  pantalets  on,  which  never  spoke 
afterwards." 

Over  a  bridge  at  Athens,  Ga.,  was  the  fol- 
lowing: "Any  person  driving  over  this  bridge 
in  faster  pace  than  a  walk  shall,  if  a  white 
person,  be  fined  dollars,  and  if  a  negro,  re- 
ceive twenty-five  lashes,  half  the  penalty  to 
be  bestowed  on  the  informer." 


Darling,  Darling  "Viola. 

She  was  there  to  give  him  fits.  Her  hus- 
band occupied  cell  No.  8,  and  she  just  ached 
to  see  him  brought  brought  before  the  desk. 

"Don't  love  him  the  least  spark,  eh?" 
queried  Bijah,  as  she  grew  madder. 

"Oh,  I'll  show  him!"  she  exclaimed,  shak- 
ing her  fist  in  the  air  and  breathing  hard. 
"No  man  can  pull  my  nose  and  pinch  my  ear 
and  keep  out  of  jail  a  week." 

"Pulled  your  nose,  eh  ?" 

"Yes,   three   or  four   times!     Isn't  it  red 

yet?" 

The  old  man  adjusted  his  spectacles,  bent 
over,  gently  put  his  finger  on  her  nose,  and 
solemnly  replied: 

"The  man  wh  pulls  a  red-headed  woman's 
nose,  save  in  the  way  of  malfeasance  in  office, 
is  a  double-jointed  dodo  and  a  gas  com- 
pany." 

The  husband  heard  her  voice  and  called 
out: 

"Darling — darling  Viola — come  here  to 
me!" 

Standing  before  the  cell  door,  she  said : 

"Apollo  Thompson,  you  may  beg,  and 
beseech,  and  pray,  and  weep,  and  take  on, 
but  I'm  going  to  have  you  sent  to  the  appal- 
ling bastile  this  very  day." 

"No!     Oh,  do  not  say  that,"  he  protested. 

"I  will!  I  will!  If  seventeen  angels  of- 
fered me  a  thousand  new  bonnets  not  to,  I'd 
put  you  right  in  the  cold,  gloomy  jug," 

"Viola,  I  didn't  mean  to!  Think  of  how 
we  have  loved!  Think  of  the  three  silk 
dresses  I  found  on  the  sidewalk  the  other 
night  1" 

"What  silk  dresses?"  she  eagerly  inquired. 

"Three  beautiful  silks,  made  up  in  elegant 
style!  I  left  them  at  a  hardware  store,  cal- 
culating to  get  them  to-day  and  give  you  a 
surprise," 

"Apollo,  are  you  very  sorry  ?"  she  gently 
asked. 

'Very  — awful — monstrous — deeply  sorry," 
he  replied. 

"Then  I'll  forgive  you,  Apollo,  and  I'll  go 
out  and  wait  on  the  corner  till  you  come." 

She  departed,  and,  there  being  no  evidence 
o  convict  the  prisoner,  he  was  discharged 
before  the  court.  As  he  passed  through  the 
tcrowd  he  was  heard  chuckling : 

"Three  silk  dresses — hardware  store — -ex- 
pectant wife  on  the  corner — and  I've  got  to 
make  for  Canada." 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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The  report  that  Lawrence  Barrett  began 
life  as  Larry  Brannigan  is  authoritatively  de- 
nied. 

The  first  invitation  picnic  of  the  Lotta 
Social  Club  will  be  held  at  Fassking's  Park, 
Alameda,  on  Sunday  next. 

The  fifth  annual  picnic  of  the  Temperance 
Legion  will  take  place  at  Schuetzen  Park, 
Alameda,  on  Tuesday  next. 

Rev.  Aaron  Williams  says  that  for  vice  and 
crime  there  is  not  another  institution  on 
God's  footstool  equal  to  the  Industrial 
School. 

In  reply  to  many  aspiring  humorists,  we 
would  say  that  no  more  puns,  good,  bad  or 
indifferent,  will  be  received  concerning  Count 
Schouvaloff. 

Master  Leopold  Litchenberg,  the  youthful 
phenomenal  violinist,  will  give  a  grand  fare- 
well concert  at  Piatt's  Hall  on  Monday  even- 
ing, the  27th  inst. 

A  project  is  on  foot  to  raise  a  fund,  to  be 
called  "  St.  Voltaire's  Pence,"  in  travesty  of 
that  known  as  "Peter's  Pence."  The  fund 
would  be  used  in  desseminating  atheistical 
literature.  As  good  for  the  goose  as  the 
gander. 

We  have  received  the  Twenty-third  Annual 
Beport  of  the  Odd  Fellows'  Library  Associa- 
tion. The  total  number  of  volumes  in  the 
Library  is  33,670,  of  which  3,065  were  pur- 
chased, and  88  donated  during  the  year 
under  consideration. 

The  late  showers  added  five  one-hundredths 
of  an  inch  to  the  rain  record.  The  total  fall 
•to  date  is  35.05  inches,  against  10.85  at  the 
same  time  in  1877,  and  31.15  in  1876.  Some 
damage  to  hay  is  reported,  but  the  general 
effect  of  the  showers  was  salutary. 

Henry  Middleton  has  received  his  clothes, 
which  were  found  on  the  McKinnon  when 
Duncan  tried  to  escape.  They  are  useless 
as  evidence,  the  case  against  Merrill  and 
Jenks  having  been  dismissed  by  the  Grand 
Jury.  Of  course  the  Grand  Jury  could  not 
indict  Merrill. 

Since  the  last  increase  of  the  Police  Force, 
some  of  the  old  officers  have  two  neophytes 
to   take   around  and  instruct.     The  pupils 


seem  to  have  a  laudable  desire  to  look  as  lazy 
amd  slovenly  as  their  instructors,  and,  though 
they  can  scarcely  hope  to  equal  the  graybacks 
in  this  regard,  they  are  doing  very  well  con- 
sidering the  short  time  of  tuition- 

Bev.  L.  P.  Norcross,  a  Congregational 
minister,  has  been  arrested  by  the  Sheriff  of 
Deadwood  City,  on  a  charge  of  incendiary 
utterances  from  his  pulpit,  concerning  the 
trial  and  conviction  of  five  men  now  await- 
ing trial  in  the  local  jail  on  a  charge  of  mur- 
der. Norcross  said  that  jurors  only  should 
be  selected  who  would  convict.  Deadwood 
developes  strange  characters  in  religion  as 
well  as  secular  life. 

"  An  indignant  citizen"  writes  to  protest 
against  the  action  of  Col.  Barnes  in  prefer- 
ring charges  against  Officer  Gillespie.  Our 
correspondent  insists  that  pedestrians  have 
rights  that  are  entitled  to  respect,  even  by 
such  "towering  magnates  as  Col.  Barnes." 
We  think  so,  too,  and  have  already  noticed 
the  affair,  our  comments  being  copied  by 
many  of  the  city  and  country  journals. 
There  is  general  dissatisfaction  with  the  ac- 
tion of  the  Police  Judge  in  dismissing  the 
case  against  the  coachman. 

A  complaint  has  reached  us  from  a  resi- 
dent of  North  Beach,  living  in  the  vicin- 
ity of  "Washerwoman's  Bay."  He  says  that 
half  a  dozen  sewers  empty  their  putrid  con- 
tents into  that  delectable  locality,  causing  a 
most  disagreeable  smell,  and  endangering 
the  lives  of  all  the  inhabitants.  To  aggra- 
vate the  matter,  two  tanneries  discharge  their 
odorous  matter  into  the  "Bay."  We  have 
have  heretofore  referred  to  the  nuisances 
along  the  water  front,  but  it  appears  that  the 
authorities  are  unwilling  to  take  the  trouble 
to  abate  them.  Probably  a  suit  against  the 
city  for  injury  to  health  might  serve  to  wake 
these  sleepy  officials.  We  are  convinced  that 
damages  may  be  recovered. 

Kearney  declares  that  his  party  is  not  rec- 
ognized by  Registrar  Kaplan  in  the  selection 
of  judges  and  clerks  of  Election.  Mr.  Kap- 
lan retorts  that  the  list  furnished  did  not 
contain  the  names  of  taxpayers,  and  that, 
therefore,  he  had  no  option  but  to  refuse 
them.  He  says  that  when  a  man  is  asked 
what  party  he  belongs  to,  and  replies  that  he 
is  a  member  of  the  Workingmen's  Party,  his 
assertion  cannot  be  disputed  by  the  Commis- 
sioners. Mr.  Gans,  of  the  Conservative 
wing  of  the  Workingmen's  Party,  and  a  mem- 
ber of  the  County  Committee,  says  that  Mr. 
Kaplan  promised  to  give  the  party  proper 
recognition.  Gans  declares  that  Kearney  is 
only  blustering  to  catch  at  a  chance  to  make 
political  capital  through  securing  oppression. 
Kearney's  bluster  is  deprecated  by  his  best 
friends,  and  is  doing  immense  barm  to  the 
workingmen's  cause.  He  should  be  bottled 
for  a  few  weeks,  a  la  Ben.  Butler. 

A  Spitz  dog  came  into  this  office  yesterday 
in  company  with  a  very  handsome  lady.  The 
dog  was  undoubtedly  handsome  too.  The 
editors  were  all  at  their  desks.  Upon  a  sud- 
den, each  seemed  possessed  of  the  devil,  or 
an  impulse  to  get  a  better  view  of  the  dog — 
a  view  rendered   more  enchanting  by  dis- 


tance. The  chairs  were  somewhat  hastily 
abandoned.  The  night  editor  opened  a  win- 
dow contiguous  to  his  desk  and  sat  on  the 
sill,  the  major  part  of  his  body  ornamenting 
the  facade.  The  city  editor  and  the  report- 
ers struck  up  as  if  by  agreement,  "There's 
no  place  like  home" — for  a  dog.  The  other 
editors  locked  their  doors,  barricaded  them 
with  patent-office  reports  and  paste  pots  and 
hunted  for  prophetic  judgment  on  the  walls 
of  their  little  sanctums.  The  handsome  wo- 
man stated  her  business.  She  understood 
that  "one  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  office 
wanted  a  lapdog,  and  I  thought  I  would  bring 
'  Spok'  up  to  see  if  he  would  suit. "  A  ghast- 
ly smile  stole  over  the  features  of  the  city 
editor,  and  from  his  lofty  perch  upon  one  of 
the  cross-beams  to  which  he  had  scrambled 
with  more  of  alarcity  than  of  dignity,  he  as- 
sured the  good  woman  that  it  was  perhaps  a 
mistake — it  must  have  been  the  other  office, 
and  that  if  she  would  call  again  he  would 
give  her  all  the  facts  in  the  case.  He  was  a 
thousand  times  obliged  to  her  for  the  trouble 
Bhe  had  taken,  but  really  he  didn't  fancy 
dogs.  Thereupon  the  handsome  young  lady 
departed  with  a  sigh.  "  Mighty  handsome 
dog,  wasn't  it  ?"  each  observed,  as  he  resumed 
his  toilsome  labors.  Kind  readers,  have  this 
little  episode  in  mind,  and  give  us  credit  for 
consistency  when  we  tell  you  to  beware  of 
the  Spitz. 

We  have  received  from  Mr.  Leon  Chotteau 
a  copy  of    an  address  to  the  people  of  the 
United  States,  proposing  a  commercial  treaty 
with  France.     The  address  is  signed  by  some 
of  the  most  eminent  merchants  and  manufac- 
turers of  France.      On  Monday  afternoon, 
Mr.  Chotteau  addressed   a  meeting  of    the 
Chamber  of    Commerce   upon  the   subject. 
He  paid   a  fervid  compliment  to  the  enter- 
prise of  Americans  in  general    and  Califor- 
nians  in  particular.     He  declared  that  the 
interests  of    both    countries  would  be   ad- 
vanced by  the  proposed  treaty  of  commerce, 
holding  that  high  tarriffs  acted  in  effect  as  a 
policy  of  nonintercourse,  and  that  it  was  with 
nations  as  with  individuals,  seclusion  begets 
suspicion,  and  is  contrary  to  the  spirit  of  the 
age.     He  concluded  as  follows:  "Were  no 
treaty  to    regulate    the    interests    of    both 
nations,  the  present  situation,  already  so  ab- 
normal, would  become   even   more   critical. 
France  would  close  her  gates  to  American 
staples,  and  French  products  could  no  longer 
find  ingress  into  America.    It  is  with  nations 
as  with  individuals;   seclusion  begets  suspi- 
cion, and  seems  to  justify  measures  often  the 
least  to  be  countenanced.      You  have  it  in 
your  power  to  prevent  antagonism,  that,  to 
say  the  least,  must  occasion  the  loss  of  mil- 
lions to  your  exports  as  well  as  ours.      The 
distance  between  San   Francisco  and  New 
York  is  greater  than  that  between  Havre  and 
the  Empire  city.      To  be  with  you,  I  have 
crossed  two  oceans,  between  Havre  and  New 
York,  we   experienced  storms,  foaming  bil- 
lows, in  a  word,  the  elements  at  war  with  each 
other.     On  this    side,   notwithstanding  the 
snows  of  your  Rocky  Mountains,  I  have  only 
felt  the  soft  and  refreshing  dew  that  flows 
from  loving  hearts.     How  preferable  this  last 
portion  of  my  journey!" 
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CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

This  theatre  was  reopened  on  Monday  evej 
ning  after  a  vacation  of  two  weeks,  Mr.  Lawj 
renee  Barrett  playing  "  Hamlet."  Mr.  Bar- 
rett is  one  of  the  best  Shakespearian  actors 
now  on  the  stage,  and  his  entrance  was 
greeted  with  the  applause  so  dear  to  the  actor's 
heart.  It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  enter  into 
detail  concerning  his  treatment  of  the  drama, 
snfflce  it  to  say  he  made  everything  in  the 
lines  patent  to  the  understanding  of  his  aud- 
ience. The  support  was  generally  fair.  The 
theatre  has  been  renovated  to  a  certain  extent 
under  the  management,  and  is  now  a  very  at- 
tractive place  of  amusement. 

Baldwin's. 
The  third  week  of  "  The  Danites"  was  not 
quite  as  successful  as  the  other  two,  but  the 
management  have  no  reason  to  complain. 

BUSH    STKEET   THEATRE . 

Haverly's  Minstrels  continue  to  attract  big 
houses,  by  giving  a  thoroughly  good  enter- 
tainment. 

THE  MAT  FESTIVAL. 

Mr.  Carl  Zerrahn  has  arrived.  He  held 
his  first  rehearsal  of  the  singers,  who  are  to 
take  part  in  the  May  festival,  at  the  Metro- 
politan Temple  on  Monday  evening.  The 
performance  was  extremely  creditable.  Mr. 
Bugbee  has  purchased  a  phonograph  by 
which  it  is  proposed  to  produce  the  voices 
of  Cary,  Kellogg  and  Thursby,  also  an  ora- 
tion by  Henry  Ward  Beecher.  The  instru- 
ment will  not  be  the  least  of  the  many  attrac- 
tions provided. 

woodward's  gardens. 
"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an.  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

There  is  no   sign  as  yet   that  the  Grand 
Opera  House  will  be  reopened. 
Adelina  Patti  received  a  benefit  at  Bologna 


recently  that  netted  her  six  thousand  dollars. 
Americans  are  not  alone  in  their  apprecia- 
tion of  distinguished  warblers. 


AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
and  also  add  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

R.  HOE  k  CO'S  Chisel,  Tooth,  Mill, 
Shop,  and  Edgcr  Saws,  always  in  perfect 
condition  to  run  without  any  of  the  ex- 
pensive skilled  labor  which  other  saws  con- 
stantly demand.  R.  HOE  &  CO'S  Printing 
^-  Presses.  We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at 
^  Virginia  City,    and  to  all  leading  steam 

lines,  manufactories,  saw    mills,    etc,   throughout  the    United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.     Address 

H.  L.  TATUM,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  F. 
P.  O.  Bos  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


NOTICE. 

All    persons    are    warned  against  paying 
money  for  subscription  to 

James  Marlborough 

for  the  Illustrated  Wasp.  He  is  not  our 
agent,  and  his  authority  for  receiving  sub- 
scriptions ceases  from  this  date,  April  27th, 
1878-  Wasp  Publishing  Co. 


TO   LIT, 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  E,  E.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Eosa. 


POR    SAJC38S. 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KOEBEL  & 
BEOS.,  coiner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Eosa. 


JOHltf    EOBIi, 


— Eecipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal  Bevenue,   January,  1878.)    The  beer 


The  best  quality  of  stall-fed  Meats   always  on  hand 
at  the  LOWEST  MAEKET  KATES, 

5  <fc  6  California  Market, 

SAN    FRANCISCO. 
Goods  delivered  free  of  charge  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 


$66 


a  week  in  .vow  own  town.   Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


p.  n^iflXfflir, 
siiie  Boot  Uakor 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

^  PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.  For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.  The. 
elastic  is  so  placed  back  of 
the  ankle  as  to  protect  it 
from  wear  and  it 
does  not  bind 
around  the  ankle 
like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


*fcK  +r\  <l£Of"|  per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  $5  free. 
q>*J    L\J   <p£\J  Address  SWKS0H  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


^SilB^R 


tfffBSHJ 


-  ^SlJMNERW.Bir&iBEE  ,M&NAGER."3J 

MAY  28th,  29th  and  30th,  at  2.30  P.  M. 

AT 

MECHANICS'    PAVILION 


FOR 


Fs?ee  EaiTbrary,  @s?  Colossal  Organ! 


Immense  Orchestra ! 

Electricity !  Aj?tillery  !  and  Other  DSTovel 


ties ! 

Spjecial  engagement  of  the  eminent  New  York  Contralto,  MISS  ANNA 

DRASDEL ! 


M.  "W.  WHITNEY,  Boston, 

The  Greatest  Living  Basso. 
Mrs.  HELEN  AMES  BILLINGS,  St.  Louis 
The  Celebrated  Oratorio  Soprano. 


MISS  ABBIE  CLABKE,  Boston, 

The  Popular  Contralto. 
MR.  W.  H.  FESSENDEN,  Boston, 

The  Renowned  Tenor. 


CONDUCTORS: 
CARL  ZERRAHN,  the  famous  Director  of  the  Boston  Jubilees, 

R.  HEROLD  and  JOHN  P.  MORGAN,  San  Francisco. 


5<£-Sale  of  Season  Tickets  opens  at  Sherman,  Hyde  &  Co's  April  29th.      Price   for  the 
Season  of  Three  Days,  $5.00. 

CHAS.  SCHUTZ,  Ticket  Agent. 


woodward's  gardens: 


Saturday  and   Sunday,  May    18th 
and  19th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


W.  E,  Chajibeblain,  Je. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  GOLLEG 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  §70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lni 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

LLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


/"^J.  f^T  ~T\  Any  worker  can  make  S12  a  day  at  home,      Costlv 
VXV/aJJi/  Outfit  free.    Address  True  &,  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR, ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     H  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

Eg^AU  Postmasters   are   Agents.      Liberal    Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from     -    -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 


Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DntEcroE. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free   of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

Peesident M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesident CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 

M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Teeasueeb EDWARD  MARTIN  ' 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
Mas'  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july&l-tf 

San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    SUNDAY,  APRIL  7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

3  00  *"■  JI*  1-,a"i"'  [Sundays  exeeptedj  Steamer  "James  M. 
•*-'*-'  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg*s 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  and  for  Mendocino 
City  and  the  Geysers. 

^^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  ollowing  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 

8f\/™\  A.  M.  via  Donahvie  for  Cloverdale  and  way  statians. 
•  wv/   Fares  for  the  round  trip;  Donahue,  31.00,  Petaluma, 
§1.50,  Santa  Rosa,  §2.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  §4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  fer  Korbel's,  Guerneville,  the  Rus- 
sian River  and  Big  Trees.     Fulton,  §2.50,  Korbel's  and  Guerue- 
ville, §3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 

^.Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 

Gen.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  he  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420-1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 

YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 

FREE 

Mams  mud  lat§llig§ue§  Bmrgsi  i 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.     GOOD  LAD  i 
FOK  ANY  SEBVICE,  furnished  without  charges  I 
Employers  or  Employees.     Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  t 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

V3EIB    IS    Oil    SIDE    OF 


AQUARIUM. 

augll-3mos 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  o 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entranc 
on  Commercial  street.  Establishe 
in  1854:  for  the  treatment  and  cure  t 
all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gei> 
erativo  organs,  and  all  physical  coi 
ditians  of  weakness  consequent  upo 
,'the  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated 
The  sick  and  afhicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upo 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europ 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  then 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  whit- 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  se, 
vices.  DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  h  \ 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CUREi 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confidei. 
tial.  Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Jfe  wsjapeiv  Bmk  &  lob  Priatsrg 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Keview  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 

noTl7-tf 

0.  D.  O.    SCLLIVAN.  JAS.  K.   KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


city  and  coi/nrfir  onoefis  r/roMprir  ^rrs*/r£D  to  . 


A/OETHIG  &r  TURK. 

PROPRIETORS  . 
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G.    BAYREUTHER, 


-PRACTICAL- 


Tinsmith  &  Plumber, 

Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 

STOVES,  RANGES,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRON  WARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 
NO.    TiH    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
aprG-6mos 


DOANE    <3t    CO. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell   Oysters, 

Stall  IVo.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  G.  0.  D. 


d.  kxcsies  <Sfe  co., 
BOOK  BINDERS 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 


SAN  FRANCISCO. 


jan5-tf 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &    GERARD,    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BTXR^TS, 

Agent  for 


IIP 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth  Street,   between   J  and  H, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

ARCHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 
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EVERY    SATURDAY. 


(iO-i.i 


&&*mZ£E&*  st.  ;5anRrancisco,  June   Is.k  1878 


—5  RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAi-._ 

BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE!   WASP. 


-  ^-/"-f   5/*^  "      P£#C£.     O/f     Wj9# 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

—    AT  — 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS* 

CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 

Thirtt-ftve  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN    ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  -  -  $4.00 

Sis  Months  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OP  EUROPE: 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Tear      -  $5.00 

Six  Months       -  $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  Editor  '  'Wasp,  ' ' 
G02  California  Street,  San  Francisco.  All  business 
communications  should  be  addressed  to  the  Business 
Manager,  "Wasp."  602  California  Street,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 


SATURDAY,  JUNE  1,  1878. 

The  decision  of  the  Police  Commissioners 
in  the  matter  of  the  charges  brought  against 
Sergeant  Harmon  will,  we  venture  to  think, 
be  received  with  satisfaction  by  all  fair- 
minded  citizens.  As  a  document,  the  deci- 
sion itself  reflects  credit  on  the  gentlemen 
from  whom  it  emanates.  It  reviews  the 
whole  case  without  passion,  without  preju- 
dice, and  without  clap  trap,  and  the  deci- 
sion it  arrives  at  seems  just  and  equitable  as 
between  the  parties,  and  eonservant  of  the 
public  interests.  The  time  has  now  arrived 
when  the  police  fores  of  this  city  must  be 
made  to  understand  that  they  are  paid  to 
perform  certain  duties  required  for  the  pro- 
tection of  society,  but  that,  in  the  discharge 
of  those  duties,  they  must  not  assume  dicta- 
torial or  autocratic  powers.  The  way  to 
clear  a  street  of  a  somewhat  noisy  crowd  is  to 
send  a  sufficient  number  of  officers  into  it  to 
open  a  passage,  not  to  charge  upon  the  throng 
as  though  it  were  an  armed  foe.  Policemen 
should  be  taught  to  thoroughly  appreciate 
that  the  relations  subsisting  between  them- 
selves and  the  public,  even  in  moments  of  un- 
usual turbulence,  are  not  those  of  master 
and  serf.  That  they  are  only  to  resort  to 
violence  it  is  clearly  apparent  that  all  other 
means  will  fail.  In  conclusion,  we  have  no 
hesitation  in  stating  our  firm  conviction  that 
the  new  Commission  have  established  a  good 
precedent. 


Our  Greatness  in  Crookedness. 

The  history  of  nations  is  prolific  of  in- 
stances which  tend  to  show  that  the  commer- 
cial and  industrial  prosperity  and  the  social 
organization  of  all  communities  are  at  times 
liable  to  fall  into  a  state  of  chaotic  confusion, 
and  so  remain  until  an  awakened  conscious- 
ness of  danger  and  a  unanimity  of  sentiment 
on  the  part  of  the  people  render  an  adjust- 
ment of  the  difficulties  possible.  And  the 
portentious  effect  of  such  a  state  of  affairs 
becomes  greater  when  there  are  influences 
present  which  tend  to  estabish  class  pre- 
judices and  antagonisms  amongst  different 
elements  of  the  population.  But  these  things 
all  become  intensified  to  an  inexpressible 
degree  in  the  case  of  a  young  community 
which  owes  its  origin  to  a  "gold  fever,"  and 
which  is  just  at  that,  critical  period  of  exist- 
ence when  it  is  passing  from  the  mining 
camp  order  of  things  into  that  of  a  well  regu- 
lated and  permanent  community. 

"We  venture  to  think  that  this  little  com- 
munity has  reached  a  point  in  its  history 
fraught  with  the  most  serious  consequences, 
and  calling  for  the  most  active  exertions  on 
the  part  of  those  who  wish  the  common- 
wealth well.  Owing  to  a  great  number  of 
causes,  business  enterprises  and  industries 
have  been,  for  some  time  past,  partially  par- 
alysed, labor  to  a  large  extent  idle,  and  the  ave- 
nues of  trade  clogged  up.  Besides,  there  is  a 
diposition  on  the  part  of  the  masses  to  question 
the  efficacy  of  our  institutions,  and  the  just- 
ness and  purity  of  the  affairs  of  our  govern- 
ment. The  logical  deduction  to  be  drawn 
from  these  premises  is  that  there  is  some- 
thing radically  wrong;  and  that  being  so, 
common  prudence  would  suggest  that  that 
something  should  be  sought  out  and  an  earn- 
est endeavor  made  to  rectify  it  in  an  effective 
manner. 

So  far  as  the  administration  of  the  public 
affairs  is  concerned  we  venture  to  doubt 
whether  their  exists  anything  like  the  amount 
of  venality  which  popular  opinion  seems  to 
affirm  that  their  is.  That  the  tendency  of 
political  measures  has  not  been  character- 
ised by  that  superior  discrimination,  far- 
sightedness and  patriotism,  which  is  usualty 
in  a  collective  manner,  denominated  states- 
manship, is,  unfortunately,  true.  That  legisla- 
tive assemblages  have  degenerated  from 
council  chambers  where  large-minded  meas- 
ures are  discussed  in  a  deliberative  manner 
to  bear-pits  where  pieces  of  petty  patronage 
are  indecently  scrambled  for,  and  that  enact- 
ments, involving  the  most  serious  conse- 
quences to  the  people,  are  passed  into  law 
without  proper  consideration,  and  oftimes, 
in  an  imperfect  state,  is  equally  unpoetical. 
But  though  that  be  the  admitted  state  of 
affairs,  it  does  not  follow  that  there  is  any- 
thing wrong  in  the  fundamental  principles 
upon  which  our  institutions  are  based.  The 
fault  lies  with  the  people,  who  elect  noodles 
to  positions  which  should  be  occupied  by 
men  of  more  than  average  intellect  and  a 
high  degree  of  culture.  If,  in  a  country 
which  posses  universal  suffrage,  conventions 
control  elections,  and  trickery,  chicanery 
and  wire-pulling  control  conventions,  who  is 
to  blame?     The  people!    The   people,  who 


allow  their  feelings  to  be  carried  away  by 
torch-light  processions,  brass  bands  and 
party  cries.  The  people,  who  seldom  put 
in  the  box  a  ballot  which  is  the  result  of 
calm  deliberation.  The  people,  who  take  no 
interest  in  public  affairs  except  at  election 
times,  and  who  vote  upon  the  principle 
"daddy  was  a  whig,  and  so  am  I."  There  is 
no  doubt  there  is  room  for  a  very  decided 
improvement  and  reform  in  our  public  life; 
but  there  is  no  alteration  needed  which  is  not 
in  the  power  of  the  people  to  effect  at  any 
moment.  The  fault  is  theirs,  for  they  govern 
the  remedy. 

After  all,  however,  the  most  serious  diffi- 
culty which  threatens  this  coast  lies  in  a 
social  rather  than  a  political  direction.  No 
intelligent  observer  of  Californian  life  can 
deny  that  things  are  conducted  upon  a 
gambling  basis.  It  runs  through  every 
strata  of  society  from  the  hod-carrier  to  the 
millionaire.  There  is  nc  stability  and  no  re- 
liability. Honor  and  honesty  are  at  a  dis- 
count. Everybody  is  rushing  to  get  rich  in 
the  same  rapid  manner  which  some  of  the 
hardy  adventurers,  who  came  here  thirty 
years  ago,  did.  There  is  no  steadiness,  no 
patient  perseverance.  Out  of  every  twenty 
persons  one  meets  there  are  not  more  than 
two  who  are  satisfied  with  California  as  a 
home,  or  have  any  intention  of  becoming 
permanent  residents.  Wages  which  are 
amply  sufficient  to  provide  the  necessaries, 
even  comforts  of  life,  and  leave  a  margin 
over,  are  grumbled  at  and  improvidently 
squandered.  Last  winter  we  had  the  extra- 
ordinary spectacle  of  six  or  seven  thousand 
people  out  of  employment  in  this  city,  and 
actually  without  the  means  of  existence. 
Now,  if  that  had  occurred  in  one  of  those 
countries  where  the  rate  of  remuneration  is 
barely  sufficient  to  keep  body  and  soul 
together,  we  could  understand  it.  But  every 
one  of  those  men,  who  were  walking  around 
looking  for  the  bread  of  charity,  could  at  any 
time  up  to  the  inception  of  last  winter's  stag- 
nation have  had  highly  remunerative  em- 
ployment at  which  with  ordinary  frugality, 
they  could  have  saved  enough  in  one  year  to 
keep  them  for  another.  Yet  a  month  or  so 
of  the  hard  times  left  them  destitute.  There 
is  one  other  point  in  Californian  life  which 
leads  to  very  disastrous  social  results,  and 
that  is  the  habit  of  looking  for  too  much 
work  from  one  man.  Physically  and  men- 
tally humanity  is  like  a  machine  and  wears 
out  the  more  rapidly  from  over-use.  And, 
unlike  the  soulless  piece  of  mechanism,  he 
possesses  a  heart  which  reaches  out  for  res- 
ponsive sympathy  from  his  fellow-man,  a 
sentiment  which  looks  for  something  more  in 
life  than  the  ceaseless  and  wearying  struggle 
for  existence.  If  a  man  finds  that  he  has 
to  work  almost  from  the  breaking  of  the 
dawn  until  the  sable  curtain  of  night  has 
again  fallen,  without  any  mental  or  physical 
relaxation,  without  a  moment's  social  inter- 
course, without  a  glimmer  of  sunshine  to 
light  up  the  blank  of  existence,  is  it  any 
wonder  that  he  becomes  weary  in  spirit  and 
gives  way  to  despair?  Is  it  any  wonder  that 
when  his  toil  is  over  his  wearied  frame  seeks 
the  dram  shop?   that  he  has  no  home  and  no 
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society  ?  Is  it  any  wonder  he  is  found  in 
crowded  cheap-lodging-houses,  that  he  works 
in  fits  and  starts,  and  that  when  hard  times 
come  he  has  no  money  to  tide  him  over  the 
difficulty?  If  we  want  to  become  a  perman- 
ently happy  and  prosperous  community  we 
must  settle  down  to  habits  of  steadiness. 
We  must  encourage  innocent  inexpensive 
recreations  and  social  intercourse.  The  first 
step  towards  the  reform  which  California 
needs  is  that  each  one  begins  reforming 
himself. 

Believing  that  the  community  in  which  we 
live  is  a  surging,  fetid  mass  of  corruption,  of 
wrong,  of  fraud,  of  deceit,  of  chicanery,  of 
hypocrisy,  of  ignorance,  of  vice,  of  idleness, 
of  profligacy,  in  short,  of  everything  that  is 
antagonistic  to  the  achievement  of  true  hap- 
piness, and  in  apposition  to  the  nobler  im- 
pulses of  human  nature,  the  Wasp  proposes 
to  enter  upon  a  crusade  against  those  social 
and  political  cancers  which  are  eating  away 
our  vital  parts.  Each  week  under  the  above 
caption  we  will  attack  some  existing  evil — 
social  or  political — to  the  end  that  the 
community  in  which  we  live  may  become 
purer,  truer,  happier,  and  more  prosperous. 
This  contest  against  iniquity  will  be  a  pro- 
longed one,  and  in  its  course  we  shall  no 
doubt  make  many  enemies.  In  conducting 
it,  we  purpose  using  a  vigorous  manner, 
satire,  ridicule,  denunciation,  in  fact  every 
weapon  which  is  effective  in  intellectual  war- 
fare. If  our  course  commends  ifself  to  the 
public,  we  ask  for  their  hearty  moral  and 
material  support. 


[See   Double-page   Illustration.! 

Rebuilding  the  California  Constitution 
The  social  order  and  the  personal  liberties 
of  every  people  who  are  blessed  with  the 
possession  of  representative  institutions 
must,  to  avoid  occasional  anarchy  and  revo- 
lution, be  clearly  defined  and  protected. 
Imperial  dynasties  may  rest  securely  enough 
for  ages,  on  the  "ragged  edge  of  nothing;" 
for,  when  the  storms  of  angry  human  passion 
surge  around  them,  they  are  held  firmly  in 
their  places  by  the  iron  heel  which  put  them 
there.  But  Republicanism  calls  for  some- 
thing more  convincing  than  the  right  of 
might.  In  America  that  definition  of,  and 
protection  for,  our  institutions  has  been 
found  in  the  constitutions — State  and  Fed- 
eral. They  stand  up  like  monuments  whose 
tall  spires  are  reaching  out  toward  heaven ; 
and,  figuratively,  they  are  monuments  of  our 
liberties.  Monuments!  around  which  twine 
the  social  development  and  commercial 
prosperity  of  our  people.  But  nothing  man's 
hands  have  built  or  man's  brain  devised  will 
last  for  ever.  The  production  of  handicraft 
is  subject  to  the  decaying  influences  of 
nature,  while  the  outcome  of  thought  is 
controlled  by  the  ever  changing,  and,  let  us 
hope,  progressing  condition  of  society.  Thus 
it  is  the  people  of  California  are '  now  called 
upon  to  replace  the  Constitution  which  was 
ratified  on  the  13th  day  of  November,  1849, 
at  Monterey. 

In  the  illustration  of  this  subject,  our  artist 
has  graphically  depicted  the  present  consti- 
tution as  cracked  at  its  base  and  overthrown 


from  its  pedestal.  The  two  great  fissures  in 
it,  it  will  be  observed,  are  "Land  Monopoly" 
and  "Railroad  Monopoly."  There  are  other 
and  damaging  cracks  which  represent  the 
places  where  the  structure  has  got  in  antago- 
nism with  the  spirit  of  the  times — or,  to  put 
it  more  correctly,  the  spirit  of  the  times  has 
got  so  with  it — and  has  felt  the  effect  of  that 
conflict.  And  occurring,  as  they  do — all  of 
them — at  the  very  base,  the  highest  mechani- 
cal skill  would  be  but  wasted  in  endeavoring 
to  eft'ect  anything  like  substantial  repairs. 
So  the  whole  fabric  has  been  overturned  and 
lies  prostrate  on  the  ground,  while  the 
"Workingmen's  Party"  stand  by,  with  their 
sleeves  rolled  up,  engaged  in  the  noble  work 
of  building  a  newer,  a  better,  and  a  firmer 
pillar,  which  shall  stand  unmoved  while  the 
billows  of  time  beat  around  it.  When  we 
use  the  term  "Workingmen's  Party"  we  do 
not  allude  to  that  mass  of  ignorance  which 
usually  rallies  around  the  "Ass"  at  the  sand 
lots  on  Sunday  afternoons;  or  any  part  or 
faction  thereof.  We  use  it  to  denominate 
the  real  bona  fide  Workingmen  of  California. 
The  people  who  work,  as  does  the  horse,  with 
their  muscle;  the  people  who  work  with 
peculiar  cunning  of  hand;  the  people  who 
work  with  their  brain,  healing  our  bodies, 
administering  justice  between  us,  and  de- 
veloping our  resources  by  -sagaciously  direct- 
ing the  course  of  commercial  enterprise.  Or 
in  any  of  tha  thousand  and  one  advocations 
which  our  civilization  has  given  rise  to.  All 
these  form  the  Workingmen  whom  we  re- 
present in  building  up  the  New  Constitution. 
In  the  picture,  it  will  be  noticed,  the  workhas 
just  commenced  and  a  few  courses  of  the 
great  structure  have  been  laid.  Some  good 
material  lies  round  the  builder,  and  that 
which  he  has  already  selected  and  used  is 
also  first  class.  Looming  up  in  the  distance 
are  the  old  "machine"  politicians.  They 
want  to  have  a  finger  in  this  pie,  too.  Once 
they  would  have  occupied  positions  as  arti- 
sans in  such  a  job;  once  they  would  have 
fashioned,  and  shaped,  and  designed,  but 
that  day  is  past.  Now  they  are  reduced  to 
the  level  of  hod-carriers  who  bring  material. 
If  they  fetch  any  good  material  it  will  prob- 
ably be  used.  If  they  bring  bad  material  it 
will  be  ruthlessly  cast  aside.  The  people  of 
of  Califorina  want  a  good  constitution,  and 
not  a  furious  discussion  of  tragic  events 
which  terminated  one  April  morning,  thir- 
teen years  ago,  beneath  an  apple  tree  and 
the  sunny  skies  of  "old  Virginia."  The  Lieu- 
tenant General  brings  up  the  rear  and  car- 
ries upon  his  shoulder  a  hod  full  of  what 
constitutes  in  his  silly  brain,  a  specific  cure 
for  all  the  political  ills  to  which  the  social 
body  is  heir,  "hemp!  It  is  not  likely  to  be 
usecl — except,  perhaps,  to  tie  him  until  he  is 
consigned  to  a  safe  retreat  in  the  lunatic 
asylum.  It  will  be  noticed  that  his  imperial 
highness  has  upon  his  asinine  countenance  a 
somewhat  thoughtful  look — as  though  his 
gruel  had  been  disagreeing  with  him. 

The  spectators  are  two  in  number,  "Uncle 
Sam"  and  a  "heathen  Chinee."  Our  Uncle's 
face  has  upon  it  an  unusally  contemplative 
expression.  He  is  doubtless  watching  eager- 
ly, as  indeed  he  is  in  duty  bound   to   do,   to 


see  that  we  "preserve  a  republican  form  of 
government."  On  the  other  hand  the  heathen 
seems  to  "no  sabee"  and  "no  likee"  the 
whole  proceeding. 


[  See  Illustration.! 


Another  Disappointment. 
Mr.  Flood  happens  by  the  exercise  of  a 
good  deal  of  preseverance,  energy,  and  sa- 
gacity— no  doubt  backed  with  considerable 
good  luck — to  have  accumulated  a  very  con- 
siderable share  of  this  world's  goods.  And  a 
certain  Lieutenant  General,  sui-named  the 
"Ass,"  happens  to  have  gathered  round  him 
a  considerable  following  of  noisy  people  who, 
in  default  of  the  necessary  requirements  to 
fit  them  for  any  other  occupation,  are  forced 
to  be  "hewers  of  wood  and  drawers  of 
water,"  and  are  consequently  pleased  to  re- 
gard themselves  as  the  only  workingmen  in 
the  country.  This  social  fungus  has  chosen 
to  consider  himself  a  power  in  the  land;  a 
something  of  which  men  were  frightened. 
Perhaps  a  few  were.  We  have  known  nerv- 
ous people  to  be  frightened  by  the  screech  of 
a  night  owl,  the  hooting  of  a  bat,  or  the  in- 
describable noise  of  a  laughing  jackass. 
Such  people,  however,  are  but  few,  and  their 
occasional  existence  did  not  justify  the  Lieu- 
tenant General  in  assuming  that  the  whole 
world  was  ready  to  bow  down  to  him  and 
obey  his  imperial  mandates.  However,  to 
proceed  with  our  subject,  the  Lieutenant 
General,  in  the  pursuit  of  the  business  which 
he  has  recently  engaged  in,  has  found  that 
undertakings,  designed  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Workingmen  have  proved  very  beneficial  to 
himself,  consequently  he  is  extremely  de- 
sirous of  promoting  them.  The  great  diffi- 
culty, which  prevented  him  from  having  en- 
terprises enough  on  hand  to  make  him  as 
rich  as  Stanford  in  two  years,  was  capital. 
That  difficulty  he  thought  he  could  see  a  way 
out  of.  He  had  heard  that  Mr.  Flood  was 
generous  to  a  fault.  To  him  he  went,  there- 
fore, and  asked  a  cool  $40,000  to  start  a 
laundry.  Mr.  Flood  replied  that  he  was 
willing  to  lend  the  city  $50,000  for  that  pur- 
pose. Our  artist  depicts  the  Lieutenant 
General  receiving  the  reply — he  takes  it  as  a 
schoolboy  does  a  licking,  and  is  going  off 
kicking  his  heels  and  sucking  his  thumb.  As 
he  is  going  out  the  City  of  San  Francisco  is 
entering  at  the  other  door  with  the  honest 
Workingman  by  the  hand  to  receive  the 
$50,000. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 

"See  Saw"  Peace  or  War. 
The  guestion  of  war  or  peace  which  for 
months  past  has  been  disturbing  the  waking 
moments  and  haunting  the  dreams  of  Euro- 
pean statesmen,  seems  to  be  as  far  off  solu- 
tion as  ever.  Our  illustration  presents  the 
true  inwardness  of  the  present  situation  of 
affairs  in  a  somewhat  humorous  manner. 
The  Turk  is  upon  the  ground,  his  facial  ex- 
pression denoting  anything  but  an  easy  mind, 
while  the  two  probable  belligerents — Eng- 
land and  Russia — seated  astride  of  murder- 
ous looking  implements  of  warfare,  are  play- 
ing a  game  of  "See  Saw,"  each  one  eagerly 
watching  for  some  slight  advantage  over  the 
other.  In  the  back  ground,  it  will  be  ob- 
served, are  Austria  and  Germany,  represen- 
ted carrion  birds,  awaiting  developments. 
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THE   'SKEETEE'S    EEYENGE. 


1.     Alo-erton  Atwood,  with  much  satisfac-        2.     After  which  he  composes  himself  for  a        3.     But    is    horrified    upon    finding    the 
cremates  a  musquito.  nice  sleep.  'skeeter  revive  and  grow  to  an  enormous  size. 
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4.     And  immediately  drags  him  from  his        5.     To  an  awful  high  mountain  where 
bed.  lets  him  drop. 


he        6.     Falls  to  the  bottom,  and  finds  he   has 
tumbled  out  of  bed.     Ah! 


Insurance  on  the  Tiber. 

"Marcus  Cselius,"  Cicero  said  to  his  legal 
friend,  meeting  him  one  morning  on  the 
other  side  of  a  screen  under  the  capitol, 
"what  shall  it  be  1" 

Cfelius  said  he  would  take  a  little  spiritus 
fumenti  optimus,  straight,  and  the  orator  re- 
marking that  that  was  about  the  size  of  his, 
went  on : 

"I  wish  you  would  get  out  the  necessary 
papers  some  time  to-day,  and  bring  suit  for 
me  against  the  Yellow  Tiber  Fire  and  Marine 
Insurance  Company,  for  the  amount  of  its 
policies  on  my  villa  at  Tusculum  and  my 
town  house." 

M.  Cfellus  looked  up  in  amazement. 

"'Why,"  he  exclaimed,  "when  did  they 
burn  down  ?  And  what  was  it  ?  Accident  ? 
Mob?     Some  of  Clodius' people?" 

"No,"  Cicero  said,  "they  are  intact  as  yet, 


and  in  fact,  I  haven't  insured  them  yet,  but 
I  am  going  to  do  so  to-morrow,  and  I  want 
to  bring  suit  against  the  company  now,  so 
that  if  they  ever  should  burn,  I  won't  have 
quite  so  long  to  wait  for  the  money." 

Ca5lius  saw  that  the  orator's  head  was 
level,  and  brought  suit  that  afternoon. 
Eleven  years  afterward  the  villa  at  Tusculum 
and  the  town  house  were  both  destroyed  by 
fire.  The  suit  had  by  that  time  been  in  five 
different  courts,  and  had  been  confirmed,  and 
reversed  and  remanded;  and  referred  to  the 
master  to  take  proof,  and  stricken  from  the 
docket,  and  amended,  and  rebutted,  and  sur- 
rebutted, and  impleaded,  and  rejoindered, 
and  filed,  and  quashed,  and  continued  until 
nobody  knew  what  it  was  about  and  Cicero 
was  notified,  three  weeks  after  the  fire  that 
he  would  have  to  prove  wilful  and  long  con- 
tinued absence  and  neglect  as  he  could  not 
get  a  decree  simply  on  grounds  of  incompa- 


tability  of  temperament.  And  when  he  went 
to  the  secretary  of  the  company,  that  official 
told  him  the  company  didn't  know  anything 
about  the  fire  and  had  no  time  to  attend  to 
such  things.  The  company's  business,  the 
secretary  said,  was  to  insure  houses,  not  to 
run  around  to  fires,  asking  about  the  insur- 
ance. If  he  wanted  any  information  on  those 
points,  he  would  have  to  ask  the  firemen  or 
the  newspaper  reporters. 

The  more  a  man  reads  in  these  old  histor- 
ies, the  more  he  is  convinced  that  the  insur- 
ance business  in  the  days  of  the  prsetors  was 
a  great  deal  more  like  it  is  to-day. 


He  was  fully  sis  feet  tall,  yet  he  straight- 
ened up  and  exclaimed,  "Talking  of  short 
men,  look  at  me!"  and  no  one  could  tell 
what  he  meant  until  he  turned  both  pockets 
wrong  side  out  and  gasped,  "Who  is  there 
in  the  crowd  that'll  lend  me  a  quarter?" 
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Clear  wether — Mutton  chops. 

Mrs.  McGurk  will  yez  lave  the  bildin'  ?  I 
will — nat. 

Trees  have  their  time  to  leave — so  have  de 
faulting  Savings  Bank  presidents  and  people 
of  that  ilk. 

""What  is  the  height  of  folly?"  Mrs.  Fol 
ley  answers,  promptly,  five  feet  nine  inches 
— except  on  lodge  nights. 

There's  money  to  be  made  out  of  Straw- 
berries at  this  season  of  the  year,  but  its  far 
pleasanter  to  make  a  meal  out  of  them. 

"Sacramento's  gambling  hells  are  in  full 
blast,"  observes  an  exchange.  A  great  many 
people  were  laboring  under  the  impression 
that  Henry  Ward  had  abolished  hell. 

Angora  goats  are  said  to  be  raised  with 
profit  in  Tarrant  County,  Texas.  Sometimes, 
howgver,  they  "raise"  small  boys  with  profit 
— to  the  tailor;  and  the  phenomenon  is  not 
confined  to  Texas  or  any  part  thereof. 

"Anything  to  keep  peace  in  the  family," 
observed  the  domestic  entrusted  with  the 
care  of  the  infant,  and  so  saying  she  per- 
mitted it  to  gratify  its  desires  by  dropping 
out  of  the  third  story  window. 

If  Kaiser  "Wilhelm  had  been  in  San  Fran- 
sisco  he  would  not  have  been  shot  at,  be- 
cause there  is  a  law  in  force  prohibiting  the 
carrying  of  concealed  weapons.  It  might  be 
well  for  the  Mayor  to  offer  the  city  to  the  old 
gentleman  as  a  safe  retreat. 

He  met  his  girl  out  walking  with  his  hated 
rival  on  Van  Ness  Avenue.  He  stood  in  the 
shadow  of  a  tree  as  they  passed  by  and  heard 
her  softly  warble  to  him:  "Ever  of  thee  I'm 
fondly  dreaming."  Human  flesh  and  blood 
could  stand  it  no  longer,  and  he  struck  out 
straight  from  the  shoulder  with  the  force  of 
a  mule's  rear  leg.  Then  the  fickle  woman 
appropriated  the  victorious  arm,  and,  as  they 
turned  to  Uave  the  spot,  she  murmured  in  a 
tone  audible  to  the  fallen  man  "none  but  the 
brave  deserve  the  fair." 

It  is  rumored — a  la  Pickering — that  that 
eminent  philanthropist  Michael  Keese  con- 
templates erecting  and  endowing  an  asylum 
or  retreat  for  officials,  Federal,  State  and 
Municipal,  who  have  been  engaged  in  the 
patriotic  work  of  collecting  taxes,  and  who 
have,  in  consequence  of  their  virtuous  incor- 
ruptibility, become  impecuneous.  It  is  not 
stated  what  time  the  generous  gentleman 
will  require  for  contemplation,  but  there  are 
people  who  say  it  will  amount  to  a  consider- 
able period. 


A  professor  in  that  temple  of  learning, 
which  is  situated  at  Berkeley,  recently  asked 
a  young  student:  "What  is  the  gender  of 
ovum  ?" 

Y.  S. —  "It  is  neuter,  sir." 

Prof. — "No,  it  is  masculine." 

T.  S. — "No,  you  can't  tell  what  it  is." 

Prof.— "Why  can't  you  tell  ? 

Y.  S. — "Because  it  is  impossible  to  tell  the 
gender  until  it  is  hatched." 

There  is  little  doubt  but  that  he  will  gra- 
duate with  high  honors  in  natural  philoso- 
phy. 

They  were  sitting  on  the  top  of  that  emi- 
nence known  as  Telegraph  Hill,  and  his  arm 
was  round  her  waist.  Down  on  the  placid 
waters  beneath  various  river  crafts  could  be 
seen  gliding  to  and  fro,  their  white  sails  ap- 
pearing like  phantoms  in  the  darkness  of  the 
night.  He  was  sayin  "side  by  side  we  will 
glide  down  the  river  of  life,  as  yon  boats  are 
doing  now;  and,  when  the  tide  turns,  or  the 
elements  become  turbulent,  I  will  take  the 
oars  and  manfully  pull  you  to  a  haven  of 
rest."  There  was  a  deep  silence,  lasting  for 
about  one  minute,  during  which  naught 
could  be  heard  but  two  fond  hearts  beating 
in  unison.  Then  a  silvery  voice  broke  the 
stillness:  "John,  dear,  did  you  forget  that 
box  of  candy  you  promised  me  ?" 

That  erudite  and  accomplished  scholar, 
that  profound  philosopher  and  deep-reason- 
ing political   economist,   William   Wellock 

Esq.,  late  of  Her  Britannic  Majesty's th 

is  going  through  a  course  of  study  in  order 
that  he  may  be  thoroughly  prepared  to  de 
monstrate  his  superiority  over  that  pettifog- 
ging attorney,  Judge  Lake,  in  their  next 
bout.  Having  thoroughly  digested  that  in- 
teresting, theugh  posthumous  work  of  Tho- 
mas Jefferson's,  the  second  volume  of  the  de- 
claration of  Independence,  he  is  now  en- 
gaged in  perusing  the  seventh  volume  of  the 
Magna  Gharta  At  intervals  he  whiles  away 
an  hour  with  profit  and  pleasure  by  satura- 
ting his  mind  in  a  sonnet  or  two  from  the 
Zollverein. 

The  recent  adventures  of  two  San  Fran- 
cisco journalists  are  highly  suggestive.  The 
public  are  aware  that  it  has  become  habitual 
for  these  gentlemen  to  profess  to  regard  each 
other  as  having  committed,  or  being  capable 
of  committing,  every  crime  within  the  nomen- 
taclure  of  the  criminal  law.  Apparently  this 
opinion  is  shared  outside  San  Francisco,  be- 
cause, immediately  one  of  them  attempts  to 
run  the  cordon  from  here  to  New  York,  the 
astute  and  experienced  officers  who  are 
charged  with  the  duty  of  looking  after  viola- 
tors of  the  law,  spot  them  as  persons  having 
the  appearance  of  fugitives  from  justice. 
After  what  has  occurred  it  may  be  safely  af- 
grmed  that  Pixley  and  Pickering  will  stay  at 
home,  and  not  even  venture  so  far  away  as 
Groat  Island. 

On  Monday  last  McManus  Milesian  made 
his  bow  before  his  Honor  Judge  Louderback, 
in  a  state  bordering  on  sobriety.  A  country- 
man of  his,  wearing  the  grey  uniform  of  the 
city's  peace  protectors,  promptly  stepped  on 
the  stand  and  accused  him  of  desecrating  last 


sabbath  evening  by  getting  drunk  and  going 
to  bed  in  the  gutter;  and  that,  too,  in  the 
moral  city  of  San  Francisco!  McManus, 
however,  was  penitent,  and,  as  it  was  his  first 
appearance,  the  Judge  was  lenient  and  let 
him  go  with  a  friendly  caution.  Highly 
elated  at  his  escape  and  suffering  consider- 
ably from  the  effects  of  last  night's  notions, 
he  determined  to  have  a  hair  out  of  the  dog 
that  bit  him.  Unfortunately  one  hair  did  not 
satisfy  him,  he  took  a  whole  hide,  and  in 
consequence  he  was  reposing  in  number  9 
before  2  o'clock.  Next  morning  his  Honor 
said  sternly.  "Yesterday  I  discharged  you 
at  11  o'clock  and  it  seems  you  repaid  my 
leniency  by  going  out  and  getting  beastly 
drunk  within  an  hour  or  so  ?"  "Niver,  yer 
Honor,"  pleaded  the  accused,  "it  was  the 
same  ould  drunk  over  agin."  He  went  up 
for  30  days. 


BEAUTIES     OF    ENGLISH    ORTHO- 
GRAPHY. 

A  pretty  deer  is  dear-to  me, 
•       A  hare  with  downy  hair, 
A  hart  I  love  with  all  my  heart, 
But  barely  love  a  bear. 

"Tis  plain  that  no  one  takes  a  plane 

To  have  a  pair  of  pears, 
Although  a  rake  my  take  a  rake 

To  tear  away  the  tares. 

A  scribe  in  writing  right  may  write 

To  write  and  still  be  wrong; 
For  write  and  rite  are  neither  right, 

And  don't  to  right  belong. 

Robertson  is  not  Robert's  eon, 

Nor  did  he  rob  Burt's  son, 
Yet  Robert's  sun  is  Robin's  sun, 

And  everybody's  sun. 

Beer  often  brings  a  man  to  bier, 

Coughinh  a  coffin  brings, 
And  too  much  ale  will  make  us  ail, 

As  well  as  other  things. 

The  person  lies  who  says  he  lies 

When  he  is  not  reclining, 
And  when  consumptive  folks  decline, 

They  all  decline  declining. 

Quails  do  not  quail  before  a  storm, 

A  beau  will  bow  before  it; 
We  cannot  rein  the  rain  at  all; 

No  earthly  power  reigns  o'er  it. 

The  dyer  dyes  awhile,  then  dies; 

To  dye  he's  always  trying, 
Until  upon  his  dying  bed 

He  thinks  no  more  of  dying. 

A  son  of  Mars  mars  many  a  son; 

All  Deys  must  have  their  days; 
And  every  knight  should  pray  at  night 

To  him  who  weighs  his  was. 

'Tis  meet  that  man  should  meet  out  meat 

As  food  for  fortune's  son; 
The  fair  should  fare  on  love  alone 

Else  one  cannot  be  won. 

Alas,  a  lass  is  sometimes  false, 

Of  faults  a  maid  is  made; 
Her  waist  is  but  a  barren  waste — 

Though  stayed  she  is  not  staid. 

The  springs  shoot  forth  each  Spring  and  shoots 

Shoot  forward  one  and  all; 
Though  Summer  kills  the  flowers  it  leaves 

The  leaves  to  fall  in  Fall. 

I  would  a  story  here  commence, 

But  you  might  think  it  stale; 
So  we'll  suppose  that  we  have  reaohed 

The  tail  end  of  our  tale. 
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A  Story  From  Real  Life. 


BY   W.    P.    CHAMBERS. 


THIS  much  Isham  Killgore  knew,  for  in 
twenty-five  minutes  after  the  work  of  death 
was  completed  he  had  cautiously  crept  to 
the  door,  softly  stepped  in  and  groped  about 
the  pools  of  blood  till  he  had  counted  the  bodies 
and  ascertained  by  the  sense  of  feeling  that  all  had 
been  scalped,  and  some  horribly  mutilated  beside. 
From  thence  he  made  his  way  to  the  fort,  and  to  its 
little  Harrison  and  their  horrified  families  told  the 
sickening  tale. 

A  consultation  was  held,  and  it  was  not  deemed 
advisable  to  send  out  for  the  bodies  of  the  slain  till 
after  daylight.  So  the  pickets  were  doubled,  and 
long  before  daybreak  Isham  Kilgore,  wounded  as  he 
was,  had,  at  his  own  request,  been  dispatched  wi^th 
a  detailed  account  of  the  massacre  to  Gen.  F.  L. 
Claiborne. 

It  was  near  daybreak,  and  the  pickets  around  Fort 
Sinquefield  were  beginning  to  relax  their  vigilance, 
when  Cader  Loflin,  who  occupied  a  very  exposed 
position,  and  who,  ever  since  midnight,  at  which 
time  relieved  his  predecessor,  had  been  on  the  alert, 
descried  a  dark-looking  object  moving  slowly  tow- 
ard him.  His  orders  were  to  hail  once  and  then 
fire.  But  there  was  something  in  the  movement  that 
convinced  the  picket  it  was  not  an  Indian.  Nearer 
it  came,  till  only  thirty  feet  intervened  between  him 
and  it,  and  still  he  uttered  no  challenge.  The  object 
passed  and  crouched  down  by  a  tree.  Instantly 
tales  of  savage  cunning  flashed  through  the  mind  of 
the  picket,  and  he  raised  his  gun  to  his  face. 

""Who  goes  there  ?."  he  sharply  called. 

There  was  a  slight  movement  of  the  crouching 
figure,  but  no  responsive  sound.  The  eye  of  the 
soldier  ran  along  the  barrel  of  his  gun  as  it  was 
dimly  defined  in  the  starlight,  and  his  finger  rested 
on  the  trigger,  when  a  feeble  wail,  as  of  an  infant, 
smote  upon  his  ear.  "Without  lowering  his  gun  he 
waited  a  moment,  and  the  sound  was  repeated, 
though  feebler  than  befere.  Prepared  to  meet  the 
first  hostile  demonstration,  he  slowly  approached 
the  strange  figure.  Not  till  he  could  have  touched 
it  with  the  muzzle  of  his  gun  did  it  move;  then  a 
face  was  raised  to  the  starlights — a  white  woman's 
face,  all  swollen  and  streaked  with  blood.  Above 
this  face  was  a  lived  spot  from  which  her  disordered 
hair  failed  to  hide — the  spot  from  which  her  scalp 
had  been  wrenched. 

"In  God's  name,  Madam  who  are  you  ?"  asked 
the  soldier,  as  he  rested  the  butt  of  his  gun  on  the 
ground. 

"Am  I  near  the  fort  ?"  she  asked. 

"Yes." 

"  Thank  God  for  that!  You  asked  me  who  I  am. 
Sally  Morrel  is  my  name." 

"Mr.  Jayne's  daughter  ?" 

"  Yes.  To-night  the  Indians  killed  all  of  our 
folks  ami-Mr.  Kilgore's.  Only  my  baby  and  I  are 
left,  and  we  have  both  been  scalped.  I  came  to, 
and  crawled  about  among  the  bodies  till  I  found  my 
baby,  and  started  with  him  to  the  fort.  I  found  out 
sometime  ago  that  he  was  not  dead,  but  now  is  the 
first  sound  he  has  made. 

""We  had  heard  of  your  fate.  Isham  Killgore 
came  in  several  hours  ago — but  you  need  rest  and 
attention.  Try  to  go  on,  if  you  are  strong  enough. 
You  know  where  your  uncle's  family  stay.  I  can't 
leave  my  post  or  I  would  help  you,  if  I  could," 

"I  can  get  along  very  well,"  and  she  slowly 
arose  and  dragged  her  weak  and  uncertain  feet  for- 
ward. 


She  was  barely  out  of  sight  when  another  object 
claimed  the  attention  of  the  picket.  This  time  there 
could  be  no  doubt  as  to  the  nature  of  the  approach- 
ing figure.  It  was  clearly  an  Indian:  and  to  eyes 
less  acute,  there  was  nothing  to  be  seen  or  heard. 
On  it  came,  noiseless  as  a  shadow,  pausing  every 
few  yards  as  if  listening  for  some  sound. 

But  what  is  that  behind  it?  Another,  and  ano- 
ther— ten — twenty  shadows  are  following  in  the  wake 
of  the  first ! 

It  was  no  time  to  challenge.  To  do  so  would  be  to 
have  an  arrow  or  a  tomahawk  buried  in  his  brain, 
perhaps,  before  the  alarm  could  be  given.  He  could 
fire  and  trust  to  the  sound  of  his  gun  to  put  the  gar- 
rison on  its  guard,  even  if  it  should  prove  his  own 
destruction. 

Taking  as  careful  an  aim  as  possible  at  the  fore- 
most, he  pulled  the  trigger.  At  the  crack  of  the  gun 
the  Indian  leaped  high  in  the  air  and  fell  to  the 
ground.  Without  waiting,  however,  to  ascertain  the 
effect  of  his  shot,  Loflin  jumped  behind  a  tree,  and 
cried  out  at  the  top  of  his  bugle-like  voice: 

"Look  out!  the  Indians  are  upon  us!" 

Before  the  words  were  fairly  uttered  a  half  dozen 
braves  had  darted  forward,  and  in  half  a  minute  had 
surrounded  the  tree.  But  the  picket  had  antici- 
pated them,  inasmuch  as  he  was  then  crouching  in 
a  thick  clump  of  bushes  twenty  feet  away.  Know- 
ing they  would  find  him  immediately,  and  that  his 
only  safety  lay  in  flight,  he  fired  two  pistols,  one  from 
either  hand,  into  the  group,  and  fled. 

With  a  yell  the  whole  band  darted  after  him,  hurl- 
ing their  tomahawks  as  they  ran.  More  than  once 
he  felt  the  wind  stirred  by  the  flying  missiles  as  they 
swept  past  his  head.  But  he  was  gaining  on  them, 
he  thought.  A  few  steps  more  and  he  had  cleared 
the  fence  at  a  bound,  and  was  in  the  open  field,  but 
ere  he  had  gone  ten  yards  further  a  perfect  hailstorm 
of  bullets  hissed  around  him.  One  went  crashing 
through  his  thigh,  and  the  brave  fellow  sank  to  the 
earth. 

Belief  was  near.  Over  his  prostate  body  he  heard 
the  whistle  of  his  comrades'  bullets,  and  then  he 
remembered  the  big  pine  log  that  lay  across  the 
cornfield.  Behind  this  a  dozen  settlers  had  been 
stationed  an  hour  previous  by  the  commander,  and 
their  fire  had  saved  not  only  the  picket's  scalp,  but 
the  remainder  of  the  garrison  from  further  attack. 
For  a  few  minutes  a  sharp  skirmish  was  carried  on 
across  Loflin's  body.  Then  the  Indians  fled,  leaving 
only  pools  of  blood  to  show  where  their  comrades 
had  fallen. 

At  dawn  of  day  all  sounds  of  strife  had  ceased, 
and  the  now  weak  and  sorely  wounded  man  was  con- 
veyed inside  the  inclosure.  Though  a  comparative 
stranger  among  them  he  had  proven  of  sterling 
worth,  and  was  tenderly  nursed  by  the  family  of  one 
of  the  settlers  till  midwinter,  when,  with  the  aid  of 
crutches,  ha  could  again  walk  about. 

But  in  the  meantime  the  destiny  of  the  Creek  con- 
federacy had  been  sealed.  Following  close  upon  the 
terrible  tragedy  at  Fort  Mims — making  that  name 
their  watchword — the  avenging  armies  of  Claiborne, 
Floyd  and  Jackson  followed  the  Indians  into  their 
forest  retreats,  and  baptized  even  their  holy  ground 
in  their  best  and  bravest  blood.  Horse-shoe  Bend, 
the  last  stronghold  was  taken,  and,  a  short  time  sub- 
sequent, that  arch  enemy  of  the  whites  and  the 
moving  spirit  in  the  war — Wm  Weatherford — sur- 
rendered to  the  American  commander  in  a  speech 
which  will  ever  remain  on  record  as  a  master-piece 
of  dignified  self-devotion. 

But  what  changes  had  all  this  time  brought  to  the 
persons  who  have  figured  in  this  sketch? 

Mrs.  Morrel  and  her  son  had  recovered,  but  to  a 
life  of  widowhood  and  orphanage.  For  in  one  of  the 
bloody  battles  of  that  autumn,  Henry  Morrel  had 
fallen,  only  one  of  the  brave  men  whose  blood  has 
watered  the  tree  of  American  civilization.  Isham 
Killgore  had  recovered,  and,  at  the  close  of  the  war, 
had  returned  to  his  desolate  home,  where,  in  after 
years,  he  reared  a  family  of  his  own,  and  performed 
important  civic  duties,  As  already  stated,  Mrs. 
Morrell  was  well  long  ago,  and  Cader  Loflin  was 
slowly  recovering  the  use  of  his  broken  limb. 


In  the  year  that  followed,  when  the  wants  and 
pleasures  of  social  life  had,  in  the  minds  of  the 
people,  resumed  the  place  lately  held  by  the  ways 
and  means  of  self-defense,  it  is  not  strange  that  these 
two,  domiciled,  as  both  were,  under  her  uncle's  roof, 
should  have  taken  a  more  than  ordinary  interest  in 
each  other,  and  that  in  the  succeeding  winter  they 
should  have  assumed  the  relations  of  husband  and 
wife. 

It  would  not  add  materially  to  the  interest  of  these 
pages  to  speak  at  length  of  their  domestic  life.  It 
would  only  be  a  recapitulation  of  what  has  been  ex- 
perienced in  tens  of  thousands  of  homes  on  the 
frontiers  of  American  civilization.  There  were  pri- 
vations and  hardahips,  there  were  lights  and  shad- 
ows, pleasure  and  pain.  If  there  were  domestic  jars, 
they  were  of  a  transient  nature,  and,  altogether, 
Cader  Loflin  and  his  wife  lived  as  happilly  as  they 
had  any  right  to  expect. 

They  prospered,  too,  in  worldly  matters,  for 
twenty  years  afterward  we  find  them  installed  in  a 
handsome  new  residence  on  the  confines  of  a  large 
and  fertile  plantation.  In  the  rear  were  the  negro 
quarters,  of  which  there  were  a  goodly  number  and 
by  no  means  unoccupied.  On  every  hand  were  evi- 
dences of  thrift  and  comfort,  and  within  was  peace 
and  some  degree  of  refinement.  Two  daughters  and 
one  son,  in  addition  to  her  eldest  child,  called  Mrs. 
Loflin  mother.  Of  these  the  son  and  one  daughter 
were  grown  up. 

At  the  close  of  a  cloudy,  drizzly  day  in  November, 
1836,  a  half-dozen  wagons,  preceded  by  a  light  car- 
riage in  which  sat  a  gentleman  and  lady,  halted  in 
front  of  Mr.  Loflin's  residence,  and  the  gentleman 
asked  for  lodgings  for  himself  and  wife,  as  the  latter 
was  somewhat  indisposed.  He  stated  that  he  was 
moving  from  Georgia  to  Texas,  etc,  etc. 

His  request  was,  of  course,  complied  with,  and  not 
only  the  stranger  and  his  wife,  but  all  their  children 
save  one,  some  five  or  six  in  number  were  taken  in 
for  the  night.  The  eldest  son  and  the  overseer  went 
on  half  a  mile  further  with  the  wagons  and  negroes, 
and  pitched  a  camp  in  the  woods. 

The  evening  meal  had  been  eaten.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Loflin,  together  with  the  stranger  and  wife,  sat  in 
front  of  a  bright  fire.  From  an  adjoining  room 
came  the  sounds  of  merry  laughter,  as  the  children 
of  the  two  families  mingled  together  in  innocent  fun 
and  frolic.  After  a  brief  silence  the  stranger  ob- 
served: 

"I  once  lived  somewhere  in  this  vicinity." 

"Indeed,"  replied  his  host;  "how  long  ago.  if  I 
may  ask,  was  it  that  you  lived  here?" 

"It  has  been  upwards  of  twenty  years  ago.  I  left 
here  during  the  Creek  war.  I  was  raised  in  Georgia, 
where  my  mother  still  lives.  I  first  came  here  in 
1810.  I  married,  settled  a  place  and  went  off  in  the 
army,  leaving  a  wife  and  one  child.  In  a  few  months 
after  I  left  home  the  Indians  murdered  my  family, 
and  I  was  shortly  afterwards  badly  wounded  myself. 
When  I  recovered  I  went  back  to  my  parents.  I  sup- 
pose my  first  wife  may  have  some  relatives  living 
near  here  yet.  Do  you  know  of  any  people  by  the 
name  of  JayneV" 

"There  are  several  persons  of  that  name  in  this 
community. 

"That  was  the  name  of  my  first  wife's  uncle.  Her 
father  was  named  Abner." 

Springing  to  his  feet,  Mr,  Loflin  exclaimed: 

"My  God,  sir,  you  are  Harry  Morrel!" 

"I  am  Harry  Morrel.     What  of  it? 

"There  sits  your  wife!"  hoarsely  cried  Loflin,  as 
he  placed  his  hand  on  the  chair  of  the  woman  who 
had  been  his  wife  so  long. 

Morrel  dropped  back  into  his  seat.  The  woman, 
whose  chair  Loflin  had  touched,  raised  her  head  and 
smiled,  oh,  so  sadly,  upon  them  all,  while  the  other 
woman,  after  a  short,  gasping  cry,  sat  wtth  stony 
eyes,  gazing  into  the  faces  of  those  about  her. 

Loflin  still  stood  holding  to  a  chair,  and  seemingly 
trying  to  realize  the  situation. 

"Speak,  woman!"  he  cried  impatiently,  as  he 
shook  the  chair  in  which  she  sat.  "Do  you  know 
what  has  come  upon  us?" 
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"I  have  known  it  ever  since  we  eat  down  to  supper. 
Oh,  Harry!  may  God  forgive  ine,  but  I  honestly 
thought  you  dead!"  I 

"I,  also,  honestly  thought  you  were  dead.  The 
tin  is  mine,  for  I  Bhould  have  come  back  here  after 
I  got  well.  But  I  saw  Ishoin  Killgore,  and  he  told 
me  that  you  were  dead." 

"This  is  no  time  to  speak  of  the  past,"  said  Loflin. 
"The  wrony  has  been  done  and  no  amouut  of  expla- 
nation can  undo  it.  What  are  we  to  do  now?  Tfiat's 
the  question!" 

"Harry  Morrel,"  said  Mm,  Loflin,  "to  you  I  gave 
the  first  love  of  my  young  heart;  my  life  with  you 
was  a  happy  one,  aud  when  I  heard  that  you  were 
dead  all  the  light  went  out  of  my  life.  But,  no  mat. 
ter  what  the  law — human  or  diviue — might  say,  thin 
is  my  husband!  I  but  follow  the  promptings  of  my 
untutored  heart  in  this  matter.  Dead  we  have  been 
to  each  other  all  these  years — dead  let  us  remain." 

"You  men,"  she  went  ou  with  a  sad  smile,  "will 
talk  tli  is  matter  over,  and  perhaps  your  conclusion 
may  be  different  from  mine;  but  my  conscience  tells 
me  I  am  right.  Come  with  me,  my  dear!"  and  she 
held  out  her  hand  to  her  fellow- sister,  who  arose  and 
tottered  by  her  side  from  the  room. 

In  the  silence  and  solitude  of  an  "upper  chamber" 
the  two  women  twined  their  arms  about  each  other, 
and  wept  as  only  women  can;  while  out  in  the  dark- 
ness of  the  night  the  two  men  turned  the  matter 
over,  viewed  it  in  every  possible  light,  and  finally 
they  concluded  ft  was  best  to  leave  things  as  they 
then  were.  This  conclusion  reached,  they  returned 
to  the  house. 

They  found  the  women  grown  calm  and  sitting  b}- 
the  tire,  and  the  young  people  all  gone  to  bed.  Till 
into  the  sniill  hours  of  the  morrow  they  talked. 
Morrel  had  much  to  say — there  were  many  questions 
to  be  asked  and  answered. 

"Need  the  children  ever  know  anything  of  this?" 
asked  Morrel,  during  a  panse  in  the  conversa- 
tion. 

"It  will  do  no  good,"  answered  Loflin  and 
his  wife,  in  the  same  breath,  and  therewith  they 
all  agreed. 

|  the  ekd.  | 


DECORATION   DAY. 

BY   AMELIA   DALEY   ALDEN. 

On  this  fair  morn,  when  over  all  the  land 
Come  softly  gracious  ones,  with  eyelids  wet, 
And  on  the  soldier's  grave,  with  reverent  hand, 
Lay  lily  and  violet. 

Who  brings  to  thee,  where  o'er  thy  fallen  head 
The  unpitying  seasons  heedless  come  and  go, 
A  wreath  to  deck  thy  lone  and  namaless  bed, 
Where  Southern  forests  grow. 

When. ode  and  psalm  and  tuneful  eloquence 
Eehearse  the  deeds  that  kept  the  nation  free, 
And  teaTB  rain  fast  in  love  and  reverence, 
Who  drops  a  tear  for  thee  ? 

Perchance,  where  thou  dost  rest,  the   oriole's  psalm 
Floats  light  above  thee,  and  the  sweet-brier  lays 
Herperfumed  cheek  on  thine.   When  nights  are  calm, 
And  all  the  stars  ablaze. 

Perchance  the  dew  distills  her  patient  tears 
Upon  thy  breast;  or,  from  the  o'erhanging^ree, 
A  creaming  bird,  disturbed  by  midnight  fears, 
Shakes  down  soft  drops  on  thee. 

I  may  not  know.     Afar  thou  liest,  and  lone, 
Nor  love  nor  grief  thy  burial  place  may  see; 
But  the  wid  earth,  my  lost,  yet  still  my  own 
Holds  but  thy  grave  for  me! 
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As  a  note  of  travel — on  foot — the  remar 
of  the  tramp  who  was  begging  something  i 
eat  is  one  of  the  best  on  record.  He  was  so 
thin,  he  said,  that  when  he  had  a  pain  he 
couldn't  tell  whether  it  was  a  stomach-ache 
or  a  back-ache. 


dTNo  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

National  Guard. — We  believe  there  is  no 
truth  in  the  rumor  that  the  Czar  has  offered 
the  chief  command  of  the  armies  before  Con- 
stantinople to  Brigadier  General  McComb. 

Inquirer.. — We  are  not  aware  that,  in  de- 
fault of  issue,  Emperor  Norton  has  appointed 
Col.  Barnes  heir-apparent  to  his  throne.  We 
believe,  however,  that  they  are  both  of  noble 
blood  of  the  bluest  tint. 

Afflicted. — This  is  not  a  suitable  column 
in  which  to  discuss  such  a  delicate  and  touch- 
ing subject.  Your  closing  lines  affect  us 
deeply.  You  say  "the  light  of  your  life  has 
gone  out."  We  can  sympathize  with  you, 
because  our  own  gas  bill  presses  upon  us  like 
a  hideous  nightmare  and  collectors  are  so  un- 
sympathetic. 

Grocer. — Writes  to  kuow,  if  we,  in  our 
great  wisdom,  are  acquainted  with  any  means 
which  will  effectively  clean  out  a  kerosene 
barrel.  We  do.  We  know  of  a  most  effec- 
tive plan.  One  of  our  correspondent's  tribe 
drew  our  attention  to  it  about  twelve  months 
ago.  He  simply  dropped  a  lighted  match 
into  the  bung  hole.  The  barrel  was  cleaned 
out  effectively — and  so  was  he.  His  widow 
has  married  a  dashing  dry  goods  clerk  who 
has  since  become  a  stock  broker  on  Pine 
street. 

Goat  Island. — To  become  recognized  as  a 
wit  is  the  simplest  thing  in  the  world.  You 
have  simply  to  avoid,  under  any  and  all  cir- 
cumstances, giving  expression  to  an  observa- 
tion out  of  which  any  intelligable  meaning 
could  be  interpreted.  After  making  a  re- 
mark always  laugh — not  a  loud  or  boisterous 
laugh,  that  would  attract  attention;  but  a 
quiet  chuckle.  Some  one  is  sure  to  laugh 
with  you  and  then  the  rest  of  the  company 
will  join  in;  not  because  they  see  anything  to 
laugh  at,  but  for  fear  of  being  accounted 
dull. 

James. — If  after  spending  three  hours  or 
so  in  the  company  of  your  sweetheart,  and 
when  the  solemn  clock  points  out  the  fact 
that  it  is  within  thirty  minutes  or  so,  of  mid- 
night, she  should  exhibit  premonitary  symp- 
tomes  of  fatigue  by  giving  a  few  surrepti- 
tious yawns  behind  her  handkerchief,  we 
would  not  necessarily  conclude  that  our 
presence  was  disagreeable  to  her;  but  we 
would  take  it  as  a  gentle  hint  that  she  was 
longing  for  her  pillow  in  order  that  she 
might  dream  of  us,^or  that  there  was  a  dish 
of  cold  baked  beans  in  the  pantry  and  she 
felt  like  having  some  supper. 


Luctnda. — We  know  of  many  ways  in  which 
backward  yon  tig  men  are  induced  to  declare 
themselves.  If  he  is  sentimentally  poetical, 
and  parts  his  hair  in  the  middle,  take  him 
out  for  a  walk  beneath  the  moon's  pale 
beams.  During  the  interview  be  sweetly 
pensive  and  murmur  softly  in  his  ear  how  de- 
lightful it  would  be  to  wander  hand  in  hand 
through  those  far  away  ethereal  realms  with 
the  being  that  you  love.  That  should  bring 
him  down  on  his  marrow  bones.  Again,  in 
extreme  cases,  we  have  known  an  interview 
by  a  paternal  parent,  with  the  handle  of  a 
large  six-shooter  protruding  from  his  pocket, 
to  be  productive  of  satisfactory  results. 


Commercial  Terms. 


The  Editor. 


An  editor  is  a  mule  whose  business  is  to 
investigate  a  nuse  paper.  He  writes  editori- 
als, grinds  out  poetry,  inserts  deths  and  wed- 
dings, sorts  manuscrips,  keeps  a  waste  bas- 
ket, blows  up  the  "devil,"  steals  matter,  fites 
other  people's  battles  sells  hiz  paper  for  two 
dollars  a  year,  takes  white  beans  and  apple 
sass  for  pay  when  he  can't  get  it,  raizes  a  large 
family-,  works  19  hours  out  of  24,  noze  no  Sun- 
day, gits  damned  by  everybody,  and  once  in 
a  while  whipt  by  somebody,  lives  poor,  dies 
middle-aged  and  often  broken-hearted,  leaves 
no  money,  is  rewarded  for  a  life  of  toil  by  a 
short  but  free  obituary  puff  in  the  newspa- 
pers. 


"I  shall  not  go  to  the  masquerade  unless 
I'm  masked,"  said  a  young  man  to  his  com- 
panion, as  they  were  promenading  up  Kearny 
street  Monday  evening.  "I  shall  not  unless 
I'm  asked,  either,"  she  replied.  He  took 
the  hint  and  invited  her  on  the  spot. 


Bankrupt — A  man  who  gives  everything  to 
a  lawyer  so  tnat  his  creditors  will  not  get  it. 

Assignee — Is  the  chap  who  has  the  deal 
and  gives  himself  four  aces. 

A  Bank — -Is  the  place  where  people  put 
their  money  so  that  it  will  be  handy  when 
other  folks  want  it. 

A  Depositor — Is  a  man  who  don't  know 
how  to  spend  his  money  and  gets  the  cashier 
to  show  him. 

President  is  the  big  fat  man  who  promises 
to  boss  the  job  and  afterwards  sub-lets  it. 

A  Director — Is  one  of  those  who  accepts  a 
trust  that  don't  involve  either  the  use  of  his 
eyes  or  ears. 

Cashier — Is  often  a  man  who  undertakes 
to  support  a  wife,  six  children  and  a  brown 
stone  front,  on  fifty  dollars  a  month  and  be 
honest. 

Collaterals — Are  certain  pieces  of  paper  as 
good  as  gold;  due  and  payable  on  the  first  of 
April. 

Assets — Usually  consists  of  five  chairs  and 
an  old  stove;  to  these  may  be  added  a  spit- 
toon if  the  "bust"  ain't  a  bad  one. 

Liabilities — Are  usually  a  big  "blind"  that 
the  assets  won't  "see  nor  raise." 

A  Note — A  promise  to  do  an  impossible 
thing  at  an  impossible  time. 

Endorser — Is  a  man  who  signs  a  commer- 
cial philopoena  with  a  friend  and  gets  caught. 
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The  Very  FrCHhe.st  American  Humor 

Geeen  grow  the  Russians,  oh 

The  retired  list.    People  abed. 

Newspapers  are  made,  not  born. 

A  false  scent — a  counterfeit  penny. 

"Wit  is  like  combustion — it's  puntaneous 
sometimes. 

Fok  the  list  of  firms  who  haven't  failed, 
please  see  our  advertising  columns. 

"He  was  generous  to  a  fault." — Ex.  That 
is  just  what  is  the  matter  with  most  of  us. 
We  treat  our  faults  too  kindly. 

!"Ts'  England  the  people  arej'complaining 
that  bread  is  rising.  In  America  the  com- 
plaints are  most  heard  when   it  doesn't  rise. 

In  St.  Louis  they  talk  of  making  the 
street  car  companies  take  out  licenses.  They 
take  a  good  deal  of  license  in  most  cities 
already. 

"The  biscuit."  says  a  newspaper  writer, 
"is  the  national  gastric  clog,  the  huge  spore- 
germ  of  self-propagating  and  self-perpetuat- 
dyspepsia." 

It  turns  out  that  a  man  in  Michigan  who 
"lived  forty  days  on  water,"  had  plenty  of 
provisions  in  his  boat  all  the  while  he  was 
sailing  around  the  lake. 

The  Paris  Exposition  has  been  formally 
opened  and  the  American  restaurants  have 
advanced  the  price  of  kiln  dried  sandwiches 
to  twenty-nine  cents  an  ounce. 

They  say  Dr.  Mary  Walker  is  learning  to 
chew  tobacco,  which  explains  why  she  hasn't 
been  seen  on  the  street  for  six  days,  and  has 
all  her  meals  sent  up  to  her  room. 

Seasonable  song  for  the  Toot-on: 

Bock  again!    Bock  again! 
From  out  der  brewer-ee, 

It  toes  mine  dhirsty  soul  much  goot 
Mine  old  friend  Bock  to  see. 

A  boy  in  Ohio  has  three  eyes,  one  where 
the  left  ear  ought  to  be.  This  is  mean.  The 
boys  of  other  states  can't  have  but  two  eyes. 
Ohio  gets  everything  under  the  present  ad- 
ministration. 

The  Emperor  of  Germany  is  a  crack  shot 
with  a  rifle.  He  shot  at  a  hare  the  other 
day  and  cracked  a  farmer's  skull. — Free  Press. 
But  he  must  have  hit  the  hair  first,  unless  the 
man  wasn't  already  ball'd-headed. 

"If  it  was  not  for  the  years  couched  upon 
his  head,"  wrote  the  obituary  writer;  and 
then  he  got  right  up  and  howled  when  the 
type-setter  rendered  it,  "If  it  was  not  for 
his  ears  he  could  have  stood  upon  his 
head." 

The  phonograph  may  bottle  up  the  voice 
and  pass  it  down  to  future  ages;  but  the 
smile  that  twists  the  face  of  a  man  as  he 
seeks  solitude  and  gazes  upon  his  name  in 
print  for  the  first  time  will  always  have  to  be 
guessed  at. 


At  the  door  of  the  European  congress: 
Russian  to  Turk — •'•Seehere,  you  know!  We 
are  friends — treaty  of  alliance — compliment- 
ary telegrams  exchanged,  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing.  Smile :  look  cheerful,  or  I'll  lick 
you  again." 

Charms  of  rural  life :  Smith,  showing  his 
friends  over  his  country  seat,  points  to  two 
bell-ropes  at  the  head  of  the  bed.  "One  to 
awaken  the  servants,"  says  a  friend,  "and  the 
other — •?"  "To  rouse  the  watch-dog  in  case 
I  hear  burglars." 

When  a  young  man  in  Patagonia  wants  a 
wife,  he  rides  out  and  lassoes  one,  and  in  the 
more  civilized  United  States  of  America 
wnen  a  young  man  wants  a  wife,  but  does 
not  come  to  time,  the  las-soes  him  for  a 
breach  of  promise. 

Dear  Boys,  I  utter  now  my  -will, 

To  have  you  all  in  tune; 
Just  tumble  down  to  Hopkinsville 

About  the  fifth  of  June. 
Don't  stay  for  winds,  or  storms  or  rains, 
But  come  and  see  me. — Sammy  Gaines. 
The  above  is  the  proclamation  for  the  Ken- 
tuck  Editorial  Convention. 

They  say  that  the  Senate  adjourned  from 
Thursday  to  Monday,  not  many  weeks  ago, 
in  order  to  allow  Don  Cameron  to  make  love 
to  his  future  bride  in  New  York,  without 
seeming  to  desert  his  post  of  duty  in  the 
Senate.  In  such  ways  as  this  are  exhibited 
the  business  energy  and  fidelity  which  Mr. 
Beck  thinks  would  bring  congressmen  greater 
emoluments  in  other  walks  of  life  than  in 
legislating  for  our  country. 

What  has  become  of  the  people  who  went 
to  the  Centennial?  queries  an  exchange. 
Quite  a  number  of  them  are  tramps,  several 
hava  taken  advantage  of  the  Bankrupt  law, 
some  have  married,  suicided,  gone  West  and 
got  into  jail,  a  few  write  reminiscences  for 
the  magazines,  about  a  thousand  have  been 
quietly  shot  down  by  an  outraged  public  to 
stop  their  everlasting  twaddle  on  the  subject, 
and  the  remainder  maintain  a  diplomatic 
reserve. 

A  man  named  Henry  Miller,  of  Astoria, 
Oregon,  was  joking  with  some  friends  in  an 
undertakers'  shop,  and  pointing  to  a  coffin 
said,  "I  want  that  one,"  and  wrote  his  name 
upon  it.  A  few  days  later  he  was  buried  in 
the  same  coffin.  Moral:  When  you  express 
a  desire  for  a  coffin  and  write  your  name 
upon  one,  select  the  handsomest  in  the  shop. 
Of  course  you  will  be  buried  in  that  one 
whether  your  family  has  enough  money  to 
pay  for  it  or  not. 


The  Little  Wager. 

A  Gratiot  Avenue  saloonkeeper  was  sorting 
out  the  lead  nickels  from  his  till  yesterday 
morning,  preparatory  to  the  honest  labors 
of  a  rainy  day,  when  a  smiling  stranger  came 
in  and  said : 

"Old  fellow,  I've  got  a  bet  of  ten  dollars 
on  your  head?" 

The  saloonist  felt  all  over  the  top  of  his 
head,  found  no  bet  there,  and  looked  for  a 
further  explanation  from  the  stranger  whose 
coat  at  the  elbows  seemed  bound  to  secure 
ventilation. 

"The  case  is  this,"  conttnued  the  man;  "I 
bet  my  friend  B  that  you  are  a  well-read 
man.  To  prove  it,  I  have  come  to  ask  you  if 
you  know  what  Damon  did  when  there  was 
every  reason  to  doubt  that  Pythias  would  re- 
turn. While  I  am  sipping  my  lager  you  can 
jog  your  memory  a  little." 

He  pushed  a  glass  across  the  counter,  but 


the  saloonkeeper  seemed  to   be  hunting  for 
something  down  among  the  kegs. 

"It's  only  a  trifle — small  wager — but  the 
principle  is  what  I  want  to  establish,"  re- 
marked the  man  as  he  anxiously  shoved  the 
glass  around. 

"I  oxpect  so,"  came  from  down  among  the 
kegs. 

"Damon  and  Pythias  were  chums,  you 
know.  When  Damon  wiped  off  his  chin, 
Pythias  pulled  down  his  vest,  and  vice  versa. 
While  I  am  drinking,  you  can  ponder  over 
my  original  query !" 

"Shustso,"  replied  a  voice  as  the  kegs 
were  rolled  about. 

"If  Damon  had  the  headache,"  continued 
the  man,  trying  to  work  the  pump  projecting 
above  the  bar,  '  'Pythias  had  a  sore  eye  as  an 
offset.  If  Pythias  said  he  would  take  sugar 
in  his,  Damon  sweetened  up  with  New  Or- 
leans molasses.  All  this  you  know,  of  course, 
but  what  did  Damon  do  when  Phythias  did 
not  return?" 

"I  schall  now  show  you  vhat  he  did?"   re-  t 
plied  the   saloonist  as  he   rose   up   with   a 
metallic  spiggot  in  his  hand.     "Vhen   dot 
Piddeus  did  not  hurry   up    Damon   vhalks 

aroundt  der  bar  shust  so,  und " 

The  stranger  got  out,  and  holding  the 
door  from  the  outside  he  looked  through  the 
glass  and  said: 

"I  am  now  convinced  that  you  never  read 
a  durned  line  of  Shakespeare!  While  Damon 
was  searching  under  the  bar,  Pythias  drew 
and  drank  three  glasses  of  beer!" 

The  saloonist  smiled,  laid  away  his  spig- 
got, and  as  he  good-naturedly  pulled  open 
the  door,  he  called  to  the  stranger  at  the 
curb-stone. 

"Vhen  Damon  vhas  drawing  dot  peer, 
Piddeus  vhas  moofing  der  pump  into  der 
schlop  keg!" 

A  tremor  passed  over  the  vag.  He  turned 
pale,  showed  his  teeth,  and  as  he  started  for 
the  wood-yard  opposite,  he  replied: 

"Hanged  if  I  didn't — Damon  wants  rest!" 


Talking  a  Hole  in  a  Board. 

At  the  Smithsonian  Institute  the  other  day 
Edison  saw  a  phonautograph  machine  used 
for  delineating  graphically  the  form  of  the 
sound  waves,  and  examining  it  curiously  a 
moment  he  remarked  to  a  friend : 

"Wise  men,  these  were,  not  to  see  that 
they  could  put  a  hard  point  and  a  piece 
oi  tinfoil  in  front  of  it  and  there  was  the 
phonograph." 

He  was  asked  by  a  Southern  Senator  here 
whether  he  could  not  invent  a  machine  to 
pick  cotton,  and  replied  that  he  -'thought 
so."  Later  on  the  same  day  a  person  watch- 
ing the  operation  of  the   phonograph,   said: 

"Edison,  I  wonder  if  you  couldn't  talk  a 
hole  through  a  board?" 

"Of  course  I  could,"  was  the  reply,  and 
he  took  a  slip  of  paper  and  rapidly  stretched 
the  point  of  the  phonograph  in  connection 
with  a  small  ratchet  wheel,  which  in  its  turn 
by  proper  cogs  connected  with  a  gimlet. 
Thus  every  vibration  of  the  membrane  of  the 
phonograph,  instead  of  propelling  the  point 
against  the  tinfoil,  would  point  the  ratchet 
wheel  forward  and  turn  the  gimlet,  and  a 
man  would  actually  be  able  to  talk  a  hole 
through  a  pine  board. 
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"Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent  made 
glorious  summer"  by  the  "Commencement 
Exercises"  of  the  Young  Ladies  Colleges. 

Lord  John  Russell  the  eminent  English 
statesman  is  dead.  Still  we  have  to  "russell" 
around  in  order  that  we  may  live — and  eat. 

Stanley  Matthews,  says  an  exchange,  is 
called  the  handsomest  man  in  the  IT.  S. 
Senate.  He  may  be  at  present,  but  just  wait 
till  we  get  there. 

Hoedel,  who  tried  to  assassinate  the  Em- 
peror of  Germany,  the  other  day,  was  not 
recruited  from  the  ranks  of  the  San  Fran- 
cisco hoedelums. 

It  is  said  of  the  late  Catherine  Beecher 
that  "she  was  a  whole  social  science  associa- 
tion in  permanent  session."  It  might  also  be 
said  of  her  brother  Henry  Ward,  that  he  was 
a  whole — but  ive  forbear. 

The  British  residents  of  this  city  are  get- 
ting up  a  silver  brick,  mounted  on  Califor- 
nia woods,  to  present  to  Lord  Beaconsfield 
nee  Benjamin  Disralie.  We  would  not  mind 
having  a  brick  like  that  flung  at  us. 

The  apartments  assigned  to  the  County 
Court  in  the  New  City  Hall,  are  not  finished, 
and  in  consequence  the  court  adjourned  fo.i 
two  weeks.  If  we  were  to  adjourn  for  one 
week  on  any  such  trivial  grounds  we  would 
soon  have  appartments  found  for  us  in  the 
Alms  House.  But  then  we  are  not  a  County 
Court. 

On  Thursday  evening  last  a  "social"  was 
held  in  the  First  M.  E.  Church,  the  object 
of  which  was  to  raise  funds  for  cleaning  and 
repairing  the  school-room.  We,  too,  are 
sometimes  socially  inclined,  but  instead  of 
raising  our  funds  our  sociality  reduces  them 
at  the  rate  of  ten  cents  a  head.  We  opine 
we  shall  have  to  continue  un-cleansed. 

This  is  essentially  an  age  of  invention,  we 
have  the  phonhgraph  aud  the  telephone;  but 
why  does  not  some  bright  genius,  who  wishes 
to  immortalize  himself,  to  hand  himself  down 
to  posterity  with  an  undying  halo  of  glory 
round  his  name,  invent  a  bushel  peach-bas- 
ket that  will  hold  four  pecks  and  a  quart 
strawberry  box  that  will  not  cheat  the  pur- 
chases out  of  half  a  pint  ? 

At  the  Pensylvania  State  Convention, 
which    met   at    Altoona    the  other  day,  the 


Prohibitionists  nominated  Gen.  F.  H.  Lane 
for  Governor.  We  ourselves  have  a  pleas- 
ant remembrance  of  a  nice  shady  "lane" 
through  which  we  used  to  meander  in  the 
days  of  our  youth,  but — a  horrible  suspicion 
flashes  accross  our  mind — there  was  the 
nicest,  snuggest  lager  beer  garden,  at  the 
end  of  it,  that  the  eyes  of  man  ever  rested 
upon. 

The  New  York  News  believes  that  the 
secret  which  Williamson,  the  escaped  convict 
from  Sing  Sing,  recently  convicted  of  for- 
gery in  London,  offered  to  impart  for  the 
sum  of  $75,000  was  in  relation  to  the  flooding 
of  the  European  ports  with  counterfeit 
United  States  National  Bank  currency.  If 
this  enterprising  paper  could  only  find  some 
one  ready  to  impart  information  which  would 
lead  to  the  extermination  of  "counterfeit" 
journalism  we  will  venture,  out  of  our 
own  slender  means,  to  pay  him  a  reward 
of  $100,000. 

"Wm.  Pollock  made  a  fortune  in  Califor- 
nia," this  important  item  of  information  was 
telegraphed  all  the  way  from  Philadelphia  to 
the  Press  of  this  city  on  Thursday  last.  Nay, 
more,  on  the  21st  inst.,  he  was  arrested  for 
drunkenness  in  the  "City-of -brotherly-love," 
and  subsequently  died.  And  still  the  bears 
and  bulls  wage  their  incessant  warfare  on 
Pine  street,  the  Ward  strikers  around  the 
City  Hall  pursue  the  even  tenor  of  their  ways 
and  the  European  powers  do  not  abate,  for 
one  moment,  their  preparations  for  the  com- 
ing struggle.     Such  is  life. 

"Henry  Ward  Beecher  leaves  for  San 
Francisco  on  June  15th,  for  the  purpose  of 
lecturing."  We  are  entrusted  by  the  "Pan 
Synod"  of  the  Presbyterian  Church  with  the 
duty  of  making  known  the  fact  that  the  ex- 
traordinary exodus  of  the  wifes  and  daught- 
ers of  prominent  members  of  that  denomina- 
tion, to  the  springs  and  other  places  of 
pleasant  resort,  is  not  in  consequence  of  this 
distinguished  visit.  That  it  merely  illustra- 
tes the  affectionate  regard  for  the  happiness 
of  their  families  which  religeon  instils  into 
the  minds  of  men. 

If  your  husband  comes  home  late  on  lodge 
nights,  or  to  put  it  more  correctly,  early  on 
the  morning  after  lodge  night,  6omewhat  un 
steady  on  his  legs  and  a  little  peculiar  in  his 
utterance,  and  complaining  of  the  excessive 
heat  of  the  sun,  don't  get  mad  and  say  rude 
things.  Don't  make  any  disturbance.  Sym- 
pathise with  him,  and  help  him  to  take  off1 
his  boots  and  get  to  bed.  Tell  him  that  you 
have  read  a  great  deal  about  people  who  are 
liable  to  be  afflicted  in  that  way ;  that,  to  pre- 
vent a  serious  illness,  he  must  stay  in  bed  for 
three  days  and  have  his  head  shaved  and 
blistered;  and  that  he  must  drink  nothing 
during  the  period  but  cold  water  flavored 
with  a  little  quinine,  and  eat  nothing  but 
stale  bread.  That  will  have  more  effect  than 
three  hours  loquacity  succeeded  by  sixteen 
hysterical  fits. 


TO   LET. 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  eor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


SURREPTITIOUS    SWEETNESS. 


Upon  a  foraging  expedition  he  was  bound, 
And  this  is  what  his  ratsbip  found. 


He  searched  but  could  not  find 
An  inlet  suited  to  his  kind. 


"Upon  the  top  I'll  jump, "he  cried. 
Once  there,  a  bung  hole  he  espied. 


He  thought  he  smelt  molasses,  sure, 
And  wondered  much  if  they  were  pure. 


Necessity,  the  mother  of  invention  is, 
The  tail  he  utilised  as  his. 


Into  the  syrup  he  drove  it  down 
And  drew  it  forth  a  shining  brown. 


And  then — such  sweetness  was  elysian, 
And  is  beyond  the  doggerel  vision. 
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CALIFORNIA   THEATKE. 

This  house  under  the  new  management, 
with  Mr.  Lawrence  Barrett  as  an  attraction, 
seems  to  have  lit  upon  a  season  of  moderate 
success.  As  an  actor  Mr.  Barrett  is  not  one 
of  the  geniuses  who  will  leave  behind  him  a 
name  and  fame  which  will  "re-echo  through 
the  long  corridors  of  time."  Nevertheless, 
he  gives  a  good  and  faithful  portraiture  of 
those  characteristics  of  humanity  which  he 
essays  to  delineate.  That  portion  of  the 
public  who  are  given  to  grumbling  and  fault 
finding  cannot  reasonably  cavil  at  the  variety 
or  the  quality  of  the  entertainment  which  has 
been  provided  for  them  at  this  house  during 
the  engagement  of  Mr.  Barrett. 

Baldwin's. 
McKee  Kankin  and  "The  Danites"  proved 
to  be  of  sufficient  interest  to  run  this  little 
establishment  through  another  week.  So 
much  has  been  said,  both  of  the  actor  and 
the  piece  that  anything  now  added  must 
sound  like  tautology.  The  piece  is  well 
written,  and  it  is  well  played;  it  amuses,  and 
by  presenting  a  graphic  picture  of  dark 
scenes  which  occurred  in  the  equally  dark 
past  it  accomplishes  a  good  purpose  in  arous- 
ing, even  thought  it  be  but  for  a  moment, 
the  nobler  feelings  of  human  nature.  "We 
understand  that  the  Union  Square  Company 
will  open  at  this  house  in  Boucicault's  always 
interesting  drama  the  "Octroon."  This 
piece  is,  we  believe,  to  be  produced  in  "a 
style  of  unexampled  splendor."  Mr.  Mc 
Guire  is  said  to  be  in  New  York  and  will  no 
doubt  give  a  good  account  of  himself  by 
sending  forwai'd  the  most  interesting  attrac- 
tions of  the  day. 

BUSH    STBEET   THEATRE. 

At  this  place  Haverley's  Minstrels  have 
held  the  boards  during  the  week  to  houses 
that  might  have  been  fuller.  Their  perform- 
ances have  been  of  the  same  character  as  the 
ordinary  run  of  Minstrels — neither  of  the 
highest  nor  the  lowest  class.  On  Monday 
next  they  will  be  replaced  by  Harrigan  and 
Hart  supported  by  their  own  company  con- 
sisting of  35  members. 

THE  MAT  FESTIVAL. 

The  event  of  the  week  in  the  way  of  public 
amusements  has  been  the  "May  Musical 
Festival"  which  opened  at  the  Mechanics' 
Pavilion  on  Tuesday  evening  last.  Without 
doubt  this  was  a  mammoth  production. 
Two    thousand    trained    voices    singing    in 


chorus  is  something  which  cannot  be  heard 
every  day.  While  the  presence  of  some  of 
the  most  eminent  soloists  in  the  United  Sta- 
tes added  added  a  lustre  to  the  performance. 
On  the  whole  this  entertainment  must  be  re- 
garded as  a  great  project  carried  to  a  success- 
ful termination.  The  most  noticeable  feature 
in  the  performance  was  the  the  vocalism  of 
Miss  Anna  Drasdel.  She  posses  a  full  clear 
contralto  voice  and  shows  the  effect  of  culti- 
vation. Her  notes  sounded  through  the 
great  building  with  remarkable  distinctness, 
and  she  sang  with  a  pleasing  lack  of  effort. 
It  gives  us  great  pleasure  to  add  that  her 
performances  were  highly  appreciated  by  the 
vast  audiences,  and  that  she  was  honored 
with  a  number  of  recalls. 

WOODWARD'S    GARDENS. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatip  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

Lotta  is  playing  in  Boston. 

The  Soldenes  are  playing  in  Melbourne. 

Modjeska  is  said  to  be  doing  well  at 
Buffalo. 

Theatrical  business  in  Australia  is  said  to 
be  very  dull. 

Mary  Anderson  and  Jeffreys  Lewis  have 
sailed  for  Europe. 

Sothern  and  the  "Crushed  Tragedian"  are 
said  to  be  a  failure  in  London. 

Master  Leopold  Lichtenberg  gave  a  grand 
farewell  concert  at  Platts  Hall  on  Monday 
last.  The  talented  lad  had  an  appretiative 
audience. 

The  Williamsons  are  said  to  have  cleared 
about  $32,000  this  season.  They  done  better 
than  that  in  a  three  month's  engagement  in 
Melbourne. 

Maggie  Moore,  wife  of  J.  C.  Williamson, 
(of  "Struck  Oil"  fame)  accompanies  Joe 
Jefferson  and  his  family  to  this  city.  She  is 
on  a  visit  to  her   mother. 

H.  R.  Harwood,  an  Australian  manager 
who  has  made  money,  and  was  expected 
to  come  to  San  Francisco  to  spend  it, 
has  finally  left  the  stage  and  bought  a 
hotel. 

On  Monday  next  Mr.  Joseph  Jefferson  will 
make  his  bow  in  the  ever  acceptable  "Rip 
Van  Winkle."  And,  we  have  no  doubt  he 
will  receive  from  the  San  Francisco  public, 
that  hearty  reception  which  is  always  ac- 
corded to  old  favorites. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES; 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,   f 4  a  year.     35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


GARDEN^  HOSE. 

50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $5.75 

W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER.   AND    GASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


17-STRINGED 


C  ITHE 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
with  book  of  tones.    Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 
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FOR    SAX.EZ. 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KOKBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOKBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 


WOODWARD'S  GARDEXS. 


Saturday  and   Sunday,  June    1st 
and  2nd. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


JOHN     ROBL,   PANTS  to  Order    - 


$5.00 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  §5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallbtt  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


"W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jb. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson, 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


f**  f^iX  T*|  Any  worker  can  make  §12  a  da3r  at  home.      Costly 
wTOM-ll-'  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


The  best  quality  of  stall-fed  Meats   always  on  hand 
at  the  LOWEST  MARKET  RATES, 

5  &  6  California  Market, 

SAN    FRANCISCO. 

Goods  delivered  free  of  charge  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 


P. 

'rlif  Boot  ICaker 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


fuh[icdtmg  (^omponnd 

AND    CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 

Albany 

For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
and  also  add  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble, 

R.  HOE  &  CO'S  Chisel,  Tooth,  Mill,' 
Shop,  and  Edger  Saws,  always  in  perfect 
condition  to  run  without  any  of  the  ex- 
pensive skilled  labor  which  other  saws  con- 
stantly demand.  R.  HOE  &  CO'S  Printing 
Presses.  We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at 
Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
Send  for  Circulars.     Address 

H.  L.  TATUM,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  F. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 


lines,  manufactories. 
States. 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back  of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect  it 
from   wear  and  it 
does      not     hind 
around  the  ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  aa  we  could  not  maiiufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY.  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


JCK   -J-j-w   <tiO/">  per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  §5  free. 
tp«J    IU   epulis  Address  Stisson  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Sqtiibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,    -         -         -         -    $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

E^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


SUITS  from     -    -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 


—AND— 


HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FEANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DmEOTOB. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free   of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


Pbbsident 

Vice-Pbesident  . . . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.C.  D.  O'STJLLIYAN 


TRUSTEES: 


M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donoliue, 

Teeasubeb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attobney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    SUNDAY,  APRIL  7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3  (")/"*)  P.  M.  Daily,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  ww  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  and  for  Mendocino 
City  and  the  Geysers. 

^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  ollowing  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel*s,  Guerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.  M.] 

jV  Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 

8(~\()  A.  M.  via  Donahue  for  Cloverdale  and  way  sfcatians. 
•  w  \J  Fares  for  the  round  trip;  Donahue,  §1.00,   Petaluma, 
§1.50,  Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdsburg.  §3.00,  Cloverdale  §4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  fer  Korbel's,  Guerneville,  the  Rus- 
sian River  and  Big  Trees.     Fulton,  §2.50,  Korbel's  and  Guerne- 
ville, §3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 


^.Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,    A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 

Gen.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P,  &T.  Ag't. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Franeisca.) 

FEEE 

Warns  amM  lat§lIig§B0S  Bmrsam 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.     GOOD  LADS 
1     FOE  AN5f  SEEVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.     Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

ISIS    IS    ©JfE    SIDE    OF 


SQOLLArS 

AQUARIUM. 


augll-3ino3 


G.    BAYREUTHER, 

— PKACTICAL— 


Saialtfa  &  PI 


Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 


STOVES,  RANCFS,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRON  WARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

NO.    236    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

or  THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can.  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 


spgrf4 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


0.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


cry  /IA/o  CouMr/tr-  orders  ^xomptik  ^rreAireo  to  ■ 


M8A7/    <IMT/.HT«J.I  I 
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SOANE    <Sc    GO, 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  No.  93,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


Bt.  HICKS  <Sfe  oo., 

BOOK  BINDEKS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 


SAN  FKANCISCO. 


jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  "Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris. 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.  Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  s.  Bxjuisrs, 

Agent  for 

The  Illustrated  Was  j 

Office  in  E.  P.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and    Ei 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITEOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost. 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  G-ibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  o 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrant- 1 
on  Commercial  street.  Establishei 
.  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  o 
nail  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gei 
fjerative  organs,  and  all  physical  coi 
J-'ditians  of  weakness  consequent  upoi 
SI  the  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upo, 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  inEurop 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  then 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  whici 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser 
vices.  DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  h 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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EVERY    SATURDAY.  ?p 


eoa  GABIF OK  N  I  -V     S  T. 

NW    COR     OFKEARNY    ST 


SanRrancisco,  June  8 'J1  1878 


P  RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL  .^-  - 
BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE   WASP. 

fUBUSH£D  &-&TSS1  '^ef-  v^  By  r.  7^l^M£L  <£•  0fjO£.  J!'  iff 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

-    AT  — 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCEIBEES 
Thtety-ftve  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN   ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ...         -      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


v  TO  ALL  PAETS  OF  EUEOPE: 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -         -         -         -        $5.00 
Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  Sail 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTEATED 
"WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmastees. — Full  [outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  602  California  street, 
San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  JUNE  8,  1878. 

The  Police  Commissioners  seem  deter- 
mined to  win  the  respect  and  confidence  of 
the  community.  Their  decision  in  the  Har- 
mon case  was  good,  but  the  result  of  Gilles- 
pie's case  is  still  better.  In  the  one  instance 
an  impetuous  officer  was  admonished  to  re- 
collect that  the  public  have  some  rights;  in 
the  other  instance  a  zealous  officer  was  taught 
that  he  would  be  sustained  in  faithfully  dis- 
charging his  duty.  The  result  is  that  citizens 
will  be  able  to  use  the  public  streets  for  pe- 
destrian purposes  without  endangering  life 
and  limb. 


One  of  the  greatest  dangers  which  threat- 
ens the  stability  of  the  government  of  this 
country  is  the  prostitution  of  the  Civil  Ser  • 
vice,  and  its  use  as  a  "political  machine." 
When  the  present  Administration  went  into 
office  and  inaugurated  what  has  been  termed 
a  system  of  "Civil  Service  Reform"  we  were 
inclined  to  take  a  hopeful  view  of  the  future. 
And  all  the  more  so  as  the  Cabinet,  regard- 
less of  the  fact  that  they  were  antagonising 
the  unprincipled  element  of  their  party  to 
them,  seemed  to  be  carrying  out  that  "re- 
form" in  good  faith.  We  do  not  know  what 
evil  influences  have  been  brought  to  bear 
upon  the  President;  but  the  announcement 
that  Civil  Servants  will  be  permitted  to  make 
voluntary  contributions  for  campaign  pur- 
poses seems  like  the  reappearance  of  the 
"cloven  foot." 


Our  Greatness  in  Crookedness. 

Last  week,  under  this  euphoneously  sug- 
gestive title,  we  called  attention,  in  a  general 
way,  to  the  fact  that  this  community  is  at 
present  surrounded  by  conditions  which  ma- 
terially operate  against  its  becoming  as  pros- 
perous and  happy  as  it  might  be.  We  might 
add,  without  going  outside  the  limits  of  strict 
veracity,  that  there  are  influencs  at  work  in 
our  midst,  which,  if  unchecked,  will  lead  us 
on  to  certain  destruction;  influences  which, 
unless  subjected  to  restraint  and  amendment, 
will  necessarily  culminate  in  anarchy,  confu- 
sion, and  ruin.  No  community  in  which 
truth,  honor  and  honesty,  are  systematically 
violated  can  reasonably  hope  for  a  felicitous 
career,  or  that  the  bonds  which  hold  it  to- 
gether can  be  maintained  intact.  When  the 
components  of  a  body — social  and  politic — ■ 
begin,  in  their  individual  capacity,  to  regard, 
deviations  from  which  their  inner  conscience 
tells  them  is  right,  as  mere  trifling  venalities, 
they  may  be  said  to  be  on  the  broad  path 
which  leads  to  dissolution.  Therein  lies  the 
great  secret  which  explains  the  collapse  of 
those  ancient  powers  whose  glory  and  great- 
ness defied  the  attack  of  the  foeman  and  yet 
went  down  before  the  onslaught  of  internal 
disruption. 

Perhaps  some  inquisitive  person  feels  like 
asking,  in  dubious  accents,  where  is  all  this 
absence  of  truth  and  honor  and  honesty  ? 
Oh !  nowhere.  In  our  every  day  life  we  don't 
deceive  those  with  whom  we  associate.  We 
are  not  a  seething  mass  of  profligacy.  We 
don't  lie  to  ourselves  by  doing,  without  hesi- 
tation, in  a  dark  and  secret  manner,  wrongs 
we  regard  as  so  vile  that  we  hide  them  from 
the  knowledge  of  our  fellowmen.  We  are 
not  untrue  to  the  obligations  of  friendship. 
We  don't  systematically  cheat  those  who  do 
business  with  us.  We  don't  invariably  break 
our  most  solemn  promises.  We  don't  forget 
those  who  have  indisputable  claims  upon  our 
kindness  and  forbearance.  Not  at  all.  These 
things  are  but  the  empty  vaporings  of  a  dis- 
eased mind.  They  have  no  foundation,  in 
fact.  They  can't  be  proven.  We  don't  go 
home  to  our  families  at  a  very  late  hour, 
three  or  four  nights  in  the  week,  and  tell 
them  we  have  been  engaged  in  the  pmrsuit  of 
our  business;  whereas,  in  truth  and  in  fact, 
we  have  been  engaged  in  dissipation  and 
lewdness.  The  fifty  or  sixty  divorces  a  week 
which  take  place  in  our  midst  are  not  a  re- 
cord of  shame — some  of  them  characterised 
by  exposures  of  the  most  brutal  and  inex- 
cusable infidelity.  We  don't  sell  chemical 
compounds — of  a  death  dealing  nature — un- 
der the  name  of  spirits;  and  trashy  mixtures 
of  no  virtue  under  the  name  of  spices.  We 
don't  see  the  words  "Wholesale  and  Retail" 
stuck  up  over  every  five  cent  beer  hall  which 
probably  contains  five  or  six  bottles  of  liquor 
and  a  box  of  cigars,  and  a  couple  of  kegs  of 
beer;  and  the  same  dignified  inscription  over 
every  corner  grocery — groggery  would  be 
nearer — whose  stock  in  trade  would  be 
covered  by  three  or  four  hundred  dollars. 
We  don't  keep  continually  exclaiming  that 
two  or  three  rebel  cruisers  cleared  the  seas 
of  our  merchant  navy  and  destroyed  our  com- 
merce, while  we  know  full  well  that  the  real 


cause  of  our  loss  of  commercial  prestige  lies 
in  the  fact  that  abroad,  the  name  American, 
has  become  a  synonomous  term  with  trickery, 
double-dealing,  and  insecurity.  We  don't 
encourage  hypocracy  and  cant  by  regarding 
with  sycophantic  leniency  the  actions  of  tri- 
umphant vice  in  the  guise  of  moral  and  re- 
ligeous  prudery;  and  by  striking  savage  blows 
at  the  open  manly  wrong-doer.  No,  these 
things  do  not  occur;  or,  if  they  do,  they  are 
but  trifling  idiosyncrasies  on  the  part  of  a 
great  people. 

A  great  many  of  these  little  peculiarities, 
are  not  in  themselves  harmful  to  a  great  ex- 
tent, except  so  far  as  they  tend  to  establish 
bad  principles  and  disseminate  loose  ideas. 
In  this  way  it  might  be  said  that  the  beer 
vender  and  grocer  are  committing  no  great 
wrong  in  announcing  over  their  doors  that  they 
are  wholesale  dealers,  when,  in  txuth,  they 
are  only  retail  dealers  of  the  smallest  kind. 
The  wrong  in  such  a  course  is  that  is  estab- 
lishes, as  a  custom,  the  habit  of  lying  and 
misrepresentation;  and  that  habit  once  es- 
tablished permeates  through  the  communi- 
ty. The  down  of  the  thistle  is  harmless 
enough  while  it  adheres  to  the  weed,  but, 
when  the  aerial  viberations  scatter  it  broad- 
cast over  the  land,  its  evil  effects  become 
painfully  apparent. 

These  things  but  give  evidence  of  the 
spirit  of  wrong  which  is  abroad,  and  their 
practice  cultivates  that  spirit.  It  is  this 
spirit  which  has  given  rise  to  our 
present  "greatness  in  crookedness";  to  the 
gigantic  corruption  and  chicanery  which  is 
manifested  everywhere  throughout  our  poli- 
tical, social  and  commercial  institutions. 
And  the  first  step  towards  bringing  ourselves 
back  to  the  path  of  rectitude  is  to  crush  that 
spirit  out. 


The  Constitutional  Convention. 

The  premier  question  before  the  people  of 
California  at  the  present  time  is  the  coming 
Constitutional  Convention.  Popular  as  it 
has  become  to  decry  and  belittle  the  law- 
making and  the  law-administering  powers, 
every  intelligent  citizen  knows  that  upon  the 
good  government  of  any  community  depends, 
to  a  large  extent,  its  material  prosperity.  It 
is  true  there  have  been  instances  of  nations 
whose  people  have  enjoyed  a  very  consider- 
able degree  of  Buccess  in  their  commercial 
pursuits  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  they 
were  living  under  very  ill-advised  laws  and 
a  very  badly  designed  system  of  govern" 
ment.  But  those  instances  tend  rather  to 
show  that  it  is  possible  for  the  great  re- 
sources of  a  country  together  with  activity 
and  sagacity  on  the  part  of  the  population  to 
overcome  adverse  circumstances,  than  that 
bad  government  will  not  overpower  fairly 
fairly  favorable  conditions.  And,  if  good 
laws  exercise  a  material  influence  towards  se- 
curing the  rein  of  prosperity,  surely  it  cannot 
be  that  the  making  of  the  fundamental  law, 
the  foundation  upon  which  all  laws  are  built, 
will  be  regarded  with  indifference  by  the 
people. 

Our  purpose  at  the  present  time  is  to  offer 
a  few  pertinent  observations  regarding  the 
personnel  of  the  coming  convention.   We  un- 
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hesitatingly  assert  that  the  first  and  most 
pressing  qualification  to  be  looked  for  in  a 
candidate  is  that  he  be  a  person  distinguished 
from  his  fellows  by  the  possession  of  natural 
talents  which  have  been  polished,  brightened, 
and  niade  exceptionally  useful,  by  cultiva- 
tion. The  making  of  wise  and  efficient  laws, 
at  all  times  and  under  all  circumstances, 
calls  for  the  exercise  of  the  highest  order  of 
intelligence,  becauso  they  who  are  engaged 
at  it  must  be  far-sighted  and  capable  of  ap- 
preciating the  logical  meaning  of  words  and 
the  necessary  consequences  of  actions.  And, 
if  that  is  so  in  the  case  of  ordinary  statutes, 
which,  if  found  vicious  in  their  operation, 
may  be  at  once  repealed,  it  must  necessarily 
be  so  to  a  still  greater  extent  when  it  comes 
making  a  Constitution,  which  is  expected  to 
last  until  sufficient  time  has  elapsed  to  com- 
pletely change  the  whole  complexion  of  the 
social  fabric.  Therefore,  capacity  should  be 
the  first  and  crucial  test  applied  by  the  voter, 
and  unless  the  candidate  can  reach  the 
height  of  his  standard  in  that  respect  it  is 
useless  to  investigate  his  other  qualifications. 
Next  to  ability — and  in  point  of  rank  equal 
to  it — on  the  list  of  requirements,  is  personal 
integrity  and  uprightness  of  character.  Men 
who  are  known  to  be  venial  in  the  discharge 
of  public  duties  should  never  be  intrusted 
with  their  performance.  The  proper  way  to 
purify  public  life  is  to  reward,  with  a  re- 
newal of  confidence,  those  who  are  honest 
and  zealous,  and  to  ostracize  those  who  are 
known  to  have  been  guilty  of  wrong ;  but  sus- 
picion, often  emanating  from  the  malicious 
lips  of  the  slanderer,  should  never  be  con- 
founded with  knowledge,  nor  should  an  occa- 
sional error  of  judgment  be  taken  for  a  de- 
liberate violation  of  right.  Those  two  re- 
quirements being  satisfied  the  next  in  order 
is  that  of  principle.  All  other  things  being 
equal,  a  good  and  conscientious  citizen  will 
vote  for  a  candidate  whose  views  on  the 
questions  of  public  policy,  at  issue,  agree  with 
his  own,  but  it  has  unfortunately  grown  to 
be  a  universal  custom  in  this  country  for 
men  to  vote  with  blind  devotion  for  their 
party's  nominee.  This  is  the  grand  secret 
which  lies  at  the  bottom  of  that  hideous  blot 
in  America's  recent  history,  "machine  poli- 
tics." We  will  venture  to  express  the  hope 
that,  in  the  election  we  are  on  the  eve  of  in- 
telligent discrimination  and  will  take  the 
place  of  enthusiasm  at  the  ballot  box.  And 
that  such  a  departure  from  established  cus- 
tom will  be  but  the  key-note  of  a  grand 
movement  which  will  sweep  brass  bands  and 
torch-light  processions  into  the  realms  of 
oblivion;  which  will  put  the  thinker  in  the 
place  of  the  demagogue,  the  statesman  in  the 
place  of  the  politician. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration.") 
Celebration  of  Decoration  Day. 
To  every  nation,  whose  period  of  existance 
has  been  of  sufficient  duration  to  give  to  it  a 
histoiy,  there  are  certain  days  in  the  calen- 
dar possessed  of  more  than  usual  solemnity 
and  importance  from  the  fact  that  they  are 
associated  with  the  memory  of  events  which 
appeal  to  the  deepest  sentiments  of  the   hu- 


man nature.  America,  in  her  short  century 
of  life,  has  passed  through  a  series  of  stir- 
ring and  tragic  occurrences;  and  of  all  those 
occurrences  none  was  more  tragic,  or  has  left 
a  deeper  mark  on  the  national  records,  than 
that  one  which  brought  brother  face  to  face 
with  brother  in  armed  conflict  and  fratricidal 
strife;  which  shook  to  the  base  the  very  foun- 
dation upon  which  our  Government  is  built. 
For  four  long  years  the  thunder  of  the  can- 
non, the  sharp  crack  of  the  rifle;  and  the 
tramp  of  the  armed  soldier  resounded 
through  the  valleys  and  along  the  mountain 
sides  of  the  "Sunny  South."  And  then  the 
angry  sounds  were  hushed — one  was  victor 
and  the  other  vanquished.  The  battles  were 
over,  the  dead  were  buried,  and  the  wounded 
cared  for.  Each  warrior  betook  himself  to 
the  advocations  of  peace,  and  in  their  pursuit 
soon  forgot  the  harsh  feelings  which  the  con- 
flict had  engendered — except  when  some  po- 
litical mountebank  for  his  own  purposes  en- 
deavored to  stir  up  the  prejudices  of  the  past. 
But,  if  the  antagonisms  of  the  conflict  were 
forgotten,  the  gallant  dead  who  fell  in  the 
fray  were  not.  Each  year,  as  the  dreary 
Winter  gives  place  to  Spring  and  the  joyous 
song  of  the  bird  is  heard  amid  the  bushes, 
living  comrades  gather  together  to  place  upon 
the  graves  of  their  dead,  garlands  of  remem- 
brance. And  by  degrees,  as  time  effaces  the 
memory  of  the  past — in  all  but  that  one  par- 
ticular— the  boys  who  fought  in  blue  and  the 
boys  who  fought  in  gray  are  shaking  hands 
across  those  bloody  graves  and  joining  to- 
gether in  the  celebration  of  Decoration  Day; 
joining  together  as  their  dead  comrades,  re- 
gardless of  whether  they  fought  beneath  the 
Stars  and  Stripes  or  Stars  and  Bars,  have 
have  long  since  done. 

The  picture  presented  on  our  double-page 
represents  the  memorial  services  conducted 
by  the  Lincoln  Post  No.  10  of  the  G.  A.  E., 
at  San  Francisco.  Since  the  war  closed  a 
large  number  of  the  combatants,  on  both 
sides,  have  found  their  way  to  this  Coast  so 
that  there  are  a  goodly  number  to  fall  into 
line  on  the  30th  of  May.  But  removed  afar 
off,  as  we  are,  from  the  scene  of  hostilities, 
there  are  but  few  of  the  dead  heroes  lying  in 
our  midst,  and  even  of  those  few,  a  goodly 
proportion  succumbed  to  the  attack  of  dis- 
ease and  not  the  foeman;  consequently  our 
memorial  services  do  not  partake  of  that  im- 
pressiveness  which  they  would  if,  like  Gettys- 
burg, the  ground  was  thickly  studded  with 
the  graves  of  those  who  fell  in  the  heat  of  a 
memorable  battle.  They  are  more  in  the  na- 
ture of  a  demonstration  which  is  intended  to 
express  a  principle;  and  that  principle  is  that 
the  memory  of  the  men  who  offered  their 
lives  upon  the  altar  of  patriotism  should  be 
cherished  and  not  forgotten.  That  gallant 
deeds  are  worthy  of  remembrance,  and  that, 
too,  quite  irrespective  of  opinion  as  to 
whether  the  cause  for  which  they  were  per- 
formed was  right  or  wrong.  The  grass  will 
grow  green  on  the  graves  of  the  dead 
whether  we  decorate  them  with  nature's 
choicest  floral  products  or  not,  but  by  doing 
so  we  are  cultivating  one  of  the  noblest  im- 
pulses of  our  nature,  and  teaching  the  com- 
ing generations,  who  will  fill  our  places,  to 
emulate  the  valor  of  the  fallen  soldiers. 


rSee  Illustration  on  First  Pago.] 

Anna  Drasdil. 
In  presenting  to  our  readers  a  picture  of 
this  estimable  lady  and  accomplished  artist, 
we  think  it  will  not  be  out  of  place  to  give  a 
short  sketch  of  her  career.  Miss  Drasdil  was 
born  in  Bohemia,  and  received  her  first  mu- 
sical education  in  Prague — which  is  regarded 
as  one  of  the  finest  schools  in  Europe.  At 
that  place  she  attracted  considerable  atten- 
tion as  being  the  possessor  of  a  voice  of  great 
compaBB  and  flexibility,  and  also  for  her  apti- 
tude and  attention.  In  order  that  she  might 
have  the  advantages  of  the  tuition  of  Mrs.  Cor- 
vet,  a  celebrated  teacher  then  residing  in 
Hamburg,  she  was  obliged  to  master  the 
German  language,  and  having  done  so  she 
enjoyed  for  some  time  the  benefits  accruing 
from  that  lady's  instruction.  In  1866  she 
proceeded  with  Tetjer  to  London  where  she 
perf  ormed  in  Oratorio  and  was  regarded  with 
high  appreciation  by  those  who  heard  her. 
Finding  that  her  powers  were  not  quite  de- 
veloped she  again  devoted  herself  to  study 
under  the  care  of  Mrs.  Rudersdorff.  Even- 
tually having  discovered  that  the  climate  of 
England  was  unsuited  to  her  constitution, 
she,  in  1872,  came  to  the  United  States. 
Since  her  arrival  in  this  country,  she  has 
slowly  but  surely  fought  her  way  up  the  lad- 
der of  fame  until  she  reached  the  altitude  at 
which  we  view  her  to-day.  It  is  a  noticeable 
fact  that  most  artists  coming  to  a  strange 
place  take  care  to  have  their  advent  heralded 
by  fulsome  flatterers.  This  lady,  however, 
came  amongst  us  in  a  noiseless  unaustenta- 
tioua  manner,  and  wrought  herself  into  the 
esteem  and  admiration  in  which  she  is  held, 
by  the  exercise  of  her  gentle,  womanly  ways 
and  the  undoubted  ability  which  she  posses- 
ses. In  years  to  come  she  will  be  borne  in 
mind  as  having  contributed  largely  to  the 
success  of  the  recent  "Musical  Festival"  in 
this  city;  and  lovers  of  classic  music  will  re- 
member her  subsequent  performances  at  the 
Grand  Opera  House  as  a  sweet  pleasure. 
We  believe  it  is  probable  that  the  lady  will 
return  to  Prague  in  order  to  appear  in  the 
new  National  Theatre — a  building  which  has 
been  in  the  course  of  erection  for  14  years, 
and  which  will  be  completed  next  season. 


|  See  Illustration.! 

In  the  Country  and  at  the  Sand  Lots. 
Our  artist  presents  a  graphic  illustration  of 
the  present  state  of  the  labor  agitation. 
Through  the  long  wet  winter,  while  every- 
thing was  in  a  state  of  stagnation,  there  was, 
perhaps,  an  excuse  for  those  who  were  exist- 
ing in  enforced  idleness  to  waste  their  time 
in  running  after  the  "Ass."  But  at  the  pre- 
sent time,  when  from  every  part  of  the  State 
comes  tidings  of  a  great  crop  and  but  few 
men  to  reap  it,  for  a  body  of  men  to  meet  for 
the  purpose  of  asserting  that  they  are  driven 
out  of  the  labor  market,  is  simply  an  exqui- 
site absurdity.  The  illustration  requires  no 
explanation;  every  intelligent  human  being 
will  recognize  it  as  a  truthful  potraiture  of 
existing  facts. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
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'TW.A.S    BTTT   J±   LITTLE   TOOTH. 

IN    TWO    PARTS-PART  I. 


To  supper  they  sat  down  one  night 
And  both  pitched  in  with  all  their  might. 
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The  food  is  good,  but  something's  there 
Not  down  upon  the  bill  of  fare. 


His  tooth  begins  to  give  him  pain, 
And  on  his  patience  draw  and  drain. 


The  agony  keeps  on  the  increase 
As  though  it  never  meant  to  cease. 
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Some  wag,  aspiring  fun  to  poke, 
Tells  him  tobacco  for  to  smoke. 


And  then,  he  thinks,  a  little  whisky 
Will  make  him  feel  a  trifle  frisky. 


Finding  that  of  no  avail 
He  dives  into  the  water  pail. 


"A  red  hot  poultrice  now  I'll  try." 
It  only  makes  him  squirm  and  cry. 


He  suffers  torments  quite  escrutiating 
And  so  he  gives  his  wife  a  bating. 


10. 

He  cannot  sing,  or  drink,  or  talk, 
And  thus  essays  to  take  a  walk. 


11. 

He  put  him  in  his  "little  bed" 
In  hopes  to  cure  his  aching  head. 


12. 

But  half  a  dozen  beds,  forsooth, 
"Will  not  relieve  one  rotten  tooth. 


13. 

Much  suffering  makes  him  kick  and  fling  about, 
And  wish  that  he  was  up  the  spout. 
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Cabby  the  news  to  Eliza — Henry  is  com- 
ing. 

Mosio  in  the  air — the  threatened  strike  of 
the  New  York  piano  makers. 

The  Canadians  imagine  they  hear  the 
tramp  of  the  Mulligan  Guard. 

Mbs.  Lamb  was  charged  at  the  Police  Court 
the  other  day,  wilh  purloining  a  dress  pa- 
tern.  Now  it  is  to  be  hoped  there  will  be  no 
more  talk  about  innocent  lambs. 

"Eveet  man  has  man  has  made  up  his 
mind  about  the  election  of  1876,"  says  an  ex- 
change. The  lie  is  so  apparent  that  it  does 
not  require  contradiction.  Every  man  has 
not  got  a  mind  to  make  up. 

Still  the  papers  keep  harping  on  the  Ben- 
nett-May duel.  If  this  engagement  has  to 
be  fought  over  again  every  Spring,  people 
will  begin  to  regret,  as  the  years  roll  on,  that 
such  wretched  shooting  was  done  on  that  oc- 
casion. 

It  turns  out  after  all,  that  Sitting  Bull  is 
not  so  callous  to  the  tender  influences  of  ci- 
vilization and  Christianity  as  was  at  first 
thought.  He  has  taken  to  robbing  stage- 
coaches and  running  off  cattle  just  like  his 
white  brethern. 

An  impassioned  orator  was  recently  ad- 
dressing a  political  meeting  in  one  of  the  in- 
terior towns.  He  had  taken  a  preliminary 
strut  up  and  down  the  stand  from  which  he 
was  to  speak — after  the  fashion  of  a  bellige- 
rent bantam — and  had  just  got  "When  the 
traveller  comes  to  the  pass  at  Thermopolse" 
through  him  when  some  irrevelent  and  irre- 
verent granger   sang  out  "what  in  the 

has  that  got  to  do  with  railroad  and  water- 
rights  monopoly."  There  is  a  moral  in  this 
little  story. 

Oh!  a  life  on  the  Ocean  -wave 

And  a  home  with  the  shrips  so  brave. 

A  melancholy  individual  was  singing  it  that 
way  as  he  sauntered  slowly  down  towards 
North  Beach  on  Tuesday  evening  last.  A 
sharp  quick  business-man — one  of  those  peo- 
ple who  never  waste  a  word  but  who  read 
you  through  at  a  glance — touched  him  on  the 
shoulder  and  said  "don't"  as  he  put  four  bits 
in  his  hand.  He  didn't  either.  He  went 
into  the  nearest  five  cent  beer  house  and 
mortgaged  that  money  for  all  its  worth  and 
the  Coroner's  income  is  abridged  to  the  ex- 
tent of  one  fee. 

Away  down  in  the  Southern  counties, 
where,  beneath  the  balmy  influences  of  a  tro- 
pical sky,  they  raise  oranges  and  figs  and  all 


such  delicacies,  a  fresh  importation,  from  the 
banks  of  the  Lee,  was  recently  engaged  by  a 
Granger.  The  new  hand  was  of  an  inquisi- 
tive and  observing  disposition.  He  watched 
the  denizens  of  the  apiary  with  a  great  de- 
gree of  interest,  and  determined  to  find  out 
what  on  earth  they  were  all  creeping  in  and 
out  of  those  little  holes  for.  With  this  ob- 
ject in  view,  he  lifted  a  hive  up.  He  knows 
all  about  it  now,  but  his  mother  wouldn't 
know  him. 

Asn  now  there  comes  from  Paris  tidings  of 
fearful  import.  It  has  been  determined  by 
the  French  government  that  all  foreigners, 
attempting  to  murder  the  French  language, 
shall  be  guillotined.  The  idea  is  a  good  one; 
and  Loring,  as  he  meanders  homeward  be- 
neath the  shadows  of  evening,  rubs  his  hands 
and   murmurs   softly:  "That's   one  of  those 

DeYoungs    gone    anyhow."       Foolish 

man!  he  don't  seem  to  appreciate  that,  if  the 
idea  is  found  to  work  well,  it  may  be  caught 
up  by  other  countries,  and  may  eventually 
result  in  the  extermination  of  those  who  defy 
Lindley  Murray  in  the  editorial  columns  of 
the  Press. 

Genius  is  said  to  be  invariably  accompanied 
by  peculiarities  of  conduct.  As  a  nation, 
therefore,  we  may  fairly  claim  to  be  endowed 
with  unusually  intellectual  faculties. 
Amongst  our  idiosyncrasies  will  he  noticed 
the  fact  that  we  have  no  schools — they  are 
all  colleges  or  seminaries,  with  diplomas  to 
give  away;  we  have  go  scholars,  they  are  all 
students.  We  have  no  boys  and  girls,  they 
are  all  young  ladies  and  gentlemen.  We 
have  no  villages,  they  are  all  cities,  or  at 
least  towns.  As  it  has  been  found  impos- 
sible, even  by  the  wildest  flight  of  fancy,  to 
make  a  sea  going  ship  out  of  a  small  boat, 
we  have  applied  the  principle  reverse  ways 
and  call  them  all  boats. 

One  of  the  enigmas  of  this  life  is  that  the 
people  who  want  to  and  who  should  come  to- 
gether, never  do.  The  civilized  portions  of 
this  country — if  indeed  any  portion  of  it  may 
be  said  to  be  civilized — swarm  with  idle  vi- 
cious and  dishonest  people,  and  society  is 
compelled  to  be  ever  on  the  alert  in  order  to 
keep  them  under  control,  Now  on  the  other 
hand,  the  uncivilized  portions  of  our'  terri- 
tory swarm  with  fierce  warlike  men  who  are 
compelled  every  now  and  then  to  work  off 
their  superflous  energy  upon  innocent,  good 
intentioned  people.  Surely  some  scheme 
can  be  devised  which  will  bring  together  the 
idle,  vicious  and  dishonest,  and  the  ferocious 
and  warlike.  In  natural  history  every  pes- 
tilent insect  has  got  an  implacable  enemy 
somewhere  in  the  insect  world. 

It  occurred   in   the   domestic   recesses  of 
Berry  Street  the  other  evening — to  be   accu- 
rate, the  time  was  exactly  20  minutes  to   six. 
She  had  been  stooping  over  a  large  tub,   in 
which  she  was  cleansing  the  family  linen,  all 
day;  yet  she  was  murmuring  softly  to  herself 
the  touching  lines : 
Melting,  melting,  melting,  as  a  woman  only  can, 
When  she  lies,  a  willing  captive,  in  the  conquer- 
ing arms  of  man. 
He  had  been  out  all  day  engaged  at  the  la- 


bors by  which  ho  won  the  family  bread. 
Just  as  the  last  word  had  left  her  lips,  he 
waltzed  in  and  standing  near  her  he  ex- 
claimed: "Mary,  where  is  the  supper  ?  I'm 
as  hungry  as  a  wolf."  "There's  your  supper, 
was  the  reply,  as  she  landed  a  small  and  use- 
ful article  of  family  linen  reeking  with  soap 
suds  in  his  open  mouth.  Thus  it  is  that  the 
most  tender  and  most  elevating  sentiments 
of  our  nature  are  rudely  dispelled  by  a  hasty 
word. 


THE  STORY  OF  RIDING  HOOD. 

Little  Red  Riding  Hood 
Patiently  biding,  stood 
Watching  ma,  hiding  good 

Dainties  with  care 
Away  in  the  basket, 
Which  Riding  Hood's  task  it 
Was — cruel  to  ask  it — 

To  granny  to  bear. 

Then  heavily  laden, 
The  dear  little  maiden, 
So  sweetly  arrayed  in 

Her  red  riding  hood; 
Turned  from  the  highway  plain, 
Past  fields  of  waving  grain, 
Walked  down  the  shady  lane, 

Through  the  dark  wood. 

Somehow  or  other, 

She  wished  that  her  mother 

Had  sent  her  big  brother, 

Instead  of  herself; 
Through  dark  thickets  swishing 
How  vain  was  her  wishing, 
For  he  was  off  fishing, 

The  lazy  old  elf. 

Now  at  her  grandma's  gate 
Why  does  she  hesitate  ? 
There,  on  the  poach,  elate, 

Sits  a  big  tramp. 
"Now,  dear,  I'll  trouble  yon. 
All  of  that  grub  '11  you 
Pass,  or  I'll  double  you 

Up,"  said  the  scamp. 

Now,  then,  I  can't  relate 
Half  that  this  tramp  he  ate; 
Details  and  aggregate 

Are  too  alarming; 
Apples  and  sandwiches, 
Pies  in  japanned  dishes, 
Boned  turkey,  canned,  which  is 

Awfully  charming. 

Brown  bread,  asparagus, 
Mutton  with  caper  sauce, 
Broiled  ham,  Io  taper  off, 

Cheese  and  a  waffle; 
Fried  eggs,  tomattusses; 
Baked  fish,  potattuses, 
"Good,"  said  he,  "that  it  is." 

Oh,  it  was  awful! 

Onions  and  mutton  roast, 
Fried  tripe  and  buttered  toast, 
Oysters,  they  suffered  most; 

Boiled  turkey  gobbler; 
Muffins  and  celery, 
Peaches,  so  "mellery," 
And  how  this  fellow  he 

Went  for  plum  cobbler. 

When  all  the  grub  was  done, 
When  there  was  nary  crumb, 
Silent  he  rose  and  glum, 

With  painful  steps  he 
Walked  off,  as  she'd  kicked  him, 
As  though  some  one  had  licked  him, 
Forever  a  victim 

To  chronic  dyspepsia. 
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A  WOMAN'S  LOVE 


BY  CONSTANCE  BTERLINQ. 


HELEN  DUDLEY  stood  like  a  statue. 
One  hand  grasped  the  back  of  a  chair,  the 
other  was  pressed  on  her  tumultuous  heart, 
as  if  to  still  its  wild  throbbings.  Her  face  was  as  if 
carved  in  marble,  so  deadly  pale,  so  wan  and  rigid 
with  the  effort  to  appear  calm,  that  it  might  have 
moved  the  heart  of  anyone  who  had  even  the  small- 
est love  for  her.  But  it  did  not  move  Laurence  Vere 
to  pity,  for  he  was  just  now  completely  absorbed  in 
a  new  object,  and  had  no  care  for  the  girl  he  had 
once  loved  so  well. 

"It  is  hard  for  me  to  tell  you,  Helen,"  he  said, 
wtth  considerable  effort.  "I  wish  it  had  not  been 
necessary,  but  I  felt  as  if  it  would  be  cowardly  to 
write  it. ' ' 

Helen  Dudley  did  not  answer.  Her  eyes  were 
gazing  out  on  the  lovely  landscape  presented  to  her 
view.  In  the  distance  the  mountains  could  he  dis- 
tinctly seen,  the  valleys  lying  below  them  in  all  its 
sweetness  of  spring  verdure,  the  birds  were  singing 
in  the  branches  of  the  many  trees  that  surrounded 
her  home,  the  scent  of  the  lilacs  in  the  back  garden 
by  the  rustic  fence,  came  in  at  the  window.  Long 
years  after,  this  scene  came  to  Helen  Dudley  when- 
ever Bhe  thought  of  that  day  which  witnessed  the 
bitterest  sorrow  and  humiliation  of  her  life. 

"You  do  not  care,  Helen,"  went  on  Laurence,  as 
she  did  not  reply.  "For  all  it  matters  to  you, 
I  might  have  had  the  cowardness  to  write  you 
about  my  change  of  feeling,"  in  a  piqued  tone. 

Then  Helen  turned  and  spoke.  Her  voice  sounded 
hoarse  and  unnatural  to  her,  and  the  man  who  had 
been  her  lover  started  a  little,  and  for  the  first  time 
raised  to  her  face  his  blue,  expressive  eyes,  which 
had  wrought  such  havoc  in  the  hearts  of  women. 

"You  are  right  in  coming  to  tell  me  of  your  love 
for  Lelia  Dyke."  Bhe  said,  "She  used  to  be  my  dear- 
est friend  Now  I  know  why  she  has  been  cold  of 
late.  Y'es,  you  were  quite  right,  and  I  do  not  blame 
yon  for  changing,  Laurence,  for  she  is  far  more  fair 
tban  I  could  ever  hope  to  be.*' 

"Helen,  you  are  beautiful,  you  know.  Indeed, 
it  is  not  so  much  her  beauty  which  haB  bewitched 
me,  but  her — "  he  hesitated,  and  Helen  supplied  the 
words  he  needed. 

"Her  naive,  innocence,  her  purity,  her  frank 
childishness,  you  mean  to  say,  Laurence.  These 
have  made  your  heart  change  toward  me.  Well,  let 
us  part.  The  future  is  before  us  both.  You  have 
my  best  wishes,  Laurence,  for  your  happiness." 

She  held  out  her  hand,  her  face  still  ghastly  pale, 
her  eyes  dark  with  pain.  She  wished  to  end  au 
interview  which  was  so  painful  to  her.  Laurence 
took  her  hand  and  pressed  it. 

"You  are  an  angel,  Helen,"  he  said,  with  some 
emotion.  "I  feared  a  scene,  and  you  know  how  I 
hate  them.  Good-bye,  I  hope  yon  will  marry  some 
one  a  hundred  times  worthier  of  you  than  I  am." 

When  the  sound  of  his  footsteps  on  the  gravel 
walk  to  the  gate  had  died  away,  Helen  relaxed  her 
hold  on  the  chair,  the  rigid  look  died  out  of  her  pure, 
lovely  face,  and  she  sank  to  the  floor,  bowing  her 
head  in  an  abandon  of  grief  most  terrible  to  witness, 
only  there  were  no  witnesses  to  the  sad  scene;  Helen 
was  quite  alone.  How  she  had  loved  him,  this 
handsome,  young,  blue-eyed  Adonis.  How  strange 
it  had  seemed  to  her  that  he  should  prefer  her  above 
all  other  girls,  and  single  her  out  for  his  attentions, 
making  her  the  envy  of  all.  How  wonderful  that 
seven  months  before,  he  had  asked  her  to  marry 
him!  Only  seven  monthi!  Yet  how  sweet  they  had 
been  to  her!  She  loved  him  bo  devotedly,  until  a 
month  ago  she  had  never  known  how  much,  and 
then  his  ever  increasing  coldness  and  embarassment 
in  her  prosence  had  told  her  something  was  wrong, 
and  sooner  or  later  she  must  give  him  up.     Yet  is  a 


shock  any  the  less  hard  to  bear  because  we  have  been 
expecting  it?  Does  a  grief  lose  part  of  its  power  to 
sting  us  because  we  have  known  for  weeks  that  it 
was  to  come?  No,  it  is  as  bitter  in  its  full  realization 
as  if  we  had  never  expected  it  and  hoped  against 
hope  that  it  would  never  come. 

"Laurie,  my  Laurie,"  the  girl  moaned,  resting  her 
chestnut  crowned  head  on  the  chair,  '  'you  were  my 
all,  and  you  have  forsaken  me.  O,  heaven!  how 
utterly  alone  I  am!" 

For  a  long  time  she  lay  there  abandoning  herself 
to  her  grief,  and  then  the  faint  tinkle  of  a  bell  from 
one  of  the  upper  rooms  roused  her.  She  sprang  to 
hei  feet,  and  hastening  to  her  own  room  tried  to 
banish  from  her  face  all  traces  of  her  emotion. 

"What  a  foolish  and  wrong  thing  for  me  to  give 
way  so  to  my  emotion,"  she  Baid.  "It  can  do  no 
good,  and  no  wailing  will  ever,  ever  bring  him  back 
to  me.  Can  I  bear  to  see  him  married  to  Lelia 
Dyke?  0,  I  hope  I  may  be  dead  before  that  day 
comes." 

This  thought  caused  another  burst  of  tears,  and  it 
took  some  time  to  control  them,  and  bathe  away 
their  effects.  Then  Helen  went  to  the  mirror  and 
caused  herself  to  smile,  and  laugh  lightly,  but  gazing 
with  sad  eyes  at  the  mockery  of  joy  she  represented. 
"I  hardly  think  mamma  will  notice  it,  however," 
she  murmured;  "my  laugh  seems  quite  natural,  and 
then  the  room  is  in  darkness." 

Again  came  the  tinkle  of  the  bell,  this  time  rung  as 
if  the  holder  were  impatient  of  such  unusual  delay. 
Helen  deluged  her  handkerchief  in  cologne,  and  then 
ran  swiftly  through  the  corridor  to  the  large,  hand- 
some room  occupied  by  her  mother. 

"You  were  so  long,  Helen,"  said  the  feverish  voice 
of  the  invalid  who  reclined  in  a  luxuriously  cushioned 
chair.  "I  thought  you  were  never  coming,  and  I 
wanted  you  to  read  the  paper  to  me." 

Helen  took  the  morning  paper  from  the  table  and 
seated  hersef  by  the  window,  through  the  closed 
blinds  of  which  the  air  ceme  stealing  softly,  fanning 
her  flushed,  feverish  cheek. 

"Open  the  blinds  a  little,  Helen;  you  will  ruin 
your  eyes,"  said  Mrs.  Dudley. 

"It  is  light  enough,  mother,"  replied  Helen,  try- 
ing to  steady  her  voice,  which  would  tremble  in 
spite  of  all  her  efforts.     Then  she  began  to  read. 

Mrs.  Dudley  liked  to  hear  all  about  the  suicides, 
murders  and  catastrophes  of  every  kind,  which 
reading  aloud  certainly  did  not  tend  to  put  Helen  in 
a  more  cheerful  frame  of  mind. 

When  at  last  Mrs.  Dudley  had  had  a  sufficiency  of 
such  diet,  Helen  threw  herself  down  on  a  footstool, 
laying  her  head  in  her  mother's  lap. 

"You  are  very  affectionate  this  morning,  Helen." 
"Am  I  not  always  so,    mother?"    asked   the   girl, 
trying  to  speak  lightly. 

"Not  always.  You  have  of  late  reserved  your 
affection  for  Mr.  Vere;  but  of  course  I  expected  that. 
He  monopolizes  your  time  and  heart,  too." 

The  time  had  come  for  Helen  to  tell  her  mother  of 
her  broken  engagement,  but  she  could  not  find 
strength  to  do  it.  The  words  she  wished  to  utter 
stuck  in  her  throat,  and  it  was  only  after  several 
minutes  had  passed  that  the  girl  had  control  enough 
over  herself  to  speak. 

"He  shall  do  so  no  more,  mother,"  she  said,  in  a 
tone  of  forced  gaiety. 

"0,  don't  make  any  promises,  Helen.  I  knew  I 
had  as  good  as  lost  you  as  soon  as  you  became  en- 
gaged to  him.  He  is  very  handsome  and  fascinating, 
I  will  admit,  and  I  am  delighted  to  have  you  so  well 
married." 

"How  bitter  were  these  words  to  Helen.  As  if 
her  own  sad  heart  did  not  tell  her  what  she  had  lost, 
without  these  praises  of  her  quondam  lover  from  her 
own  mother.  She  felt  as  if  she  must  shriek  aloud  in 
her  agony,  but  she  controlled  her  grief  admirably. 

"You  are  not  to  get  rid  of  me  so  easily,  mother, 
after  all.  You  will  have  to  put  up  with  me,  and 
submit  to  having  an  old  maid  around  the  house." 

"What  do  you  mean,  Helen?"  said  Mrs.  Dudley, 
much  annoyed. 

"I  mean  that  Laurence  Yere  and  I  are  no  longer 
lovers.    We  have  separated  by  mutual  agreement, 


and  I  am  to  be  a  sour,  grim  old  spinster,  and  worry 
your  life  out.  You  know  the  sweetest  wine  makeg 
the  best  vinegar,  mother,  so  as  I  have  always  been 
credited  with  a  sweet  disposition,  you  may  prepare 
for  my  being  a  very  sour  old  maid." 

"Helen!  I  am  amazed!  What  did  you  do  to  Laur- 
ence to  cause  this?" 

What  did  she  do?  Poor  girl!  what  a  question  for 
her  sore  heart. 

"0,  we  found  we  were  not  suited,  mother;  so  don't 
say  any  more  about  it.  May  I  bring  you  your  wine 
and  crackers  now?  I  hear  the  clock  striking  twelve." 
"Yes,  you  may.  But  I  am  very  sorry  about  your 
engagement  being  broken.  Still,  I  am  sure  I  need 
you  more  than  Laurence  Vere  does,  and  of  course  I 
could  not  expect  the  same  attentions  from  you  after 
marriage  as  before.  So,  perhaps  it  is  as  well.  Be 
sure  to  put  nutmeg  in  the  sangaree." 

So  Mrs.  Dudley  dismissed  the  subject,  with  no 
thought  of  her  daughter's  dore,  bruised  heart.  She 
was  selfish,  and  she  needed  Helen  to  wait  on  her. 
She  was  rather  glad  the  thing  had  all  blown  over, 
even  if  Mr.  Vere  was  the  richest  man  in  Bulder- 
brook. 

Lelia  Dyke,  the  object  of  Laurence  Vere's  present 
love,  was  not  possessed  of  a  quarter  the  beauty  of 
Helen  Dudley.  But  she  was  petite,  golden-haired, 
violet-eyed,  with  scarlet  lips,  a  fair  complexion,  and 
those  kittenish,  clinging  ways  which  attract  so  many 
men.  They  had  attracted  Laurence,  who  thought 
her  the  dearest,  brightest  little  creature  in  the  world. 
He  never  thought  of  her  heart,  whether  it  was  deep 
and  true,  and  capable  of  a  great  attachment,  but  he 
romanced  over  her  pearly  skin  and  dimples,  and 
amiable  disposition.  Lelia's  mother  could  have  told 
him,  had  she  so  chosen,  that  his  kitten  had  claws 
and  could  scratch  on  occasion,  and  her  temper  was 
shown  in  the  seclusion  of  her  family  circle.  But 
Mrs.  Dyke  was  too  anxious  to  have  Lelia  marry  well 
to  tell  any  unpleasant  truths  to  the  would-be-hus- 
band. gWith  four  girls  on  her  hands  she  was  not  loth 
to  see  young  men  of  wealth  in  her  parlor,  and  aided 
Lelia  in  every  way  in  her  power  to  secure  Mr.  Vere. 
Laurence  went  straight  from  Helen  to  Lelia,  and 
found  his  kitten  curled  up  in  an  easy  chair,  crochet- 
ing idly  and  humming  a  little  love  song.  The  sight 
of  her  drove  out  of  Laurence's  mind  the  disagree- 
able thoughts  in  which  he  had  been  indulging  while 
walking  from  Mrs.  Dudley's  house  to  Mrs.  Dyke's. 
He  could  not  help  feeling  a  pang  of  remorse  as  he 
contrasted  the  pale,  agonized  face  of  the  girl  he  had 
left,  with  the  sunny,  smiling  one  of  the  little  beauty 
curled  up  in  the  easy-chair. 

"0,  Laurie,"  springing  up  to  meet  him,  and  drop- 
ping the  crocheting  on  the  floor. 

It  did  not  take  Laurence  long  to  tell  her  that  he 
was  free,  and.  could  not  rest  until  he  had  in  his  keep- 
ing his  pretty,  loving  little  kitten. 

"But  did  Helen  feel  very  badly?"  asked  Lelia, 
eager  to  hear  of  the  woes  of  the  girl  she  had  so  suc- 
cessfully rivaled,  and  whose  lover  she  had  won  with 
every  art  known  to  woman. 

"She  did  not  appear  to  feel  it  much.  She  said 
very  little.  She  would  not,  of  course,  feel  it  as  you 
would,  Lelia,"  with  a  little  caress. 

Lelia  felt  chagrined  to  think  Helen  could  part  so 
easily  with  this  handsome,  elegant  Laurie,  and  her 
conquest  did  not  appear  as  delightful  to  her  just  then 
as  it  had  done  previous  to  Laurie's  coming. 

"She  always  was  a  cold-blooded  creature.  Why 
Laurie,  when  George  Cray  was  so  desperately  in  love 
with  her,  she  was  as  cold  as  ice  to  him,  and  actually 
said  some  sarcastic  things,"  with  a  little,  innocent 
look  which  was  perfection,  and  suited  her  admirably. 
"Well,  you  know,  Lelia  darling,  Cray  is  very  fast, 
and  Helen  has  high  notions  about  morals,  and  so, 
perhaps,  he  slighted  his  attentions  on  that  account." 
"Dear  me!  She  always  did  set  up  for  a  prude.  If 
girls  are  to  slight  all  the  young  men  who  are  a  little 
fast,  there  will  be  precious  few  who  will  escape 
slighting.  Now,  I  think  a  man  who  is  fast  is  so 
fascinating." 

■'Lelia,  dearest,  I  don't  like  to  hear  you  talk  so. 
Please  do  not  air  such  sentiments.  I  am  quite  sure 
you  are  not^in  earnest." 
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"If  yxtn  don't  like  me,  Laurie "  she  began,  bu! 

the  young  man  caught  her  to  his  heart,  kissing  her 
fondly. 

"Like  you,  Lelia!  I  love  and  trust  you  above  every 
woman  on  earth.  I  could  not  be  made  to  believe 
that  you  ever  have  a  sinful  or  impure  thought.  Now, 
darling,  let  us  settle  on  the  wedding  day.  I  won't 
wait  long,  you  know.  I  must  have  a  mistress  for 
my  big  house." 

This  was  the  last  of  April,  and  the  wedding  was 
■et  for  the  middle  of  June.  Lelia  preferred  a  short 
engagement.  As  she  told  her  sister  Gertrude,  when 
they  were  cosily  in  bed  that  night:  "There's  many  a 
slip,  you  know,  and  I'd  better  be  sure  of  him.  He's 
too  valuable  a  fish  to  lose,  Gerty." 

"What  a  fraud  you  are,  Lelia,"  the  elder  sister 
said  in  a  disgusted  tone.  "But  you  are  sensible  in 
making  sure  of  him.  You  had  hard  work  enough  to 
get  him;  and  I  can't  say  I  should  fancy  taking  a 
man  the  same  day  he  had  broken  off  with  another 
girl." 

"But  he  is  bo  desperately  in  love  with  me, 
Gerty." 

(^"He  was  desperately  in  love  with  Helen  Dudley  a 
month  ago;  You  can't  make  me  believe  it  is  any- 
thing more  than  a  sudden  fancy  for  you.  I  know 
he  loved  Helen  Dudley,  and  she  is  a  girl  any  man 
might  be  proud  to  love.  The  idea  of  his  leaving  her 
for  you,"  and  by  this  plain  speech  it  may  be  seen  in 
what  estimation  Laurence  Vere's  darling  was  held  by 
her  elder  sister. 

"Well,  at  any  rate,  she  won't  get  him,  and  he  may 
well  laugh  who  wins  the  race." 

"How  about  Harry?"  asked  the  elder  sister  after 
a  pause. 

"Now,  it's  like  you,  Gertrude,  to  bring  him  up  to 
me  just  as  I  am  in  love  with  Laurence  Vere,"  in  a 
sulky  tone. 

"Did  you  tell  Laurence  about  Harry?" 

"No,  nor  do  I  mean  to  do  so,"  said  the  little 
beauty  in  a  tone  of  anger,  ''and  if  you  lisp  a  single 
word,  you  shall  never  visit  me." 

Gertrude  laughed  and  fell  asleep,  and  after  a  little 
silent  resolve  about  "Harry,"  Lelia  followed  her 
6ister's  example, 

And  no  dreams  of  what  the  proud  Helen  was  suf- 
fering that  night  entered  into  the  heads  of  either 
sister*  But  Laurence  Vere  thought  of  her  many 
times.  He  did  not  feel  easy  in  his  conscience.  His 
heart  told  him  that  he  had  done  a  cruel  thing,  and 
yet  surely  Helen  would  not  wish  to  marry  him  when 
he  no  longer  loved  her.  With  this  reflection  he 
tried  to  quiet  hie  conscience,  but  found  it  of  little 
avail. 

But  as  the  days  went  by,  be  became  so  absorbed  in 
his  love  for  Lelia,  and  the  remodeling  of  his  fine 
country  house  a  mile  distant  from  Bulderbrook,  that 
he  had  no  time  to  devote  to  thoughts  of  the  girl 
whose  heart  he  had  so  fully  won  just  to  cast  it  aside, 
and  it  was  only  occasionally  that  his  conscience  re- 
proached him  for  what  he  had  done. 

The  night  before  her  wedding  day,  Lelia  spent  an 
hour  in  tossing  over  the  contents  of  a  box  in  which 
she  kept  what  she  termed  her  "choicess  treasures." 
She  had  a  holocaust  in  her  little  bedroom  grate,  and 
a  dozen  notes  signed  "Harry"  were  consumed. 

[to  be  concluded  in  ocra  next.] 


a******^ 


Surgical. 

Henry  Patterson's  eyebrows  were  heaviest 
in  the  middle,  and  there  were  several  other 
piratical  landmarks  scattered  through  his 
make  up.  As  he  had  given  his  occupation 
as  surgeon,  the  court  asked: 

"Prisoner,  are  you  a  regular  surgeon?" 

"Yes,"  was  the  gruff  reply. 

"What  branch  of  surgery  do  you  practice?" 

"I  dissect  chickens  after  they  areroaBted," 
was  the  calm  reply. 

The  court  deliberately  bit  into  a  fig,  pulled 
half  of  it  away  at  one  bite,  and  when  he  had 
wiped  off  his  chin  he  calmly  replied : 

"So  do  I.  Such  chickens  as  you  get  dis- 
sected about  ninety  days'  worth  I" 

The  prisoner  went  into  the  corridor,  spit 
on  the  cleanest  spot  on  the  floor,  and  called 
Bijah  "a  hypocritical  old  swiss  cheese!" 


^P> 


E^No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Julia. — The  man  who  wrote  "I  want  to  be 
an  angel"  is  dead.  "We  killed  him  with  our 
own  hand.  He  came  to  us  to  borrow  four 
bits,  and  so  we  killed  him.  If  he  is  not  "an 
angel,"  now  the  fault  does  not  lie  with  us. 

Statistician. — There  are  somewhere  in  the 
neighborhood  of  40,000,000  people  in  the 
United  States.  We  do  not  know  exactly 
what  ratio  the  number  of  fools  bears  to  the 
total,  but  we  should  imagine  it  was  very 
large. 

Dramatic. — People  possessed  of  the  over- 
whelming talent,  which,  judging  from  your 
letter,  you  are  endowed  with,  usually  find 
some  difficulty  in  obtaining  entrance  to  the 
theatrical  profession.  This  arises  through 
the  inordinate  jealousy  of  such  ranters  as 
Edwin  Booth  and  John  McCullough.  But 
persevere.  Try  the  California  and  Baldwin's. 
If  they  won't  give  you  a  show  perhaps  Happy 
Jack  might. 

Amelia. — Blighted  hearts  and  broken 
hearts  are  matters  of  every  day  occurence. 
We  have  heard  that  they  are  sometimes  at- 
tended with  fatal  results,  but  we  have  no  ac- 
tual knowledge  of  any  such  phenomonon. 
After  carefully  thinking  over  your  case  we 
feel  inclined  to  advise  you  to  take  an  early 
bath  and  a  morning  walk,  regularly.  That 
should  be  followed  up  by  a  dish  of  mush, 
and  a  substantial  beef  steak.  Of  course,  if 
you  are  determined  to  find  a  salve  for  your 
wound  "in  the  stillness  of  the  tomb,"  we 
can't  help  it — and  we  wouldn't  if  we  could. 
There  are  too  many  people  in  the  world,  and 
one  half  of  them  don't  take  the  Wasp. 

Samuel. — To  exterminate  a  mother-in-law 
by  direct  means — such  as  an  axe,  rolling  pin, 
or  other  domestic  implement; — would  be  re- 
garded, in  the  eyes  of  the  law,  as  a  criminal 
offense;  and  it  would  probly  cost  you  some 
money  to  explain  the  matter  away  to  the  sa- 
tisfaction of  a  judicial  tribunal.  There  are, 
however,  indirect  methods  of  accomplishing 
such  an  end.  At  this  season  of  the  year  you 
might  keep  your  table  provided  with  a  plen- 
tiful supply  of  green  cucumbers;  or,  you 
might  take  her  over  to  Oakland  on  a  Sunday 
afternoon  and  bring  her  back  by  the  6  o'clock 
boat — if  she  stands  that  she  must  be  tough, 
and  you  had  better  leave  her  alone. 

Student. — There  are  many  different  theo- 
ries regarding  the  questing  of  a  future  state. 
Some  say  there  is  none,  others  assert  with 
equal  dogmatism  that  there  is.  Some  say  it 
is  a  state  of  eternal  bliss,  others  maintain  a 


doctrine  which  wouln  consign  most  of  us  to 
perpetual  tortures.  In  the  hurry  and  bustle 
of  every  day  life,  with  an  anxious  public 
eagerly  waiting  for  the  Wasp  each  Saturday 
morning,  we  have  but  little  time  to  specu- 
late on  these  matters;  but,  if  you  are  very 
anxious  to  solve  this  great  problem,  we  may 
suggest  to  you  that  this  city  is  built  on  a 
deep  bay  and  is  supplied  with  one  drug 
store  and  two  saloons  on  each  corner.  Take 
your  choice. 


A  Noble  Defender. 


"While  I  war  walkin'  'round  dis  mawnin' 
to  observe  if  de  frost  had  grasped  de  f roats  of 
de  cucumbers  wid  his  imperious  clutch,"  ob- 
served Brother  Gardner,  as  his  tall  form 
slowly  rose  up  to  view,  "a  sigh  of  regret 
shivered  ober  me  at  de  reekolecshun  of  how 
de  press  an'  de  public  am  continually  pitchin' 
inter  Congress.  If  I  pick  up  a  noosepaper 
my  eye  lights  down  on  a  paragraph  to  de  ef- 
feek  dat  Congrissraen  am  a  set  of  blow-hards 
an'  sally-grabbers.  If  I  stop  in  de  co'ner 
grocery,  de  people  in  dar  am  abusin'  dem  ar 
Congrissmen,  If  I  stop  to  coverse  wid  a 
hand-organ  grinder  on  de  subject  of  materia- 
lism, de  chances  am  dat  he  flies  de  track  an' 
begins  ter  pistleate  on  de  corruptness  of  Con- 
griss.  Gem'len  dars  snufin'  wrong  heah— 
dars  two  sides  to  de  story.  Ize  cut  grass  an' 
split  wood  for  free  different  Congrissmen  in 
my  time,  an'  I  doan'  know  any  odder  men 
dat  I'd  az  soon  give  de  key  of  my  house  if  I 
an'  de  ole  woman  war'  gwine  to  the  Paris 
Imposishun.  Who  am  de  Congrissman  ? 
He  am  ginerally  some  citizen  wid  a  big  iron 
vase  in  his  front  yard,  an'  a  gold  rooster  on 
de  cupalow  of  his  hoss  barn.  He  doan'  want 
de  offis,  but  de  offis  lays  its  Hercules  han'  on 
his  shoulder  an'  says:  'Brudder,  liffdem  feet 
an'  cum  along!'  He  hez  to  liff.  He  hez  to 
part  from  his  weepin'  wife  and  fadderless  or- 
funs,  buy  new  clothes,  hev  his  haircut,  study 
de  dickshunary  for  big  words,  an'  take  de 
kivered  railroad  cars  for  Wash'ton.  Who 
kin  imagine  his  feelings  ez  he  leaves  the 
Spitz  dog  an'  trottin'  hoss  behin'  an'  severes 
all  the  golden  ties  of  de  fam'ly  harfstun! 
When  he  gits  down  dar'  de  hackmen  try  to 
run  ober  him,  de  lan'lords  want  their  cash  in 
advance,  an'  de  chap  wid  free-card  monte 
picks  him  out  an'  claims  to  be  well  acquain- 
ted wid  his  Uncle  Henry.  He  am  sent  down 
dar  to  speak,  but  ef  he  opens  his  mouf  de 
papers  remark  dat  an  odder  wind-mill  am  on 
de  glide.  Ef  he  keeps  his  mouf  shut,  de  pa- 
pers remark  dat  de  Cardiff  Giant  hez  at  lass 
reached  de  Capitol.  Ef  he  draws  a  little  bit 
of  his  salary  to  purvide  hisself  wid  a  chromo 
or  lawn-mower  or  odder  luxuries  of  life,  de 
public  calls  him  a  sally-grabber,  an'  de  boys 
at  home  frow  mud  on  his  gate.  I  tell  you, 
brudders,  dar's  too  much  bar'in  down  on 
Congrissmen — too  much  expected  of  em- 
Dey  am  only  human  beins',  arter  all,  w'arin' 
deir  boots  down  at  de  heel  an'  bustin'  off 
deir  suspender-buttons  Bame  ez  de  res'  of  us, 
an'  I  want  it  understood  dat  dis  Lim-Kiln 
Club  am  de  earnest  frien'  an'  medevial  defen- 
ders of  dat  body  of  poor,  lonesome  an'  al-  , 
most  heartbroken  men." 
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THE    ILLUSTEATED    WASP. 


Tue  Yery  Freshest  American  Hamor 

"Would  John  Morrissey's  death  come  under 
the  head  of  "Ex-sports?" 

England  will  depend  upon  her  sea-boys 
and  Sepoys.     Do  you  see,  boys  ? 

Question  for  the  grammarians;  is  the"  past 
tense  of  stave  factory  stove  factory? 

On  Staten  Island,  the  potato  bugs  sit 
around  and  won't  even  let  the  vines  come  up. 

The  phonograph  is  destined  to  do  away 
with  jealousy  in  the  church  choir,  by  abolish- 
ing the  choir. 

Tilden  is  not  "as  clay  in  the  hands  of  the 
potter."  It  is  vice  versa.  Potter  is  as  clay 
in  the  hands  of  Tilden. 

Mr.  Snooks  says  it  cost  him  nothing  to  get 
his  pantaloons  re-seated,  but  they  charged 
him  two  dollars  for  receipting  the  bill. 

The  Bepublicans  got  the  election,  but  the 
Democrats  got  the  President,  and  why  in  the 
d — 1  should  they  make  any  fuss  about  it  ? 

"If  the  earth  is  round,"  asks  the  Bev. 
Jasper,  "how  did  the  angels  stand  on  its  four 
corners  1"  The  comers  have  been  worn  off 
since  that  time. 

It  was  a  lucky  thing  for  Noah  that  his  ark 
wasn't  constructed  for  a  United  States  war 
vessel.  It  wouldn't  have  lasted  forty  days 
and  forty  nights. 

"Why  should  a  love-lorn  maiden  who  goes 
to  her  closet  to  weep,  be  a  terror  to  countries 
at  war  ?  Easy  enough — because  she  is  start- 
ing out  some  privateers. 

Bennett  is  mad  because  Stanley  got  up  no 
clubs  for  the  Herald  in  Africa.  Stanley  says 
it  was  as  much  as  he  could  do  to  dodge  the 
clubs  that  were  there  already. 

George  asks,  "How  late  should  a  young 
man  remain  at  his  sweetheart's  house  ?"  De- 
pends entirely  upon  how  early  in  the  even- 
ing the  old  man  puts  on  his  slippers. 

The  Graphic  asks.  "Is  Congress  mad?" 
"We  can't  say  positively;  but  we  are  pretty 
certain  that  the  people  who  elected  it  are 
mad — and  will  remain  so  until  Congress  ad- 
journs. 

What  is  the  difference  between  a  merchant 
who  has  been  instructing  his  drayman,  and 
one  who  has  married  a  scolding  wife  ?  One 
has  taught  a  carter,  and  the  other  "caught  a 
Tartar." 

Elizabeth  Allen,  in  a  poem,  asks,  "Oh, 
willow,  why  forever  weep  ?"  Elizabeth  is  a 
little  mistaken  as  to  facts.  It  isn't  the  wil- 
low that  weeps,  it  is  the  boy  who  dances  un- 
der the  limber  end  of  it. 

"I  would  interview  Appollo,"  writes  Gath, 
"if  I  could  hold  him  long  enough  by  the 
hair."  And  if  you  couldn't  find  him,  you'd 
come  back  and  say  you  had,  and  write  up 
the  interview  all  the  same. 


"The  grandfather's  clock  was  too  large  for 
the  shelf."  The  grand-daughter's  clocks, 
we  should  judge,  are  about  sis  or  seven 
inches  in  length;  the  clothes  line  was  too 
high  for  accurate  measurement. 

"Mart,"  said  a  Boyden  street  lady  to  her 
daughter,  who  came  in  rather  late  for  dinner, 
"if  you  want  your  dinner  you  had  better  put 
yourself  on  some  eggs."  "Thank  you, 
mother,"  she  replied,  "I  don't  propose  to 
set." 

Let's  see,  it  has  been  nearly  three  weeks 
since  a  St.  Louis  man  has  shot  a  girl  because 
she  wouldn't  marry  him.  Has  the  holy 
flame  of  human  affection  died  out  in  that 
loving  village.  Have  men  entirely  ceased  to 
love? 

An  Illinois  man,  with  a  foresight  worthy  of 
a  better  cause,  popped  the  question  on  a  rail- 
road train,  and  now  the  maiden  is  at  a  loss 
to  decide  as  to  which  county  she  had  better 
commence  proceedings  in  for  breach  of  pro- 
mise. 

The  author  of  "That  Husband  of  Mine" 
has  written  a  story  called  "Peter  Cruet." 
She  seems  to  have  caster  whole  mind  to  such 
work.  Not  having  read  the  book,  we  are  not 
prepared  to  say  whether  any  of  the  charac- 
ters 'sault  Peter,  or  not. 

Short  costumes  for  the  street  are  now  an 
accomplished  fact. — Ex.  We  shall  not  be 
treated  any  more  to  the  beautiful  spectacle 
of  a  lady  trying  to  manage  three  bundles, 
two  children,  one  umbreila,  and  two  yards 
of  train  at  one  and  the  same  moment. 

A  list  of  the  Bosebery-Bothschild  wedding 
presents  is  published,  and  we  fail  to  see  ours 
among  the  number.  And  it  was  the  best  we 
could  find  in  the  ninety  nine  cent  store,  too. 
But  then  the  mails  are  so  irregular  of  late. 
We  must  have  a  new  Postmaster  General. 

Soliloquy  of  the  Sultan:  "There'sthe  cross 
of  Bussia  and  the  cross  of  England.  There's 
the  cat  of  England  and  the  knout  of  Bussia. 
I'll  be  bastinadoed  if  I  know  what  I'm  to  do. 
These  fellows  talk  of  civilizing  me.  I  think 
I'll  come  out  in  favor  of  eight  hours  for  a 
day's  work." 

The  Anglo-Bussian  war  continues  to  rage 
with  unabated  fury.  How  long,  oh  heaven 
of  mercy,  must  the  sacrifice  go  on  ?  How 
long,  oh  bleeding  peace,  how  long  must  pre- 
cious ink  be  shed  and  English  windows 
broken  ?  The  world  cannot  much  longer  en- 
dure these  aching  horrors. 

Young  lady,  very  much  shocked,  "Oh,  ma, 
did  you  notice  that  insulting  puppy  that  just 
passed  us?  I  looked  at  the  wretch  until  he 
got  way  out  of  sight,  and  he  had  the  impu- 
dence to  stare  at  me,  the  horried  thing,  and 
just  as  he  turned  the  corner  he  actually 
lifted  his  hat  and  bowed." 

A  woman  says  very  few  men  have  the  slight- 
est idea  how  to  hold  a  baby.  And  we  don't 
suppose  one  man  in  a  hundred  has  the 
slightest  desire  to  hold  one.  If  it  is  a  female 
baby  he  is  willing  to  hold  it  after  it  reaches 
the  age  of  seventeen  years,  we've  been  told. 
The  best  way  to  hold  one  under  sis  months 
is  to  hold  yourself  aloof  from  it. 

"By  all  means,  go  to  California  and  see 
our  big  trees,"  said  an  old  California  recent- 
ly, to  a  friend  whom  he  was  visiting  in  New 
York.  "How  do  they  impress  one  on  first 
sight?"  asked  the  fried.  "Well,"  hesitating- 
ly replied  the  Californian  "the  fact  is,  I 
hardly  can  tell — I — I  never  saw  them  myself, 


you  see,  but  I've  heard  of  them  being  deuced 
fine."     The  subject  was  not  farther  pursued. 

An  old  gentleman,  very  much  addicted  to 
the  use  of  slang,  recently  went  to  hear  J.  T. 
Baymond  in  the  "Gilded  Age."  Each  point 
of  the  play  was  vigorously  applauded  by  the 
old  fellow  with  such  comments  as  "go  it," 
"bully  for  you,"  "red  hot,"  etc.,  but  when 
he  heard  those  memorable  words,  "There's 
millions  in  it,"  he  leaned  back  in  his  seat, 
rubbed  his  hands  and  exclaimed  "that's  the 
cheese." 

John  Burdette  has  a  new  dog  and  in  a 
spirit  of  malicious  daring,  has  named  him 
"Mister."  And  everytime  he  waves  his  hand 
at  the  canine  and  shouts  in  savage  tones, 
"Go  home,  Mister,  or  I'll  land  a  brick  at  ye !" 
every  man  on  the  street  rolls  up  his  sleeves 
and  waltzes  up  to  the  auditor  and  wants  to 
know  "who  he's  a  talkin'  to,  and  what  he 
means  by  it  1"  And  the  result  is  the  boy  is 
on  fighting  terms  with  half  the  men  in  Bur- 
lington. 

The  Prince  of  Wales  thinks  he  would 
rather  go  to  India  to  shoot  tigers  than  fight 
the  Bussians.  The  trouble  with  the  Bussians 
is,  that  after  the  Prince  should  shut  himself 
up  in  a  tower  nine  stories  high,  and  wait  for 
the  Sepoys  to  go  out  and  drive  up  a  Bussian 
for  him  to  shoot  at,  it  would  be  just  like  the 
Bussian  to  shoot  the  Sepoy,  and  the  come  up 
in  his  own  way  and  knock  the  stuffing  out  of 
the  tower.  A  Bussian  is  not  to  be  so 
thoroughly  depended  on  as  a  tame  tiger. 

Yesterday  afternoon  a  boy  went  down  Fifth 
street  singing.  "Dare  to  the  right!  Dare  to 
be  true  !"  so  loud  that  he  woke  up  all  the 
babies  in  the  block,  and  the  switchman  at 
Market  street  crossing  couldn't  hear  the  en- 
gine bells,  and  while  this  enthusiastic  young 
Moody  was  going  from  Division  street  church 
down  to  Glazeby's,  he  broke  two  windows  in 
the  parsonage,  sassed  a  woman  in  the  next 
house,  hit  a  dog  a  whack  with  a  shinny  club 
that  made  him  howl  till  his  back  ached, 
broke  a  chicken's  leg  with  a  stone,  shot  a 
farmer  in  the  cheek  with  a  "nigger  shooter," 
slapped  a  little  boy  and  took  his  cooky  away 
from  him,  and  pulled  two  pickets  off  a  fence. 
It  takes  an  awful  sight  of  religion  to  go 
around  a  boy. 


He  Had  Em. 

His  chin-whiskers  hadn't  been  trimmed  for 
years,  and  his  pants  had  a  careworn  look  at 
the  knees,  but  he  was  a  wide-awake  old 
chap,  and  when  he  heard  two  or  three  other 
passengers  on  the  car  talking  about  the  late 
frosts,  and  asserting  that  they  had  never 
seen  anything  like  such  weather  for  the 
middle  of  May,  he  began : 

"Gentlemen,  on  the  lGth  day  of  May,  1872, 
snow  fell  to  the  depth  of  fourteen  inches  in 
this  locality." 

They  looked  at  him  very  much  as  if  they 
doubted  it,  when  he  rose  up,  pulled  a  paper 
from  his  pocket  and  read: 

"State  of  Michigan,  County  of  Wayne — ss: 
Personally  appeared  before  me  Peter  Clark, 
who  being  duly  sworn,  deposes  and  says  that 
on  the  lGth  day  of  May,  1827,  snow  fell  in 
this  locality  to  the  depth  of  fourteen  inches, 
so  help  him  God.  John  Doe,  Notary  Pub- 
He. 

He  folded  and  replaced  the  document,  and 
looking  around  him  with  pity  and  contempt 
depicted  on  his  face,  he  remarked: 

"I'd  either  let  the  weather  alone,  or  I'd 
swear  to  it." 

They  let  it  alone. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


715 


Holland  is  famous  for  its  windmills,  and 
Barbary  Coast  for  its  gin  mills. 

Speaker  Randall  will  go  to  Paris  if  he  can 
close  his  Washington   exhibition   in   season. 

The  congregation  Sharai  Zedek  will  hold  a 
picnic  at  South  San  Francisco  Park  on  Sun- 
day next. 

The  wife  of  Isaac  Shaver,  of  San  Eafael, 
recently  presented  him  with  a  son.  Query, 
is  that  infant  a  "young  shaver?" 

The  Third  Regimental  Drum  Corps  will 
hold  their  annual  Picnic  at  Damon's  Grove, 
Saucelito,  on  Sunday  next,  June  9th. 

We  have  received  from  Messrs.  W.  J. 
Blattner  &  Co.,  seven  large  strawberries 
weighing  within  a  fraction  of  half    a  pound. 

The  Stewart  Hotel  for  Women,  has  been 
transformed  into  a  general  hotel,  with  a  bar 
for  the  sale  of  liquor.  What  an  exquisite 
example  of  philanthropy. 

An  exchange  says:  "The  amount  of  subsi- 
diary coin  in  circulation  in  this  country,  is 
estimated  at  $43,000,000."  Where  is  it? 
None  of  it  comes  our  way. 

A  Sacramento  contemporary  says:  W.  S. 
O'Brien's  will  was  admitted  to  probate  in 
San  Francisco  yesterday,  without  probate. 
We  will  probe  this  matter  to  the  bottom. 


Monday  evening,  July  1st.  She  will  be  as- 
sisted b}-  a  number  of  well  known  artists  and 
amateurs.  The  programme  will  be  a  very 
comprehensive  one. 

Bsssie  advertises  in  Thursday's  Chronicle, 
inviting  Willie  to  return  her  purse  and  con- 
tents— except  the  money  portion  of  them. 
If  Willie  feels  conscientious  in  the  matter 
and  does  not  like  to  retain  the  lucre  he  may 
send  it  to  us. 

Milledgeville,  a  city  consisting  of  three 
houses,  a  blacksmith  shop  and  a  store,  and 
located  in  the  State  of  Georgia,  has  not  a  dol- 
lar of  public  debt.  We  should  immagine  that, 
in  obedience  to  natural  laws,  Packard  or  some 
of  his  tribe,  would  gravitate  there. 

The  eighteenth  annual  convention  of  the 
United  States  Brewers'  Association  assembled 
in  Baltimore  on  June  5th.  A  dozen,  or  so, 
conventions  of  Brewers'  consumers — of  the 
can-can  order — meet  in  this  city  every  morn- 
ing about  the  hour  when  industrious  grocers  | 


Louisiana  carpet-baggers  speak  of  each 
other  as  being  "spies"  and  "drunken,  worth- 
less fellows."  The  public  generally  will 
agree  with  them  in  that  particular,   at  least. 

The  New  York  bank  statement  for  the  past 
week  shows  a  decrease  in  the  reserve  fund  of 
$241,000.  This  is  in  consequence  of  Em- 
peror Norton  having  withdrawn  his  account. 

All  the  way  from  Carter  County,  Missouri, 
comes  the  news  that  Miss  Annie  Rose  has 
committed  matrimony  with  a  Mr.  Lemro 
Copeland.  A  rose  by  any  other  name  will 
smell  as  sweet. 

We  have  received  a  copy  of  a  song  and 
chorus  entitled  "Wife,  Little  Ones,  And 
Home."  The  words  and  music  are  by  W. 
S.  Hays.  It  is  published  in  a  very  credit- 
able manner  by  D.  P.  Faults  of  Louisville, 
Ky. 

Miss  May  S.  B.  Nickerson  will  give  an  en- 
tertainment at  Pacific  Hall,  Bush  street,   on 


roll  out  their  exhausted  kegs. 

The  Rutger  College  boys  gave  a  burlesque 
opera  a  short  time  ago,  and  after  the  perfor- 
mance about  twenty-five  of  them  went  off  and 
argued  moral  philosophy  till  about  5  o'clock 
A.  M.,  and  finally  they  all  resolved  to  give 
up  drink.  They  all  did  it — but  it  ruined  a 
good  many  suits  of  clothes. 

The  editor  of  the  Levant  Herald  has  ordered 
the  Turkish  Government  to  quit  the  country 
within  forty-eight  hours,  (The  young  man 
who  wrote  the  above  item  has  been  bastina- 
doed and  cast  into  prison.  Investigation 
disclosed  the  fact  that  he  had  deliberately 
and  maliciously  reversed  the  position  of  the 
parties. 

Two  men,  a  woman  and  three  children,  ar- 
rived at  Seattle  from  Stickeen  River,  a  dis- 
tance of  800  miles,  recently,  having  paddled 
their  own  canoe  all  the  way,  says  an  ex- 
change. We  have  been  paddling  our  own 
canoe  for  the  past  two  years,  and  that,  too, 
against  adverse  currents;  yet  not  a  soul  has 
taken  the  slightest  notice  of  the  fact. 

In  the  event  of  war  it  is  rumored  that  Rus- 
sia expects  to  be  able  to  negotiate  a  large 
loan  in  this  country.  We  receive  this  news 
with  satisfaction,  because  we  have  a  question- 
able four  bit  piece  lying  on  our  hands  as  idle 
capital.  In  our  efforts  to  circulate  this  piece 
of  money  we  have  been  un-ceremoniously 
kicked  out  of  250  saloons,  and  we  are  still 
watching  for  a  chance  to  invest  it.  Come  on 
for  that  loan,  we  are  waiting, 

The  House  of  Representatives  have  passed 
an  appropriation  of  $20,000  to  defray  the  ex- 
penses of  the  Potter  investigation.  If  this 
body  of  patriots  desire  the  country  to  think 
well  of  them  they  will  now  appoint  a  com- 
mittee to  investigate  and  ascertain  the  real 
state  of  the  fruit  crops  in  California,  and  ap- 
propriate a  sum  of  $50,000  to  defray  their  ex- 
penses. So  long  as  the  present  uncertainty 
lasts  the  country  will  remain  in  a  feverish 
and  unsettled  state. 

The  Rev.  Winfield,  of  Arkansas,  objected 
to   the  appointment  of  evangelists  on   the 


ground  that  all  the  "gum  logs"  would  want 
the  position.  Called  on  to  define  his  nick- 
name, he  said:  "Well,  sir,  they  are  those  fel- 
lows who  won't  work  for  anything.  They 
won't  split;  you  can't  work  them  into  any 
good,  sound,  or  square  work  such  as  we 
want.  They  are  knotty  and  not  worth  bother- 
ing with."  Let  us  remember  that  for  the 
next  edition  of  the  Dictionary  of  America- 
nisms. 


W.    H.  (EE)  L..  BARNES. 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast. 
When  through  the  city's  streets  there  passed 
A  youth,  who  drove  with  skill  most  nice 
A  carriage  with  that  strange  device 
"W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes." 

Upright  he  sat,  with  haughty  mien, 
His  buttons  bright  with  golden  sheen; 
Nor  right  nor  left  he  turned  his  head, 
But  ever  to  himself  he  said 

"W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes." 

Onward  he  dashed  with  lightning  speed, 
To  maid  or  child  he  gave  no  heed, 
But  every  shriek  of  fear  that  rose 
He  answered  with  an  upturned  nose. 
"W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes." 

The  schoolboys  dropped  their  bats  and  balls, 
The  Chineese  peered  from  wash-house  walls, 
The  bells  the  startling  'larum  tolled, 
From  every  hill  the  echo  rolled 

"W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes." 

Across  the  lordly  Jehu's  way 
A  woman  rash  did  chance  to  stray, 
Quoth  he,  "I'll  teach  the  saucy  dame 
Ever  to  dread  the  mighty  name 
W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes." 

So  to  his  steeds  he  plied  the  lash, 
And  darted  for  that  woman  rash; 
But  lo !  before  his  wandering  view, 
A  star  appeared  that  never  knew 
"W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes." 

Quick  to  the  bit  the  "cop"  did  spring, 
And  quicker  yet  the  lash  did  swing, 
But  gray  clad  muscle  won  the  day, 
And  Jehu  could  but  weep  and  say, 
"W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes," 

But  soon  there  came  a  mighty  sound, 
From  California  street  arouud 
Up  to  the  City  Hall  it  swept; 
And  into  the  chieftain's  sanctum  stepped 
"W  H  (ee)  L  BarneB." 

The  royal  monarch  stamped  and  swore, 
The  chief  the  "insult"  did  deplore; 
"Give  us  a  rest,  and  by  my  eyes, 
I'll  break  the  star  that  dares  despise 
W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes." 

Into  the  Court  the  Jehu  goes    _ 
To  see  what  pains  the  law  'd  impose, 
But  shrewdly  thought  the  goddess  blind 
Would  skip  the  man  who  stood  behind 
"W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes." 

Behind  his  specs  the  judge  did  muse : 
"To  a  butcher  boy  I'd  put  the  Bcrews, 
But,  sure  as  my  name's  I).  Louderback, 
No  city  ordinance  e'er  shall  whack 
W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes." 

And  so,  with  lofty  wave  of  hand, 
Dismissed  defendant  from  the  stand. 
"Go  forth,  my  man,  from  all  fines  free, 
And  shout  again  in  jubilee 

W  H  (ee)  L  Barnes. 

G.  B.  B 
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CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

On  Saturday  night  last,  Mr.  Barrett  made 
his  final  how  after  a  fairly  favorahle  engage- 
ment. On  Monday  evening  the  old  house 
was  filled  to  its  fullest  capacity  to  listen  to 
Mr.  Jefferson  in  his  great  personation  of 
"Rip  Van  Winkle."  This  piece  gives  humor 
and  pathos,  of  the  most  delicate  shades,  so 
closely  entwined  that  one  is  disposed  to 
laugh  and  cry  at  the  same  time.  As  an  ar- 
tist, Mr.  Jefferson  has  made  a  world  wide 
fame  in  this  piece,  and  it  is  almost  unneces- 
sary to  say  that  presenting  it  in  the  most  per- 
fect manner  has  become  a  second  nature  to 
him.  Miss  Annie  Pixley,  in  the  character  of 
"Gretchen,"  supported  Mr.  Jefferson  and 
played  the  part  with  care  and  some  degree  of 
force.  The  piece  was  presented  with  magni- 
ficent accessories  in  the  shape  of  scenery,  etc. 
We  venture  to  think  that  this  engagement 
will  terminate  with  satisfactory  results  to  the 
management  and  the  public. 
Baldwin's. 

McKee  Rankin  and  "The  Danites"  gave 
place  to  the  Union  Square  Company  and 
"Divorce"  on  Monday  last.  "Divorce"  is 
one  of  those  society  play's  which  represent 
in  a  forcible  manner,  peculiarities  and  angu- 
larities of  the  every-day  life  which  is  around 
us.  And,  in  so  doing,  accomplish  a  good 
purpose  by  educating  the  public  mind  to  hate 
hypocracy  and  cant  and  everything  which 
savours  of  sham.  The  piece  was  fairly 
played,  and  considering  the  attractions  else- 
where, drew  good  houses. 

BUSH    STREET    THEATKE. 

Haverly's  Minstrels  were  succeeded  by  the 
Harrigan  and  Hart  Combination.  Their  ini- 
tial performance,  on  Monday  evening  last, 
was  witnessed  by  a  bumper  house,  which  gave 
every  evidence  of  thorough  appreciation. 
The  troupe  are  accompanied  by  an  excellent 
orchestra,  and  their  season  will  probably 
turn  out  a  success — from  a  financial  point  of 
view,  at  least. 

GRAND  OPERA  HOUSE. 

On  Monday  evening  last,  the  first  part  of 
the  oratorio  "Elijah"  was  produced  at  this 
house  to  an  immense  assemblage.  The  par- 
ticipants in  the  performance  were  re- 
cruited from  the  leading  people  in  the  late 
"Musical  Festival."  The  notable  features  in 
the  oratorio  were  the  quartet  "Cast  they  Bur- 
den," and  the  air  "Woe  Unto  Them"  by  Miss 
Drasdil.  This  lady  also  sang  with  good  ef- 
fect "O,  Rest  in  the  Lord." 


WOODWARD  S    GARDENS. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  ofcuriosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

The  Dampiers  have  returned  to   England. 

Ristori  is  living  in  in  Rome  and  seldom 
appears  on  the  stage. 

Joe  Emmett  was  a  house  painter  and  Joe 
Nagle  a  sign  painter. 

The  Cincinnati  Festival  expenses  footed  up 
$40,000.    Receipts  $70,000. 

Ben  De  Bar  once  earned  his  living  by  sing- 
ing ballads  and  dancing  in  Dublin. 

Boucicault  was  made  a  grandfather  the 
other  day,  and  so  was  Joe  Jefferson. 

The  Globe  Theatre,  Boston,  comes  out 
$12,400.40  behind  on  the  present  season. 

Dan  Bryan,  whose  proper  name  was 
O'Brien,  when  a  boy  danced  for  nickels  at 
the  docks. 

The  fortune  left  by  Rossini,  now  appro- 
priated by  the  Mayor  of  Pesaro,  amounts  to 
1,700,000  francs. 

Adelaide  Neilson  is  playing  to  large 
houses,  as  "Isabella"  in  "Measure  for  Meas- 
ure," at  the  Haymarket,  London. 

Max  Strakosch's  opera  season  was  conclu- 
ded May  17th  at  Richmond,  Va.  The  prin- 
cipal members  of  the  troupe  will  give  several 
concerts  in  Chicago,  and  other  Western  ci- 
ties. 

Frank  McVicker,  a  son  of  the  well  known 
manager,  and  a  brother-in-law  of  Edwin 
Booth,  is  dead,  He  was  an  actor  and  is  re- 
membered by  an  excellent  performance  of 
"The  Player  King"  at  Booth's  Theatre. 

While  playing  in  Baltimore,  Booth,  as 
"Othello,"  left  the  imprint  of  his  painted 
mustache  on  the  lips  of  "Desdemona."  She 
tried  to  wipe  off  the  black  mark,  but  only 
spread  it  over  her  face,  and  for  once  the 
wronged  wife  died  amid  uproarious  laughter. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

—In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


Subscribe  for  the   Wasp,   $4   a  year.     35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


GARDEN^  HOSE. 

50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $5.75 

W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER   AND    GASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


17-STRINGED 


CIT 


RMS! 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4=, 
with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


T©      EsU^Fa 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  E,  E.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Eosa. 


FOR   SAS.B. 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KOEBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Eosa. 
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WOODWARD'S  WARDENS. 


Saturday  and    Sunday,  June    8th 
and  9th. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ( 
liibited,  together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


JOHN    ROBL, 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half   price 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  HallhttA  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Je. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.'  janl2-lm 


H 

WtMfff  i 

I 

«|}E 

■^f™*!. 

» iinHri'iT= 

SMdl&SltiBZX^Z 

The  best  quality  of  stall-fed  Meats   always   on   hand 
at  the  LOWEST  MAKKET  RATES, 

5  &  6  California  Market, 

SAN    FRANCISCO. 
Goods  delivered  free  of  charge  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 


(~*  ("XT'  T\  Anv  worker  can  make  S12  a  day  at  home. 
\J\J±lU  Ouifltfree. 


Costly 
Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


P.    KKLIaY, 

'flu  Boot 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  mating  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


ALBAHT 

J£ubqicating  (jfomyonnd 

AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

k.  mm  &  co'H 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGEE  SAWS, 

always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
out any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
tantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.     Address 

H.  L.  TATUM,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  F. 
P.  0.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 


other  saws 


combined.  For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.  The 
elastic  is  so  placed  back  of 
the  ankle  as  to  protect  it 
from  wear  and  it 
does  not  bind 
around  the  ankle 
like  the  old  style  Congress  Uaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now.  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


GlC    4-f\  *ftOf~\  Per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  S3  free. 
f  *»    •"■»  <VO\J  Address  Stinsok  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


SUBSCKIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


$5.00 
$20.00 


PANTS  to  Order 
SUITS  from     -    - 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dibectob. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free   of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS : 


President 

Vice-President  . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.C.  D.  O'STJLLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 


M.  D.  Sweeny,      CD.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,     Jo.  A,  Douohue, 

Treasurer EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  he  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    SUNDAY,  APRIL  7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER 
COAST! 


THE  PACIFIC 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -  -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Mouth,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

[jg^All   Postmasters   are  Agents.      Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


3rjr\  P.  M.  Daily,  [Sundays  exceptedj  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  W  Donahue,"  [from  Washington  St.  Wharf,]  connecting 
with  Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue  for  Petaluma,  Santa 
Rosa,  Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations;  making:  stage  con- 
nections at  Lakeville  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyservitle  for  Skngg's 
Springs,  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  and  for  Mendocino 
City  and  the  Geysers. 

ttjfi^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  ollowing  moruing  with  the 
Fulton  and  Guerneville  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Uuerneville  and  the 
Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.35  A.M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Kates. 

8C\f\  A.  M.  via  Donahue  for  Cloverdale  and  way  statiang. 
•v/w   Fares  for  the  round  trip;  Donahue,  SI. 00,   Petaluma, 
81.50,  Santa  Rosa,  82.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  §4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  fer  Korbel's,  Guerneville,  the  Rus- 
sian River  and  Big  Trees.     Fulton,  §2.50,  Korbel's  and  Guerne- 
ville, $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 


lfSLFreight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 
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CHICAGO  BntWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 

FREE 

Mqm§  sM  Intellig§ne§  Buresm 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOE  ANY  SEEVICE,  furnished  without  oharges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

saiB  is  ©sra  side  op 


S"GQI*I.AY'S 

AQUARIU 

augll-3mos 

G.  bayreutherT^ 

— PKACTICAL— 

f iasmith  &  PtambQi, 

Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 


STOVES,  RANCFS,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRONWARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY   CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 
JVO.    326    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

or   THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  tbeir  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMAN Y  &  CO., 
Ms  wsgapsr,  Bmk  &  J@§>  Printers 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


0.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.   KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


ctrf  Afirp  <?ot/ivr/tr  oj>o&?s  f/JOMPTir  /trrs/rrto  to  .  "m. 


-*£*'% 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 


719 


DOAItfE     <Sc     CO. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Hull  No.  !>•;.  California  Market. 

Entrunce  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FEANCISCO. 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  O.  D. 


X3„  MICKS  «3fc  eo„ 

BOOK  BINDERS 

AKE — ■ 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  aud  534  Commercial  Streets 


SAN  FEANCISCO. 


jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

83G  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  np 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BTJRIsrS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  P.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEFFER, 

ARCHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

6£3  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
.  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
\all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  cou- 
ilditians  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
gjthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  suceessfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


J  WHOLESALE  DEA7Vr- 
^      221  &225   fBONT  STRf^ 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

-     AT     - 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 

TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 

Thirty-five  cents  peb  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN   ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  $4.00 

Six  Months          -          -  -          $2.00 

Three  Months          -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 

^Postage  Free) 
One  Year      -  -  -  $5.00 

Six  Months       -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
"WEEKLY  "WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — "When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  602  California  street, 
San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  JUNE  15,  1878. 


In  three  days  more  the  people  of  this  Com- 
monwealth will  be  called  upon  to  decide  by 
their  ballots  the  most  important  election  ever 
submitted  to  them.  The  issues  are  momen- 
tous— in  truth,  they  may  be  said  to  be  vital. 
If  it  should  be  that  any  one  of  those  organi- 
zations at  present  in  the  field  should  gain 
complete  control  of  the  coming  Conven- 
tion we  may  expect  a  Constitution  full  of 
such  crude  and  Utopian  ideas,  imperfectly  ex- 
pressed, that  the  figurative  coach  and  six 
horses  may  be  driven  through  it  with  ease. 
A  document  under  which  every  wrong  known 
to  the  nomentaclure  of  the  criminal  law  may 
be  perpetrated  with  impunity.  Ignorance 
cannot  possibly  understand  the  value  and 
meaning  of  words;  and  if  ignorance  is  in  the 
majority  in  the  coming  Convention  it  will  be 
as  clay  in  the  hands  of  a  few  sharp  and  de- 
signing men  who  will  be  sure  to  form  a  por- 
tion of  the  minority.  Those  designing  men 
will  go  there  with  a  purpose,  and  that  pur- 
pose will  be  to  fashion  and  shape  the  clay 
into  such  form  as  will  suit  their  masters,  the 
monopolists.  There  are  five  tickets  in  the 
field.  On  each  ticket  there  are  some  good 
men.  Let  each  voter  select  from  those  tickets 
men  whom  he  knows  and  has  confidence  in 
— men  of  ability,  experience  and  integrity. 
Let  all  classes  and  ideas  be  represented, 
and  in  the  conflict  of  thought  we  will  reach 
the  truth.  Let  intelligent  discrimination  at 
the  ballot  box  take  the  place  of  partizan  pre- 
judice, and  the  result  will  be  a  Convention 
of  capable,  honest  men  and  a  Constitution 
adapted  to  the  exigencies  of  the  day. 


Our  Greatness  in  Crookedness. 

STOCK    GAMBLING. 

Amongst  the  many  evils  from  which  Cali- 
fornia is  suffering,  there  is  none  more  dele- 
terious to  the  moral  uprightness  of  the  com- 
munity and  more  crushing  to  the  material 
interests  of  the  State  than  that  which  is  de- 
nominated "stock  gambling."  It  has  crept 
amongst  the  people  as  a  venomous  and 
deadly  snake  would  creep  upon  its  victim, 
fascinating  by  the  glitter  of  its  false  eyes  the 
object  which  it  seeks  to  destroy.  It  has 
spread  its  dark  shadow  over  the  land,  blight- 
ing and  blasting  that  upon  which  it  has  fal- 
len. It  has  rendered  desolate  homes  that 
once  were  happy;  it  has  filled  the  grave  of 
the  suicide ;  it  has  recruited  the  ranks  of  the 
bestial  drunkard  brigade;  it  has  given  tenants 
to  the  felon's  cell;  it  has  its  chattering  idiots 
in  every  mad-house;  it  has  supplied  the  alms- 
house with  paupers,  and  the  streets  and  bar- 
rooms with  bummers;  it  has  destroyed  com- 
mercial morality;  it  has  weakened  that  spirit 
of  enterprise  which  leads  to  the  development 
of  a  new  country.  It  has  done  all  that  and 
more,  and  it  still  continues  to  do  it  every 
day.  Yet  it  holds  its  head  high,  and  is  driven 
about  in  stylish  equipages  which  receive  the 
envious  admiration  of  all  beholders;  it  occu- 
pies the  place  of  honor  in  the  sanctuary;  it 
lives  in  palatial  mansions;  it  gives  costly  din- 
ners and  balls;  it  is  everywhere  received  into 
"the  best  society"  with  marks  of  approval 
and  esteem;  its  wives  and  daughters  lead  the 
fashion ;  it  is  a  power  in  the  land  to  be  pam- 
pered, to  be  feasted,  to  be  bowed  down  be- 
fore.    Truly,  we  are  a  great  people! 

If  we  were  to  ask  what  earthly  necessity 
there  is  for  the  existance  of  three  Stock 
Boards  in  this  city,  we  should  probably  be 
answered  that  they  are  assisting  in  develop- 
ing the  mineral  resources  of  the  State.  Do 
they  do  anything  of  the  kind  ?  No.  We  say 
emphatically  that  they  have  done,  and  are 
doing,  more  to  retard  the  real  advancement 
of  our  mining  industries  than  all  other  causes 
combined.  And  when  it  is  said  that  they 
were  established  for  the  purpose  of  further- 
ing such  industries  a  deliberate  lie  is  uttered. 
They  were  founded  with  the  intention  of 
supplying  a  want,  a  deficiency  in  the  com- 
munity. They  had  their  origin  in  the  desire 
of  men  to  get  rich  rapidly — without  work, 
either  mental  or  physical;  to  get  rich  in  an 
instant  as  the  gambler  does  when  he  stakes 
his  money  on  the  turn  of  a  single  card — 
which  bears  upon  its  back  a  mark  known  only 
to  himself. 

No  doubt  it  is  necessary  and  desirable  that 
men  should  form  themselves  into  companies 
for  the  purpose  of  conducting  enterprises 
which  no  one  of  them  has  sufficient  time  or 
means  to  carry  on  alone,  and  that  the  exact 
share  each  one  holds  in  the  adventure  should 
be  evidenced  by  a  paper  writing.  And  it  is 
quite  in  the  order  of  legitimate  business  that 
machinery — in  the  shape  of  boards  and 
brokers — should  be  provided  for  the  con- 
venince  of  those  persons  who  wish  to  buy 
into,  and  who  wish  to  sell  out  of,  such  en- 
terprises. But  all  the  legitimate  business  of 
that  description  occuring  in  this  city   could 


be  carried  on,  conveniently,  by  about  fifty 
brokers  convened  in  one  board.  Instead  of 
that  we  have  three  boards  and  a  swarm  of 
brokers,  the  aggregate  number  of  whom 
would  run  up  into  the  thousands.  Upon 
what  do  they  exist  ?  It  is  an  utter  impossi- 
bility that  all  of  them  can  make  a  living  by 
honest  and  honorable  means.  Then  how  do 
they  subsist  in  luxury  ?  By  defrauding  and 
cheating  a  gullible  public.  By  skillfully 
spreading  their  nets  as  the  experienced  fish- 
erman does  when,  for  his  own  purposes,  he 
desires  to  draw  from  their  native  element  the 
piscatorial  delicacies  which  grace  our  tables. 
By  ingeniously  contriving  their  webs  across 
the  haunts  of  men,  as  the  spider  does  when 
it  seeks  to  capture  its  prey.  By  the  use  of 
cappers  and  pimps  as  the  gambler  does  when 
he  desires  to  entangle  his  victim  in  the  toils 
for  the  purpose  of  robbery. 

Bead  the  stock  reports  of  the  daily  papers, 
watch  them  for  one  week,  and  then  say  if 
they  are  not  a  record  of  lying,  of  cheating, 
of  double  dealing.  Keep  an  eye  on  the  fluc- 
tuations of  the  market  and  then  say  how 
much  it  is  affected  by  the  real  condition  of 
the  industry.  Observe  the  wash-sales,  the 
mendacious  reports,  the  managerial  tricks, 
the  assessments,  and  the  dividends,  and  then 
say  how  much  the  actual  value  of  an  enter- 
prise has  to  do  with  its  marketable  value  in 
the  Stock  Board.  Go  down  and  stand  in 
the  board-room  for  half  an  hour,  watch  the 
surging  crowd  as  they  yell  and  jestulate  and 
posture,  under  the  influence  of  that  mad  ex- 
citement, and  then  say  if  it  is  possible  that 
the  transaction  of  ordinary  and  legitimate 
business  could  effect  men  to  such  an  extent. 
Analyze  that  excitement  and  say  wherein  it 
differs  from  the  feeling  evinced  at  the  card 
table  or  the  race  track.  The  Stock  Market 
is  typical  of  our  "Greatness  in  Crookedness." 
It  is  indeed  a  great  subject.  "We  will  return 
to  it  again. 


The  Potter  Investigation. 
The  Congressional  investigation  into  the 
ways  and  means  by  which  the  present  incum- 
bent of  the  Presidential  chair  reached  that 
elevation  is  developing  some  remarkable 
facts.  So  far  as  the  President's  title  is  con- 
cerned, he  holds  his  office  by  virtue  of  the 
decision  of  a  high  tribunal  specially  selected 
to  decide  between  him  and  his  opponent,  by 
the  express  approval  of  the  higher  chamber, 
and  the  sullen  acquiescence  of  the  lower 
house.  Therefore,  whatever  exposures  may 
follow  the  inquiry  now  going  on,  there  need 
be  no  apprehension  that  they  will  in  any  way 
disturb  his  peaceful  occupation  of  the  posi- 
tion— during  the  term  to  which  he  was  de- 
clared elected.  The  interest  in  this  matter 
lies  in  the  fact,  that,  day  by  day,  the  means 
which  are  employed  by  the  two  great  politi- 
cal parties  of  the  nation  to  compass  their  ob- 
ject is  becoming  painfully  apparent.  Here- 
tofore some  foolish  individuals  have  been  la- 
boring under  the  delusion  that  the  result  of 
an  election  represented  the  will  of  the  peo- 
ple expressed  at  the  ballot  box.  Now  we  all 
know  that  it  does  not.  It  is  as  clear  as  day- 
light now  that  such  a  result  only  shows 
which  party  has  been  most  successful  in  the 
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manipulation  of  the  McLin's  and  the  Ander- 
son's, and  the  Levisse's.  Though  we  possess 
universal  suffrage  we  are  not  a  self-governed 
people.  We  are  ruled  by  the  "political  ma- 
chine" with  a  despotism  greater  than  any  im- 
perial dynasty  ever  known. 

The  impression  has  existed  that  under  our 
system  of  Republicanism  the  people  indicated 
by  their  votes  the  persons  whom  it  was  their 
desire  should  conduct  the  business  of  the 
Government;  and  thereby  implied  the  po- 
licy which  they  desired  to  see  pursued  in  the 
administration  of  the  public  affairs.  That 
impression,  however,  is  clearly  erroneous. 
"We  indulge  in  no  such  absurd  and  visionary 
theories.  Chimerical  ideas  about  represen- 
tative institutions,  free  government,  the  po- 
pular will,  etc.,  are  all  very  well  for  the 
stump.  They  tickle  the  public  ear,  and,  per- 
haps, lead  the  people  to  believe  that  they 
really  do  govern  themselves.  But  our  rulers 
know  better  than  to  try  to  carry  them  out. 
They  have  something  far  more  substantial 
than  that;  something  far  more  reliable.  They 
have  their  "Little  Joker"  ballot  boxes,  their 
election  Supervisors,  their  Returning  Boards, 
their  Joint  High  Commissions,  their  McLins, 
their  Andersons,  and  their  Cronins.  And 
behind  all  that  they  have  a  people  into  whose 
every  day  life  fraud,  chicanery,  and  corrup- 
tion, is  so  ingrained  that  they  can  see  no 
great  wrong  in  such  proceedings. 

It  is  somewhat  amusing  to  view,  in  the 
light  of  these  revelations,  the  spirit  of  anta- 
gonism which  exists  between  the  two  parties 
— Democratic  and  Republican — and  to  re- 
collect that  that  antagonism  is  based  not  so 
much  upon  a  wide  difference  of  opinion  on 
questions  of  public  policy  as  it  is  on  the  as- 
serted corruptness  and  evil  designs  of  the 
other  side.  But,  when  it  is  borne  in  mind 
that  this  boiling  chaldron  of  wrong  has  been 
periodically  uncovered  from  time  to  time  du- 
ring the  last  ten  years,  and  that,  notwith- 
standing that  fact,  it  still  exists  as  full  of 
life  and  vigor  as  ever,  the  matter  loses  any 
humorous  appearance  which  a  casual  obser- 
vation might  clothe  it  with.  Our  risibilities 
may  well  be  checked  when  we  recollect  that 
our  Government  is  tightly  embraced  in  the 
coils  of  the  serpent;  that  we  are  steadily  drif- 
ting towards  an  appointed  destiny,  and  that 
destiny  is — destruction. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 

Henry  "Ward.  Beecner's  Lecture  on  Nest 
Hiding. 
Almost  every  country  under  the  sun  has 
some  peculiarity  about  it,  which,  not  being 
possessed  to  the  same  extent  anywhere  else, 
is  usually  regarded  as  a  national  characteris- 
tic. Some  countries  are  blessed  in  this  re- 
spect, having  quite  a  number  of  characteris- 
tics so  marked  and  pronounced  that  no  earth- 
ly power  could  ever  wrench  from  them  the 
honor  (or  shame)  attached  to  their  possession. 
The  indisputable  genius  of  the  American 
people  has  developed  itself  in  many  paths; 
but,  if  we  were  asked  in  what  particular  it 
stands  preeminently  successful  and  over- 
shadows all  rivals,  we  should  answer,  with- 
out hesitation,  in  the  production  of  hdmbuos. 
A  humbug,  according  to  our  definition,   is  a 


person,  or  thing,  which  claims  to  be  that 
which  he,  or  it,  is  not,  or  to  perform  that 
which  he,  or  it,  cannot.  And  the  king  of  all 
humbugs  is  the  sacerdotal  humbug.  It  is  he 
who  debases  and  degrades  a  sentiment  which 
while  it  owes  its  origin  to  a  feeling  akin  to 
superstition  has  still  a  tendency,  if  held  and 
practiced  in  good  faith,  to  elevate  our  na- 
ture. 

That  portion  of  the  public  who  keep  on 
the  track  of  current  events  are  aware  that 
one  of  America's  most  celebrated — a — hem — 
our  vocabulary  leaves  us  in  the  lurch,  and 
our  readers  will  have  to  supply  the  deficiency 
themselves — is  about  to  honor  this  Coast 
with  his  presence.  His  object  in  gravitating 
hither  is  said  to  be  the  instruction  of  our 
people  by  means  of  a  course  of  lectures.  It 
may  be  that  rumors  of  the  marvelous  beauty 
of  our  female  population  have  reached  the 
Reverend  gentleman's  ears  and  have  some 
remote  connection  with  his  visit.  Of  that, 
of  course  we  have  no  exact  or  accurate  know- 
ledge. "We  only  know  that  he  bears  the  re- 
putation of  being  a  connoiseur  in  such 
things,  of  being  able  to  appreciate  a  flashing 
eye  and  a  comely  form.  We  only  know  that 
he  is  credited  with  the  possession  of  one  of 
those  large  amorous  hearts  which  is  capable 
of  embracing  the  whole  female  world,  which 
in  fact  has  seating  capacity  for  forty  or  fifty 
at  a  time.  Under  the  circumstance  it  is,  per- 
haps, not  to  be  wondered  at  that  his  projec- 
ted visit  is  the  subject  of  much  family  dis- 
cussion, and  that  the  announcement  is  re- 
ceived with  a  wide  variety  of  feeling.  It  is 
not  surprising  that  jealous  husbands  and 
lovers  are  tearing  their  hair  in  vexation, 
while  indifferent  ones  continue  to  smoke  their 
pipe,  pull  down  their  vest,  and  wipe  off  their 
chin,  as  though  they  were  quite  unconscious 
of  the  coming  event. 

With  that  appreciation  of  "the  eternal  fit- 
ness of  all  things" — whatever  that  may  mean 
— which  always  characterises  the  doings  of 
that  interesting  insect,  the  Wasp,  we  present 
to  our  readers  on  the  first  page  a  suitable  and 
highty  suggestive  design  for  a  hoarding-ad- 
vertisement. We  even  go  so  far  as  to  inti- 
mate a  subject  which  the  whole  community 
would  like  to  hear  him  discourse  upon,  be- 
cause he  is  par  excellence  the  greatest  living 
authority  upon  such  a  topic.  At  least,  he  is 
reputed  to  have  a  practical  knowledge  of  the 
subject,  and  this  is  essentially  a  practical  age. 
The  three  ladies  represented  in  the  illustra- 
tion are  suggestive  of  the  direction  in  which 
in  which  female  opinion,  on  the  matter  of 
this  visit,  runs.  Two  of  them  are  young  and, 
presumably,  fair,  consequently  they  are  in- 
terested. The  third  is  disgusted,  a  timid 
glance  at  her  countenance  might  possibly  sup- 
ply the  reason. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration.! 

Reception  of  Emigrants. 
As  a  nation  the  United  States  has  always 
been  somewhat  demonstrative  in  announcing 
the  fact  that  inside  the  limits  of  the  eagle's 
dominion  was  a  land  flowing  with  milk  and 
honey  to  which  the  oppressed  and  down- 
trodden people  of  all  other  countries — and 
are  we  not  the  only  people  on  the  face  of  the 


globe  who  are  not  oppressed  and  down  trod- 
den ? — were  cordially  invited  to  come  and 
make  their  homes.  A  friendly  and  hearty 
reception  awaited  them  beneath  the  Stars  and 
Stripes,  that  emblem  of  pure  government, 
freedom  of  thought  and  action,  and  kind, 
gentle,  and  brave,  manhood.  Our  artist  has 
depicted,  in  a  graphic  manner,  the  reception 
which  used  to  be  accorded  to  European  emi- 
grants twenty  years  ago  in  New  York.  Some 
people  are  never  satisfied,  and  it  is  just 
barely  within  the  realms  of  possibility  that 
some  of  our  visitors  may  have  been  a  little 
astonished  at  the  heartiness  of  their  recep- 
tion. But  then  all  of  us,  who  have  enjoyed 
the  advantages  of  having  our  ideas  expanded 
by  travel,  know  full  well  that  every  strange 
land  we  visit  is  brimming  over  with  peculi- 
arities of  life,  of  habit,  and  of  thought, 
which  strike  us  with  great  force  when  first 
presented  to  our  senses — either  of  sight  or 
feeling.  We  have  heard  of  "green  horn" 
settlers  in  the  early  frontier  days  being  some- 
what astonished  at  the  dexterous  manner  in 
which  an  Indian  lifted  a  scalp.  And  it  is  a 
matter  of  history  that  the  Australian  pioneers 
were  at  first  somewhat  amazed  at  the  preci- 
sion with  which  the  aborigines  could  throw 
a  boomerang — so  to  speak — around  the  cor- 
ner. Therefore  it  is  not  surprising  that 
these  new  comers  fresh  from  beneath  the  ty- 
rannical yoke  of  European  oppressors,  and 
the  impertinent  interference  of  policemen 
and  all  such  public  enemies,  should  at  first 
be  a  little  startled  at  the  extent  of  the  '  'free- 
dom" to  which  they  were  inducted;  at  the 
unlimited  "liberty"  which  surged  around 
them  and  which  their  persons  and  properties 
were  made  to  feel  the  effect  of. 

There  is  an  impression  prevailing  in  some 
quarters  that  we  have — to  use  G.  F.  Train's 
favorite  expression — evoluted  beyond  the 
state  of  society  which  we  have  described; 
that  blackguardism  has  been  subjected  to 
Darwin's  progressive  development  and  dis- 
sappeared.  That  impression,  however,  is  er- 
roneous. Blackguardism  has  not  disap- 
peared from  the  continent.  It  merely  took 
Horace  Greeley's  advice  and  came  west;  and, 
unfortunately,  when  it  was  travelling  it  did 
not  travel  far  enough.  It  stopped  about  ten 
miles  or  so  East  of  what  should  have  been 
its  objective  point — the  deep  water  of  the 
Pacific  Ocean.  And  that  short  distance  lan- 
ded it  exactly  in  the  city  of  San  Francisco. 
The  consequence  is  that  on  the  other  side  of 
our  double  page  we  present  to  our  readers 
an  accurate  pictorial  representation  of  the 
reception  which  is  given  asiatic  emigrants  in 
the  present  day.  It  differs  m  no  material 
point,  except  those  of  time  and  place  of  oc- 
currence, from  its  contemporary.  It  exhibits 
the  presence  of  chaste,  exalted  and  kindly 
feeling  permeating  through  the  masses  as 
they  did  in  the  good  old  days  of  twenty  years 


( See  Illustration.! 
Along  the  Water  Front. 
Boat  building  is  rapidly  becoming  quite  an 
industry  at  this  port.  Besides  several  yards 
established  at  various  places  along  the  water 
front,  there  is  also  quite  an  amount  of  work 
done  on  the  North  Beach  as  represented  on 
our  last  page. 
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'TW^S    BUT    J±   LITTLE   TOOTH. 

IN    TWO    PARTS— PART  II. 


Unto  the  -well  known  dentist  Schneider  goes 
With  fear  he's  shaking  to  the  toes. 


The  learned  man,  he  smokes  a  pipe, 

Pulls  down  his  vest  and  gives  his  chin  a  wipe. 


He  then  proceeds  to  examine  Schneider'  trouble 
And  promises  not  to  charge  him  double. 
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That  tooth  must  come  from  out  the  gum 

But  Schneider,  at  the  prospect  feels  a  little  glum. 


An  instrument  he  selects  with  proper  care, 
On  its  appearance  the  patient  feels  like  prayer. 


As  he  makes  his  approach  with  fell  design 
The  object  doth  begin  to  shake  and  whine. 


His  uoise  it  does  him  little  good 

The  dentist  sees  he  cannot  masticate  his  food. 
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"With  one  hand  he  holds  him  by  the  ear 

The  other  grasps  the  molar,  and  draws  a  tear. 


Then  with  a  sudden  twist  and  violent  wrench, 
He  draws  the  tooth  and  upsets  Schneider  and 

the  bench. 


With  horror  Schneider  gazes  at  the  sight, 
And  thinks  how  sad  was  his  sore  plight. 


11. 
His  overwhelming  gratitude  makes  him  feel  so  funny 
He  pays  the  dentist  liberally — in  bad  money. 


12. 
To  supper  they  sat  down  that  night, 
And  both  pithched  in  with  keen  delight. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 
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V.  ^WJ 


In  hope  and  faith  the  world  will   disagree. 
But  all  mankind's  concern  is — money. 

About  this  season  of  the  year  cucumbers 
and  cholera  morbus  make  their  appearance. 

"The  early  bird  catches  the  early  worm,  my 
son,"  observed  a  father  to  his  male  offspring 
who  was  somewhat  indulgent  to  himself  in 
the  way  of  morning  naps.  "Serves  the  worm 
right,  father,"  replied  the  hopeful,  "if  it 
wasn't  so  early  it  wouldn't  be  caught." 

It  is  now  acknowledged  as  an  established 
fact  that  A.  B.  Bierce,  the  emminent  lilera- 
teur,  assisted  Lord  Bacon  in  writing  Shakes- 
peare's plays.  The  rival  claims  of  Col. 
Barnes,  Gen.  McComb,  Emperor  Norton 
have  been  investigated  by  the  Bohemian 
Club  of  this  city,  and  found  to  be  unsustained 
by  evidence. 

A  journalist  attached  to  the  Press  of  San 
Francisco,  who  received  several  cutaneous 
abrasions  in  the  recent  unpleasantness  be- 
tween the  forces  of  Sergeant  Harmon  and  the 
populace,  was  heard  to  mutter,  as  he  went 
down  Merchant  street  a  few  days  ago : 

"I  like  turkey,  I  like  geese, 

I  don't  like  the  new  police." 

Lord  Dutferin  is  President  of  the  Eoyal 
Geographical  Society,  yet  so  great  is  the  pre- 
judice existing  in  this  country  against  Eng- 
lish people  that  a  man  was  heard,  the  other 
day,  offering  to  bet  that  his  Lordship  could 
not  tell  where  Paradise  Valley  is  located; 
that  he  didn't  even  know  with  any  degree  of 
exactness  the  population  of  the  flourishing 
village  denominated  Alameda. 

The  other  day  a  verandah  fell  on  Pine 
street.  A  stock  broker,  who  had  just  passed 
under  the  fallen  structure  one  and  a  quarter 
seconds  too  soon,  observed  as  he  carefully 
dusted  a  few  specks  of  the  descending  dirt 
off  his  coat  collar:  "In  the  midst  of  life  we 
are  in  death."  Then  his  face  assumed  an 
unusually  thoughtful  expression  as  he  con- 
tinued: "There  were  bogus  sales  to  the 
amount  of  thirteen  thousand  shares  of  the 
Emma  Matilda,  to-day,  at  ten  and  three- 
eighths;  soon  they  will  begin  to  come,  and 
then  I  shall  no  longer  run  the  risk  of  being 
crushed  by  falling  verandahs  on  the  dusty 
side  walks.  I  will  ride  from  my  mansion  on 
the  hill  in  my  carriage."     Verb  Sab. 

The  discovery  of  the  body  of  the  late  Hon. 
J.  Scott  Harrison,  of  North  Bend,  Indiana, 
in  the  dissecting  room  of  an  Ohio  Medical 
College  has,  we  are  informed,  created  a  con- 
siderable amount  of  feeling  on  the  question 
body  snatching.     It  is  asserted  with  a  great 


deal  of  force  that  the  young  gentlemen  who 
aspire  to  minister  to  the  ailments  of  our  own 
bodies  must,  in  order  to  do  so  in  a  wise  and  ef- 
ficient manner,  investigate  the  bodies  of  our 
predecessors.  Foolish  people  are  inclined  to 
admit  the  premises  and  deny  the  conclusions. 
While  it  is  acknowledged  that  Medical  Stu- 
dents must  have  subjects  to  dissect,  it  is  re- 
spectfully submitted  that  California  is  swarm- 
ing with  ignorant  bummers  holding  certifi- 
cates as  Docto-is  and  Lawyers  who  could  not 
be  put  to  any  better  use  than  that  of  further- 
ing the  advance  of  science. 

It  would  be  interesting  to  know  what  has 
become  of  that  energetic  young  man  George 
M.  Pinney  and  the  numerous  charges  of  a  cri- 
minal nature  which  were  pending  against  him 
this  time  last  year.  A  certain  morning  journal, 
said  at  the  time  to  be  the  retained  advocate 
of  his  enemies,  informed  the  public  that 
there  were  sufficient  charges  against  him — 
which  could  be  proven — to  send  him  to  San 
Quentin  for  three  or  four  times  the  probable 
length  of  his  life.  However,  since  one  or 
two  prominent  and  influential  citizens  were 
jointly  indicted  with  him,  but  little  has  been 
heard  of  his  atrocious  villanies.  Is  it  pos- 
sible that  the  fact  of  his  having  been  unex- 
pectedly thrown  into  such  respectable  com- 
pany has  anything  to  do  with  this  remark- 
able lull  in  the  storm  of  outraged  justice  and 
journalistic  sensabilities  ?  Have  the  erst- 
while brotherhood  made  up  their  subsequent 
differences?  Have  they  kissed  and  made 
friends  1 

The  inhabitants  of  Oakland  are  a  peculiar 
people.  "Not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  on  it," 
as  Mr.  Snagsby  would  remark,  they  are  given 
to  habits  which  leave  room  for  a  doubt  to 
creep  in  as  to  whether  the  amenities  of  life 
should  not  be  instilled  into  them  at  the  end 
of  a  birch  rod.  Any  person  wishing  to  satis- 
fy himself  of  the  correctness  of  these  remarks 
can  do  so  by  visiting  that  pleasant  suburb  in 
the  evening.  And  the  experiment  will  be 
all  the  more  successful  if  he  is  accompanied 
by  a  lady  and  selects  Sunday  evening  as  the 
occasion  for  his  adventure.  On  descending 
from  the  cars  he  will  find  the  sidewalk  lined 
by  a  cordon  of  loafers,  wearing  the  outward 
garb  and  appearance  of  respectability  who 
will  stare  himself  and  his  companion  out  of 
face,  but  who  will  not  move  an  inch  to  allow 
him  to  get  upon  that  portion  of  the  street  set 
apart  for  pedestrian  locomotion.  "When  he 
does  succeed  in  gaining  the  sidewalk  every 
person  whom  he  meets,  irrespective  of  sex, 
will  contemplate  himself  and  the  lady — more 
especially  the  lady— with  that  eager  earnest 
abstraction  which  a  mother  does  when  search- 
ing for  a  mole  underneath  her  first  born's 
right  eye.  It  may  be,  perhaps,  that  civilized 
white  people  are  scarce  in  Oakland,  and  that, 
when  they  chance  to  go  there,  they  are  re- 
garded as  a  curiosity. 


hadn't  the  remotest  idea  of  finding  you  here! 
Shake,  old  fellow!" 

His  Honor  wouldn't. 

"Don't  you  remember  your  old  school- 
mate Bev  Smith?"  inquired  the  prisoner. 
"Don't  you  remember  how  we  use  to  steal 
melons  together — how  we  both  went  over  the 
milldam  in  an  old  boat — how  we  read  novels 
under  the  lee  side  of  haystacks  ?" 

A  strange  light  crept  into  His  Honor's 
eyes  as  he  replied: 

"Ah!  I  remember  you  now!  So  you  are 
Bev  Smith  ?" 

"I  am — I  am.  I  thought  you'd  remember 
me.  I'm  awful  glad  to  see  you,  Judge.  Are 
you  well  ?" 

"Quite  well,  thank  you." 

An  awkwark  silence  followed.  Mr.  Smith 
heard  the  boys  chuckling,  and  he  at  length 
said: 

"Glad  to  hear  it — yes — yes.  I  should  like 
to  call  on  you  and  talk  over  the  old   times." 

"Beverly  Smith!"  said  the  court  in  a  voice 
resembling  the  distant  explosion  of  a  coal 
cart,  "you  are  now  about  to  call  on  the  Su- 
perintendent of  the  House  of  Correction, 
there  to  remain  for  ninety  long  days." 

"What!     Sentence  an  old  companion!" 

"All  the  same,  Beverly — all  the  same.  The 
friends  of  my  childhood  are  few  in  number. 
They  are  falling  down  stairs,  being  drowned, 
blown  up  and  run  over,  and  I'm  going  to  put 
you  where  you  will  be  safe  from   accident!" 

"Don't,  Judge!" 

"But  I  will!  I  prize  you,  Beverly.  When 
night  comes  I  want  to  know  that  you  are  in 
out  of  the  wet,  and  when  morning  dawns  I 
want  to  feel  that  you  are  safe  from  the  clutch 
of  ice  wagons.     The  sentence   is  recorded." 

"Judge.  I — I — don't  think  I  ever  knew 
you!"  stammered  Beverly,  but  there  was  a 
light  in  the  window  for  him. 


The  Long  Ago. 

Beverly  Smith  walked  out  of  cell  No.  9, 
with  the  greatest  promptness,  and  as  he 
ranged  before  the  desk  and  smiled,  he   said : 

"Well,  this  is  indeed  a  surprise!     Why,  I 


A  SAILOR  BOLD. 

A  sailor  bold  he  came  ashore, 

To  buy  some  Yankee  Notions; 

His  name  was  Duke,  and  he  had  sailed 

Across  the  two  great  oceans. 

And  in  his  sails 

He'd  met  with  gales, 

And  several  whales. 

He  bought  some  buttons  and  some  pins — 

A  box  of  paper  collars; 
He  took  some  needles  and  some  thread, 
And  paid  our  daddies'  dollars. 
He  sailed  on  barks, 
And  had  his  larks 
And  seen  great  sharks. 

He  took  some  beer  to  ballast  him, 
Ar  'round  the  town  he  drifted; 
And  he  took  some  gin  on  top  of  that 
(for  drinking  he  was  gifted). 
When  he  heaved  his  lead, 
He  softly  said: 
"Hie,  go  erheadl" 

He  went  ahead — he  went  in  stays — 

He  sailed  on  every  tack — 

He  reefed  bis  sails  and  shook  'em  out, 

And  fell  upon  his  back. 

And  a  bright  star 

He  got  Jack  Tar, 

On  his  wheelbar'. 

■'My  sailor  man,"  HiB  Honor  said, 

"I  have  a  place  for  thee; 
And  with  your  anchor  in  the  mud, 
No  storm  can  lump  your  sea." 
And  in  the  various  ways 
For  ninety  days 
Poor  Jack  will  blaze. 
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A  WOMAN'S  LOVE 


BY  CONSTANCE  STERLING. 


MR.  and  Mrs.  Laurence  Vere  were  at 
home  after  their  six  weeks  tour,  and  had  is- 
sued cards  for  a  large  "house-warming." 
It  was  with  feelings  of  hesitancy  that  Lelia  addressed 
an  invitation  to  Helen  Dudley.  She  was  very  anxious 
that  Helen  should  come  so  as  to  be  witness  to  her 
triumph  at  the  ball,  for  the  house  was  elegantly  and 
luxuriously  fitted  up  and  no  expense  was  to  be 
spared  to  make  the  ball  a  notable  one.  Lelia  was 
very  desirous  that  Helen  should  have  an  opportunity 
to  see  what  she  had  lost  by  giving  up  Laurence  Vere, 
but  she  was  very  much  afraid  that  her  former  rival 
would  not  come.  But  she  was  mistaken,  for  Helen 
wrote  a  polite  acceptance  of  the  invitation,  much  to 
Lelia's  surprise,  who  bad  fancied  that  she  did  not 
dare  meet  the  man  who  had  whistled  her  down  the 
wind  as  soon  as  a  newer  fancy  stirred  him. 

"Probably  she  wants  to  show  how  little  she  cares; 
and  is  afraid  people  will  talk  if  she  don't  come," 
said  Lelia,  showing  Laurence  the  note  Helen  had 
written. 

The  sight  of  that  well-remember  ad  hand-writing 
made  a  pang  cross  Laurence's  heart,  and  he  said  very 
gently : 

"I  am  sure  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  her." 

"No  doubt,"  said  Lelia,  sneeringly.  "You  are 
always  changing  loves,  Laurie,  and  I  expect  nothing 
else  than  your  regretting  that  you  didn't  marry  her 
after  all." 

"You  are  taking  the  surest  course  to  cause  me  to 
regret  it,  Lelia,"  replied  her  husband,  who  had 
found  out  the  truth  of  the  old  adage,  already:  "All 
that  glitters  is  not  gold."  Before  a  week  had  passed 
he  had  seen  the  claws  of  his  kitten.  Lelia  had 
divined  the  true  motive  which  actuated  Helen  when 
she  sent  an  acceptance  to  the  invitation.  She  had 
no  wish  to  go;  her  heart  had  not  overcome  its  sore- 
ness during  the  weary  three  months  that  had  passed 
since  the  breaking  of  her  engagement.  But  she  was 
afraid  people  "might  talk,"  if  she  staid  away,  and 
make  her  absence  a  subject  of  gossip,  and  this,  with 
her  woman's  sensitiveness,  she  wished  to  avoid,  if 
possible. 

"Can  that  be  Helen?"  almost  murmered  Laurence 
Vere,  as  he  stood  at  one  end  of  the  ball-room  the 
night  of  the  party. 

The  "receiving"  of  the  guests  was  all  over,  the 
hour  was  late,  and  released  by  Lelia,  Laurence  stood 
alone  near  a  window,  not  caring  to  dance,  when  his 
attention  was  attracted  by  a  lady  who  had  just 
entered  the  room. 

Well  he  might  ask  if  "that  was  Helen."  When  he 
had  last  seen  her  her  cheeks  had  been  round  and 
flushed,  her  eyes  bright,  her  figure  full  of  elasticity 
and  grace.  Now  the  eyes  were  sunken,  dark  rings 
were  beneath  them,  the  cheeks  were  pale  and  thin,  and 
though  the  figure  had  lost  none  of  its  grace,  there  was  a 
languor  about  every  movement,  and  a  weary  expres- 
sion to  the  pale,  proud  face.  Laurence's  heart  told 
him  that  this  change  was  owing  to  him.  That  he 
was  the  cause  of  the  weary  look  in  the  great  brown 
eyes.  Moved  by  pity  and  contrition,  he  crossed  the 
room  and  stood  by  her  side. 

"Helen,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice.  She  was  gazing 
at  the  merry,  laughing  dancers,  and  wondering  how 
she  had  ever  felt  gay,  but  she  turned  suddenly, 
startled,  as  she  heard  the  voice  which  was  sweeter 
than  any  music  to  her  ear.  "Will  you  not  dance?  ' 
asked  Laurence,  still  in  the  same  low,  kind  tone. 

"With  you,  Mr.  Vere?"  she  asked. 

"Yes;  you  used  to  be  a  delightful  dancer.  I  am 
sure  you  are  one  yet." 

"I  had  not  thought  of  dancing  to-night,  but  per- 
haps I  would  enjoy  one  round,"  thinking  she  must 
be  gay,  and  not  wear  her  heart  on  her  sleeve,  for  him 
to  see  and  read. 


They  whirled  around,  Helen  in  a  trance  of  delight. 
O,  what  happiness  to  have  his  arm  once  more  around 
her,  to  feel  his  breath  on  her  cheek!  The  music 
stopped  too  soon  to  suit  Helen. 

As  they  stood  by  an  open  window,  flushed  with  the 
vigorous  exercise  of  dancing,  voices  from  the  balcony 
just  outside,  reached  them,  a  woman's  plaintive,  be- 
seeching, a  man's  proud,  stern  and  cold. 

"Is  not  that  Lelia's  voice?"  asked  Laurence,  with 
a  sudden  start. 

"It  sounds  like  it,"  said  Helen. 

Even  as  they  spoke  Lelia  came  in  from  the  balcony 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  tall,  soldierly  looking  young 
fellow,  whose  face  was  pale  and  perplexed,  and  his 
teeth  were  shut  hard  on  the  golden  moustache  which 
lent  beauty  to  a  not  otherwise  remarkable  face. 

Lelia  saw  the  couple  by  the  window,  and  imme- 
diately came  toward  them  all  smiles  and  gaiety. 

"So  you  are  here  at  last,  Helen,"  she  said;  "let 
me  introduce  you  to  my  cousin,  Harry;  Miss  Dudley, 
Mr.  Carnes,  and  this  is  my  husband." 

Laurence  bowed  pleasantly,  and  Lelia  explained 
that  her  cousin  had  just  returned  from  Australia, 
where  he  had  been  for  the  past  two  years,  and  hear- 
ing at  home  that  she  was  giving  a  ball,  had  come 
without  au  invitation  knowing  tnat  he  would,  be  wel- 
come. 

"And  quite  right,  too,"  said  Laurence  In  his  hearty, 
pleasant  manner.  "Any  friend  or  relative  of  Lelia's 
is  always  welcome  to  have  free  access  to  my  house, 
and  I  am  very  glad  to  hava  them  come  at  any 
time." 

Helen  noticed  that  as  Laurence  was  speaking,  Lelia 
stole  a  glancce  at  her  cousin's  face,  and  then  turning 
away  blushed  deeply. 

As  the  weeks  went  by  Harry  Carnes  was  frequently 
at  the  house  of  his  pretty  cousin.  He  evidently  was 
taking  Laurence  at  his  word,  and  scarcely  a  day 
passed  that  he  did  not  make  his  appearance,  and 
Lelia  always  met  him  cordially.  Laurence  had  no 
objection  in  the  world  to  seeing  him  in  his  own 
house  constantly,  for  he  trusted  his  wife  most  thor- 
oughly, and  simply  imagined  the  young  man  found 
time  hang  heavily  on  his  hands  in  this  quiet  town, 
after  his  exciting  life  in  Australia,  and  was  very  glad 
to  while  away  a  few  hours  every  day  in  the  society 
of  his  pretty  and  frivolous  cousin. 

For  she  was  very  frivolous,  very  far  from  being  a 
congenial  companion  for  Laurence  Vere,  whose  in- 
tellect was  of  the  highest  order. 

He  soon  found  that  the  greatest  charm  she  pos- 
sessed in  his  eyes  was  her  pretty  face;  for  after  three 
months  of  married  life  the  pretty,  coaxing,  childish 
ways  of  his  wife  palled  on  him,  and  he  saw  how  little 
heart  she  had.  But  he  still  loved  her.  Possession, 
you  know,  robs  our  most  desired  treasures  of  their 
greatest  charm.  Once  in  our  grasp,  ours  forever, 
there  is  nothing  to  gain,  or  lose,  and  we  soon  be- 
come indifferent  to  the  object  of  oar  pursuit  unless 
it  has  new  charms  to  unfold  to  enchain  our  hearts. 

Laurence  began  again  to  find  a  great  charm  in  the 
society  of  Helen,  and  singularly  enough  Lelia  seemed 
to  encourage  it,  and  by  every  means  in  her  power 
sought  to  throw  them  together.  AlwayB  once,  and 
sometimes  twice  a  week,  she  insisted  on  Laurence 
going  with  her  to  spend  the  evening  with  Helen, 
much  to  the  astonishment  of  the  latter,  for  though 
she  knew  that  she  still  loved  Laurence  Vere,  she  had 
no  wish  to  meet  him.  She  thought  it  best  to  strive 
by  separation  to  tear  his  image  from  her  heart. 

"Laurence,"  said  Lelia,  coming  into  the  breakfast 
room  one  morning  in  December,  "will  you  do  me  a 
very  great  favor?" 

"Certainly,"  he  returned.  "Is  it  anything  very 
horrifying  or  difficult?" 

"No,  only  to  take  this  note  to  Helen  as  soon  as 
you  are  through  your  paper,  and  bring  me  back  an 
answer." 

"Why,  my  dear,  can't  the  servant  do  that?  It 
Eesms  to  ine  that  such  an  errand  is  more  John's 
place  than  mine." 

"She  may  want  to  consult  you  about  it,"  said 
Lelia,  rather  nervousiy,  and  turning  the  letter, 
which  was   sealed,    over  and   over  in  her    pretty, 


dimpled  hands,  "and  you  know  she  could  not  con- 
sult John." 

"What  is  it  about?"  asked  Laurence, 

"Curious  boy!"  exclaimed  Lelia,  putting  on  her 
most  captivating  manner,  and  tossing  her  long  curls. 
"I  shan't  tell  you.  Helen  will.  The  errand  isn't  a 
very  disagreeable  one,  is  it? 

"Not  at  all.  I  will  go  at  once,"  and  he  rose  to  his 
feet,  kissed  her,  and  was  about  to  leave  the  room 
when  he  turned  back  to  say: 

"Seems  to  me,  Lelia,  you  are  not  looking  very 
well.  You  seem  very  nervous  lately,  and  pale 
every  evening?  Have  you  caught  cold?  Do  you 
feel  badly?" 

Certainly  Lelia  conld  not  be  called  pale  now,  for 
she  blushed  a  vivid  crimson,  and  stammered  a3  *he 
said  she  felt  perfectly  well. 

Helen  was  much  surprised  when  she  heard  that 
Laurence  Vere  was  waiting  to  see  her  so  early  in  the 
morning,  but  she  went  into  the  parlor  at  once,  though 
with  pale  cheeks,  and  eyes  in  which  the  weariness  of 
a  heart  struggle  lay. 

"Miss  Helen,  Lelia  sent  me  with  this  note.  She 
refused  to  allow  John  to  bring  it,  saying  you  might 
wish  to  consult  me  about  it.  I  am  full  of  curiosity 
to  know  what  it  can  be  that  requires  us  to  expend 
the  wisdom  of  our  united  brains,"  and  he  laughed 
gaily. 

Helen  took  the  letter  and  broke  it  open.  An  en- 
closure fell  out. 

"Why,  this  is  strange,"  she  said,  in  a  tone  of  sur- 
prise; "this  letter  is  addressed  to  you." 

She  held  it  towards  him,  and  he  opened  the  sheet 
and  read  what  it  contained  down  to  the  signature. 
Then  a  groan  of  agony  burst  from  his  lips. 

"Helen!  My  God!  She  has  left  me,"  and  fell 
heavily  to  the  floor. 

It  was  an  hour  before  Laurence  Vere  could  be 
brought  to  consciousness.  The  shock  of  reading  of 
his  wife's  infidelity  had  been  terribly  severe  to  him, 
and  he  lay  for  a  long  time  as  if  dead. 

"Better  if  he  should  never  come  to  life  again  and 
a  knowledge  of  his  shame,"  mused  Helen,  as  she 
applied  restoratives,  assisted  by  a  friendly  neighbor 
and  two  servants. 

When  Laurence  recovered  his  senses,  his  first 
question  was  as  to  the  time  of  day. 

"It's  nearly  noon,"  said  Helen,  wondering  why 
he  asked. 

"Read  the  note,"  he  said,  handing  it  to  her,  and 
then  fell  back  on  the  sofa  again,  muttering  that  it 
was  "too  late." 

"Lear  Laurie,"  the  letter  ran,  "I  know  you  will 
think  this  a  mean  trick,  but  I  wanted  to  get  you  out 
of  the  house,  and  where  you  would  be  comforted 
when  you  read  this.  I  know  Helen  Dudley  can  give 
you  any  comfort  you  want  or  need.  I  have  gone — 
or  shall  be  gone  when  you  read  this — with  my  cousin 
Harry  back  on  our  way  to  Australia.  I  have  always 
loved  him,  and  was  engaged  to  him  when  I  married 
you,  but  I  felt  as  if  I  could  give  him  up  for  the  sake 
of  your  money  and  position.  So  I  told  my  family, 
who  alone  knew  of  my  engagement,  that  it  was  broken 
off.  When  Harry  heard  that  I  was  married,  you  can 
imagine  how  he  felt.  He  did  not  know  it  until  he 
reached  Bulderbrook  that  night  of  our  ball.  He  had 
come  home  to  marry  me.  I  feel  that  I  cannot  live 
without  him,  so  Laurie,  good-bya.  I  am  sorry  now 
that  I  ever  won  you  from  Helen.  Your  wife,  Lelia 
Vere." 

Laurence  Vere  made  no  effort  to  recover  his  wife. 
It  was  too  late  when  he  had  recovered  from  his 
swoon  to  stop  her,  and  he  made  no  effort  further. 
He  left  Bulderbrook  and  went  abroad  for  two  years. 
When  he  returned  people  had  ceased  to  gossip  about 
his  domestic  affairs.  Some  new  scandal  had  cropped 
up  to  fill  their  minds.  But  Laurence  was  a  changed 
man.  His  gay  manners  had  left  him,  and  his  laugh 
no  longer  echoed  through  the  halls  of  the  elegant 
home  he  had  prepared  for  his  young  wife. 

He  had  been  in  Bulderbook  a  month,  when  Ger- 
trude Lyke  came  to  his  office  one  day,  and  briefly 
and  sadly  told  of  Lelia's  death,  of  which  she  had 
just  learned  from  Harry  Carnes,  who  had  sent  them 
papers  certifying  to  it. 
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Helen  Dudley  was  not  surprised  when  Laurence 
Vere  asked  her  for  the  second  time  to  be  his  wife. 
She  was  not  afruid  to  trust  hira  now,  and  he  was  bet- 
ter fitted  for  keeping  sacred  her  trust.  Years  had 
made  him  a  better  and  a  wiser  man,  and  sorrow  had 
purified  his  heart.  He  saw  the  beauty  of  Helen's 
character,  and  it  was  with  a  spirit  of  humility  that 
he  asked  her  again  to  be  his  wife. 

She  did  not  refuse,  and  her  weary  heart  found 
rest  and  happiness  in  a  love,  which  had  once  been 
unworthy  her  acceptance,  but  was  now  a  pride  and 
glory  to  her  noble  womanhood. 

]  THE  END.  | 


A  NEW  "WATERLOO. 

There  was  a  sound  of  deviltry  by  night, 

And  Belgium's  capitalists  had  gathered  then 

Her  beauty  and  her  chivalry,  leaving  their 

Wives  at  home,  hugging  the  sweet  delusion 

That  their  husbands  were  at  the  lodge 

Arranging  tbe  preliminaries  for  the 

Picnic  on  the  Fourth  of  July! 

The  lamps  shone  o'er  frail  women  and  bald-headed 

men, 
And  all  was  lovely  on  the  surface;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell, 
Beery  eyes  leered  at  eyes  which  leered  again 
And  all  went,  Mary,  as  a  marriage,  Belle; 
But  hush!  hark!  a  deep  sound  strikes 
Like  some  one's  raising  merry  hell! 
Did  ye  not  hear  it  ?    No;  'twas  but  the  wine, 
Or  the  horse-car  rattling  o'er  the  Btony  street; 
On  with  the  dance;  first  four  forrid  an'  back; 
Half  right  and  left;  cross  over;  ladies  change; 
Swing!  let  joy  be  unconfined! 
We  woon  go  home  till  morn,  when  yon.  an'   pla'zuxe 

meet- 
To — hie — chazzer  glowing  'ours  with  frying  fleet — 
B-but — hie — ark!   that   awful  soun'    breaks   in    one 

smore 
As  if  the  clouds  its — hie — echo  would  repeat; 
An'  nearer,  clearer,  dea — hie — deadlier  than  before! 
Skin  out!  skin  out!  it  tis!  it  tis 
Our — hie — dear  wives  at  the  doorl 
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She  Saw. 

A  tacky  sort  of  a  boy  stood  in  front  of  a 
house  on  Bush  street,  yesterday,  for  a  full 
quarter  of  an  hour,  gently  rubbing  his  sore 
heel  against  the  fenee-pickets  and  thinking 
deeply,  but  there  was  a  well-counterfeited 
look  of  alarm  on  his  face  as  his  vigorous  pull 
at  the  bell  got  the  woman  of  the  house  to  the 
door. 

"What  is  it  ?"  she  asked  as  he  looked  this 
way  and  that  and  danced  around. 

"Put  down  yer  winders — bolt  yer  doors — 
yard  all  full  of  lions!"  he  replied  as  he 
skipped  for  the  gate. 

She  uttered  a  little  scream  and  disappeared 
and  for  half  an  hour  that  house  was  as  tight- 
ly closed  as  a  postoffice  box  on  the  upper  tier. 
Then  the  woman  cautiously  put  her  head  out 
gazed  around,  grew  bolder,  and  finally  ap- 
peared in  the  front  yard.  She  looked  about 
her,  her  chin  trembling  a  little,  but  by  de- 
grees a  peculiar  look  stole  over  her  face. 

"Yes — um — I  see!"  she  snapped  as  she 
tvrned  to  go  in.  "The  boy  saw  those  tiger- 
lilies  and  played  a  game  on  me.  Um — I 
see!" 

She  never  thought  of  dandelions. 


Wht  is  a  rejected  lover  committing  suicide 
like  a  dyer  to  whom  a  faded  coat  has  been 
given  ?  Because  he  dies  (dyes)  when  he  is 
given  the  sack. 


EP°No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nam  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Andante. — There  are  650  keys  on  the  cor- 
net of  a  young  beginner.  There  is,  however, 
but  one  key  attached  to  a  well-regulated 
watch;  sometimes,  indeed,  in  moments  of  ab- 
straction superinduced  by  the  fermented  es- 
sence of  hops,  there  is  none  at  all. 

Veritas. — No,  it  is  not  a  fact  that  Presi- 
dent McMahon  deferred  the  opening  of  the 
Paris  Exposition  pending  the  arrival  of  Na- 
poleon De  Young,  and  Captain  Lees.  We 
have  no  doubt  but  that  he  would  have  done 
so  had  they  notified  him  of  their  projected 
visit. 

Phenomenon. — Yes,  we  are  devout  believers 
in  spiritism.  Good  warm  ardent  spirits. 
Occasionally  we  commune  with  them  our- 
selves. When  we  hold  a  seance  we  usually 
invite  a  friend  to  accompany  us  and  it  re- 
duces our  funds  two  bits.  Disembodied 
spirits  we  see  sometimes  on  the  sidewalk. 
We  don't  think  they  are  good. 

Johnson. — No,  certainly  not.  This  is  a  ci- 
vilized country  brimming  over  with  Christi- 
anity, poker,  bunko,  thieving,  lying,  etc., 
and  any  attempt  to  undermine  public  morals 
by  whistling  at  your  mother-in-law's  funeral 
would  certainly  be  frowned  down  in  a  social 
way.  Indeed,  we  are  not  sure  but  that  it 
would  be  a  violation  of  one  of  Supervisor 
Gibb's  city  ordinances. 

Marion. — It  is  an  established  fact  that  one 
man  may  bring  a  horse  to  the  river  but  twen- 
ty men  cannot  make  him  drink.  In  the  same 
way  there  is  no  earthly  power,  known  to  us 
by  which  you  can  make  and  obdurate  young 
man  appreciate  the  profusion  of  love  which 
you  are  anxious  to  lavish  upon.  The  best 
love  mixture  which  we  know  of,  is  composed 
of  whisky,  sugar  and  lemon  juice. 

Persecuted.— There  is  no  legal  redress,  so 
far  we  know,  against  a  young  man  who  is 
learning  to  play  the  flute,  but,  if  you  are  a 
good  swimmer,  you  might  invite  him  out 
some  night  to  take  a  sail  in  the  moonlit  bay, 
and  when  you  get  him  far  away  from  the 
maddening  sound  of  the  city's  revelry  pull 
the  plug  out  of  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  In 
this  way  he  will  become  a  mermaid,  wander- 
ing over  the  pathless  deep  and  cheering  the 
soul  of  the  storm-tossed  mariner  in  the  weary 
moments  of  the  midnight  watch. 


Star  Gazing  at  Vassar  College. 
The  Vassar  girls  have  observed  many   me- 
teors lately.     They  sit  up  late  at  night  for 
this  purpose. 


A  blonde  was  leaning  from  her  college  dor- 
mitory. Time,  one  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
She  seemed  to  be  star-gazing. 

"How  encouraging  it  is,"  I  said,  "thus  to 
see  the  daughters  of  our  beloved  country  ex- 
pending their  mental  forces  on  the  stars  in- 
stead of  the  frippery  dress  and  fashion." 

She  took  out  her  tiny  watch.  "It  is  almost 
time,"  she  murmured. 

"She  has  timed  the  star,"  I  said.  "She's 
got  them  right  down  to  a  dot.  She's  calcu- 
lated their  right  declensions  and  left  conju- 
gal relations  and  corraled  their  revolutions 
to  a- second.  She  knows  perigee  from  apogee 
any  time  of  day." 

But  instead  of  looking  up  at  the  stars,  she 
bent  her  head  downward  to  the  earth.  She 
seemed  to  be  looking  for  something  among 
the  bushes  which  fringed  the  walk. 

"Strange!"  I  remarked.  "Strange!  Per- 
haps the  meteors  come  now  by  another  route; 
by  land  instead  of  air." 

"Why  comes  he  not?"  she  murmured. 
He !  But  doubtless  this  is  a  male  meteor. 
Pst!  pst!  pst!  came  from  the  bushes.  It 
must  have  been  the  hissing  of  a  meteor  cour- 
sing along  the  earth.  My  hair  arose.  These 
celestial  flares  do  hit  occasionally.  Star  dust 
is  rough  if  not  ground  fine,  possibly  in  the 
mills  of  the  gods.  They  are  said  to  grind 
very  fine.  I  don't  know  what  else  they  can 
grind.     Do  you  ? 

Pst!  pst!  came  from  the  bushes.  The  me- 
teor emerged  from  cover. 

"You  said  you'd  be  here  at  eleven  o'clock," 
said  she,  "and  it's  now  near  one." 

She  was  reproving  the  meteor  for  not  ar- 
riving on  time.  Is  not  this  a  proof  of  the 
perfection  reached  by  astronomical  science 
when  a  lovely  girl  may  chide  an  asteroid  for 
not  making  schedule  time  ? 

The  meteor  came  close  up  under  the  dor- 
mitory windows.  A  small  red  light  seemed 
to  glow  over  it.  I  detected  the  fragrance  of 
a  choice  Havana. 

"Drop  me  a  line,  Jane,"  said  the  meteor. 
Was  this  a  crippled  meteor  asking  for  a 
line  to  sustain  it  in  its  flight?  Run  into  pos- 
sibly by  some  tramp  of  a  comet !  Or  off  a 
misplaced  switch — a  switch  in  Berenice's 
hair. 

"Have  you  got  the  things?"  said  the 
blonde. 

"Yes.     Be  quick;  I'm  afraid  of  the  dog." 

The  meteor  was  attaching  something  to  a 

line   dropped  from  a  window.      Up  went  a 

bundle  of  cigarettes.     Up  went  something 

like  a  bottle.     Up  went  a  basket. 

"Have  the  things  come  for  lunch?  O  what 
a  jolly  spread !"  These  remarks  came  from 
the  windows,  out  of  which  a  galaxy  of  young 
and  beautiful  female  heads  appeared. 

"Now,  Gus,  put  this  in  the  paper  for  us, 
won't  you!"  said  the  voice  first  heard. 

A  slip  of  white  paper  slowly  fluttered 
from  the  window  to  the  earth.  Picking  it 
up,  I  saw  and  heard  the  meteor  reading  its 
contents  by  the  light  of  his  cigar  and  mumb- 
ling: "  The — Vassar — girls — have — observed 
— two — hundred — and — thirteen — meteors — 
during — the — present — month." 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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Tile  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

Cattle  exist  by  the  sweat  of  their  browse. 

These  potash  dealers  will  all  swear  to  a 
lye. 

Many  men  of  iron  will  would  sell  their 
souls  fer  rum. 

Men  with  fur-tile  brains  had  better  take  it 
cool  this  summer. 

"Would  a  cheese  factory  struck  by  light- 
ning bejormage  debris? 

Those  persons  that  are  continually  casting 
hints  are  always  foun'  dry. 

"When  you  are  in  a  heated  discussion,  don't 
forge(t)  to  keep  your  temper. 

Most  every  man's  nose  has  "struck  oil" 
every  time  he  entered  a  barber  shop. 

"When  waves  beat  against  the  mouth  of  a 
river,  can  they  be  called  jaw-breakers? 

The  man  that  was  struck  with  a  mazement 
at  the  express  office  has  passed  in  his  checks. 

Ain't  it  about  time  for  some  one  to  say  that 
"Bussia knocked  the  stuffing  out  of  Turkey?" 

Ant  woman  that  will  use  the  expression 
"I  don't  give  a  darn,"  ought  to  be  sock-ed  in 
the  eye. 

"Goat  to,  thou  art  lush,"  as  Nanny  said 
to  her  Billy,  who  had  been  grazing  all  day 
off  the  bock  beer  labels  on  the  kegs. 

"It  is  my  stern  duty,  young  man,"  said 
the  wakeful  father,  as  he  lifted  the  y.  m.  off 
the  stoop  with  a  No.  9  pedal  extrem. 

"We  read  in  a  Scotch  paper  of  a  cow  drown- 
ing in  attempting  to  cross  a  creek.  Verily, 
they  must  have  been  the  waves  of  a  coo  styx. 

Another  woman  has  shot  a  burglar — this 
time  in  Bradford,  Pa.  Before  going  through 
a  house-burglars  should  make  sure  there  is 
nobody  but  men  around. 

An  Illinois  father  of  twins  has  named  the 
helpless  infants  James  Blaine  and  Robert 
Ingersoll — which  is  another  powerful  argu- 
ment against  twins. 

Now  they  claim  that  Philadelphia  is  the 
worst  drained  city  in  the  Union.  That  was 
our  idea  exactly  after  the  Centennial  visitors 
had  departed  for  their  homes. 

A  well-organized  and  modern-improvement 
house-fly  cannot  resist  the  reckless  dissipa- 
tion and  devil-may-care  abandon  of  trying  to 
stand  on  a  slippery  bald-head. 

Tennyson's  first  ambition  in  life  was  to  be 
a  soldier.  He  did  a  braver  thing.  He  wrote 
and  publised  original  poetry.  Perhaps  he 
killed  more  people  too,  who  knows  ? 

When  you  see  an  undertaker  cracking  his 
sides  with  rollicking,  uproarious  laughter 
over  something  in  the  paper,  it's  nothing  but 
an  unusually  fat  column  of  death  notices. 


Bussia  has  secured  a  loan  of  $40,000,000. 
We  know  it,  we  admit,  and  we  begin  to  feel 
a  little  shaky  about  it.  If  we  had  it  to  do 
over  again,  by  gracious,  we  would  not  let  her 
have  it! 

That  May-Bennet  duel  was  a  sad  affair. 
It  is  proved  that  they  fought  with  cannon  at 
ten  paces,  which  accounts  for  the  shower  of 
fresh  meat  that  fell  in  Kentucky  some  time 
previously. 

The  Bev.  Mr.  Piarratanatissaturrunause 
preaches  in  New  Zealand,  and  whenever  a 
native  can  pronounce  his  name  without  swear- 
ing they  consider  him  converted,  and  dress 
him  in  a  plug  hat  and  revolver. 

A  Russian  General  rides  forward  to  the 
Grand  Duke.  "I  have  the  honor,  your  Im- 
perial Highness,  to  announce  a  great  vic- 
tory." "Very  well,  go  on  and  congratulate 
your  troops."     "There  are  none  left." 

A  New  York  reporter  has  just  had  a  couple 
of  car  drivers  arrested  hecause  they  put  him 
off  a  car  on  which  he  alleges  he  had  paid  his 
fare.  It  is  understood  that  this  is  to  be 
made  a  test  case  as  to  whether  a  reporter  can 
ever  be  believed  or  not. 

A  very  indifierent  but  original  water-color 
by  Turner  was  lately  sold  in  London  for  one 
thousand  pounds.  A  big  price  for  a  small 
picture.  By  the  by,  how  much  is  bid  for  the 
water-color  of  the  lake  in  Central  Park  ? 
Here's  a  chance  to  invest  in  something  un- 
ique of  its  kind. 

We  have  never  been  able  to  understand 
how  it  is  that  a  woman,  who  is  apparently 
deaf  when  her  husband  asks  her  where  that 
half-dollar  is  he  left  in  his  pantaloon  pocket 
before  going  to  bed,  can  hear  the  wail  of  her 
two  weeks  old  baby  down  two  flights  of  stairs 
and  through  three  deal  doors. 

A  Kentucky  man,  who  was  pulled  out  the 
river  by  the  hair,  has  sued  his  preserver  for 
$10,000  damages.  It  is  hoped  that  the  latter 
would  have  to  come  down  with  the  cash.  To 
be  mulcted  in  $10,000  damages  might  teach 
him  a  wholesome  lesson  against  pulling  fools 
out  of  a  river  by  the  hair,  and  crippling  the 
prosperity  of  the  town. 

An  old  lady  from  the  country,  upon  seeing 
a  placard  in  a  store  window  announcing  "one 
price  for  all,"  was  mightily  disappointed 
when  she  went  in  and  discovered  that  in- 
stead of  being  able  to  buy  all  in  the  window 
for  one  dollar  and  a  half,  she  must  pay  "one 
price"  for  one  article.  And  now  you  cannot 
disabuse  her  mind  of  tho  idea  tha  that  some 
storekeepers  will  lie. 

On  Sunday  night  Mr.  Blivens  was  quite 
astonished  to  find  a  young  man  with  a  fierce 
moustache  in  the  company  of  his  daughter 
in  the  front  parlor,  and  the  lamp  turned  low, 
and  inquired  indignantly,  "What  are  you 
doing  here,  sir?"  "Hist!"  was  the  reply  of 
the  youth  in  a  warning  voice.  "Not  a  word 
or  all  is  lost.  I  am  a  secret-service  agent  of 
the  Russian  Government."  "Excuse  me, 
sir,"  responded  Mr.  Blivins  hastily.  "That 
being  the  ease,  it's  all  right  of  course.  I  was 
afraid  you  might  be  one  of  those  ordinary 
members  of  the  Legislature  whose  occupation 
appears  to  have  departed. 


His  Honor  and  Bijah. 
The  old  man  was  oiling  the  hinges  of  the 
stove    door    and    carelessly    singing  one  of 
Beethoven's  best,  when  a  middle-aged  woman 
entered  the  station  and  began : 
"Mr.  Joy,  are  you  a  good  man  ?" 
"Wall,  tolerable — tolerable,"   he  replied. 


"I  never  dropped  a  bad  nickle  into  the  street 
car  box,  and  I  don't  go  fishing  on  Sunday." 

"Mr.  Joy,  I  am  canvassing  for  money  to 
buy  Bibles,  and  so  forth,  for  the  African 
heathen,"  she  continued  as  she  exhibited  a 
pass-book. 

"Are'  eh!   Does  he  seem  to  want  a  Bible  ?" 

"He  does.  He  sits  on  the  sands  of  his 
native  shore  and  looks  longingly  this   way." 

"Does,  eh!  Sitting  right  there  this  morn- 
ing, I  'spose  ?" 

"He  is.  How  much  will  you  subscribe, 
Mr.  Joy  ?" 

"Madam,  I've  got  to  lift  a  mortgage  be- 
fore noon  to-day,  and — " 

"You  will  certainly  give  something,"  she 
interrupted. 

"And  I've  got  to  meet  fire  and  life  insur- 
ance, pew  rent,  taxes,  gas  and — " 

"Put  down  what  your  noble  heart  dicta- 
tes," she  said  as  she  handed  him  the   book. 

He  reflected  for  a  moment  and  then  asked : 

"Will  five  dollars  convert  a  heathen — -a 
great  big  two-fisted  heathen,  with  a  stiff 
knee?" 

"I — I  think  so." 

He  figured  with  pencil  on  the  bottom  of  a 
chair,  and  said: 

"Five  dollars  into  two  hundred  pounds  of 
heathen  is  forty  pounds  for  a  dollar.  That 
is  less  see — um — ten  pounps  for  twenty -five 
cents,  and  none  to  carry.  Divide  the  divi- 
dend by  the  divisor,  cut  off  the  cube  root, 
carry  nothing,  and,  madam,  you  take  this 
quarter  and  convert  ten  pounds  of  heathen 
for  me.      That's   all  I  can  spare—  no  use  of 

talking ten     pounds — here     comes     his 

Honor." 

She  went  away  puzzled  and  amazed  at  his 
figures,  and  Bijah  looked  after  her  and 
mused : 

"I  ought  to  have  taken  a  mortgage  on  my 
share  of  that  heathen,  but  I'm  just  that  care- 
less in  business  affairs." 


He  "Was  Correct. 

"Broke  down,  did  you?"  queried  a  Gratiot 
avenue  wagonmaker  yesterday,  as  a  farmer's 
team  hitched  to  the  front  wheels  of  a  wagon 
halted  at  his  door. 

"Mashed  by  the  cars,"  was  the  brief  re- 
ply- 

"Train  struck  you,  eh  ?" 

"Well,  kinder.  I  had  on  a  load  of  fence- 
posts,  and  when  I  reached  the  crossing  the 
train  was  right  at  hand.  I  put  the  whip  on 
to  Sarah,  and  I  give  Bill  a  yank  on  the  lines, 
and  then  I  figgered  on  my  chances.  I'm  a 
whole  four-hoss  team  on  mental  arithmetic, 
I  am,  and  I  warnt  a  minute  calkelating  that 
that  air  locomotive  would  strike  the  off  hind 
wheel  of  my  wagon.  Bill  reared  up;  Sarah 
shied,  and  the  eugine  tooted  over  four  hun- 
dred times  a  minute,  but  I  had  them  figgers 
right  down  fine." 

"The  engine  ran  into  your  wagon,  did  it?" 

"Of  course  it  did — struck  that  hind  wheel 
exactly  as  I  calkelated,  lifted  me  just  as  high 
as  I  calkelated,  landed  them  horses  and  fence 
posts  where  I  calkelated,  and  now  I  calke- 
late  that  you  want  about  $20  to  repair  the 
busts  on  this  vehicle  !" 

He  was  right  on  that,  too.  Nothing  like 
arithmetic. 
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HUGGING-  THE   FENCE. 

BT    J.    W.    MOBGAX. 

Roses  ?    Yes,  they're  sweet  enough, 

Don't  know  much  about  'em; 
Girl,  I'm  courting  does,  you  know, 

Couldn't  do  without  'em. 
Always  tote  a  handful  down, 

Seems  to  take  it  kindly, 
Don't  lose  any  points,  you  know, 

Go  at  nothing  blindly. 

Like  to  see  her  smell  the  things, 

Talks  about  their  mottoes. 
Chats  of  lovers'  trysting  place, 

Sylvun  shades  and  grottoes — 
Don't  know  what  it's  all  about, 

Rather  new  impression, 
Always  lived  in  town,  you  know — 

Guess  she  is  a  fresh  one. 

Kind  of  one  I'm  looking  for, 

Find  6he  doesn't  bore  me, 
Don't  expect  too  much,  and  shan't 

Ask  her  to  adore  me. 
Gov 'nor  is  all  right,  old  boy, 

Count  on  him  to  wield  her. 
Won  him  something  comf'terable 

Last  week  on  a  fielder. 

Doubled  up  my  own  to  boot, 

Things  are  moving  kindly — 
Working  on  heart  meanwhile, 

Go  at  nothing  blindly. 
Do  not  speak  from  vanity. 

Flatter  'self  I'll  win  her; 
Shouldn't  be  too  certain,  though, 

Plenty  spirit  in  her. 


His  Poor  Theory. 
Frank  Longstreet  'went  into  a  saloon  on 
Gratiot  Avenue,  picked  of  a  twenty-five 
pound  chunk  of  ice,  and  was  walking  away 
when  arrested.  He  had  a  sulky  obstinate 
look  on  his  face  as  he  was  brought  before  the 
bar,  and  he  looked  up  at  the  clock  and 
growled : 

"I'm  in  a  hurry  to  get  away  from  here!" 
"One  great  cause  of  the  increased  ratio  of 
mortality  in  this  country,"  slowly  replied  his 
Honor  as  he  leaned  back  and  felt  for  another 
fig,  "is  haste  and  impatience.  You  have  24 
hours  in  a  day,  and  seven  days  in  a  week, 
Mr.  Longstreet,  and  there's  no  need  of  haste 
in  your  case.     Be  calm,  prisoner." 

"I  won't  keep  still — I  won't  be  calm!"  ex- 
claimed the  man. 

"Oh,  yes,  you  will.  I've  been  looking  you 
over,  and  I  know  you  will.  What  made  you 
take  that  ice?" 

"It  was  mine  as  much  as  his — that's  why!" 
"Explain  yourself." 

"Didn't  Nature  make  water,  your  Honor?" 
"She  did." 

"And  is  ice  anything  but  frozen  water?" 
"It  is  not." 

"Well,  isn't  water  called  man's  free  bever- 
age ?" 

"It  is,  Mr.  Longstreet;  your  theory  is  per- 
fectly correct.  You  burn  wood  at  your  house, 
Nature  made  wood.  She  forrests  were  here 
before  we  were,  therefore,  any  one  can  drive 
up  and  cart  off  your  woodpile.  If  your  theo- 
ry is  a  good  one  so  is  mine." 

The  man  scratched  his  ear,  pondered  deep- 
ly, and  taking  three  dollars  from  his  vest 
pocket  he  placed  the  money  on  the  desk  and 
whispered:  "Call it  square!  I'm  a  consarned 

fool,  and  you  are ?" 

If  he  meant  "ditto"  he  didn't  say  so. 


Wet  goods — Bathing  suits. 

It  is  said  that  most  of  the  whisky  seizures 
in  San  Francisco  take  place  in  the  saloons. 
Each  San  Franciscan  seizes  about  four  fingers 
of  it. 

Mr.  McPeak,  of  Korbel's  Station,  Sonoma 
County,  sends  us  a  specimen  of  oats  which 
have  gained  the  extraordinary  altitude  of  9 
feet. 

There  is  an  opening  for  one  more  party  in 
this  city — a  party  which  shall  resolve  that  the 
national  debt  should  be  paid  in  shirt  but- 
tons. 

The  scales  of  justice  are  for  the  weight  of 
the  transgressor — but  in  the  case  of  a  default- 
ing Savings  Bank  President  they  are  not  al- 
ways accurate. 

A  North  Beach  baby  ate  a  box  of  blacking 
on  Sunday  afternoon,  and  the  happy  parents 
are  confident  the  youngster  will  shine  in 
polished  society. 

The  last  will  and  testament  of  W.  S. 
O'Brien  has  been  admitted  to  probate,  the 
property  being  sworn  to  as  amounting  to 
about  $6,000,000.  The  firm  of  Flood  & 
O'Brien  have  been  taxed  as  the  possessors  of 
$700,000.  Here  is  a  problem  for  some  aspi- 
ring mathematician. 

The  energy  and  forsight  of  the  British  Go- 
vernment in  fortifying  Victoria  in  British 
Columbia,  must  be  evident  to  all.  If  Great 
Britain  would  only  throw  an  embankment 
around  the  North  Pole  the  movement  would 
doubtless  so  completely  overawe  the  Rus- 
sians that  all  war  talk  on  their  part  would 
instantly  cease. 

There  is  no  truth  in  the  rumor  that  the 
Russian  war  vessel,  which  has  been  lying  in 
port  for  some  time,  has  challenged  the  two 
English  men-of-war — lately  arrived — to  mor- 
tal combat  on  next  Sunday  morning.  We 
make  this  announcement  authoratatively 
having  telegraphed  to  St.  Petersburg  and 
London  to  ascertain  the  facts. 

A  man  of  facts  and  figures  like  Mr.  Sum- 
ner, should  be  careful  when  he  makes  a  state- 
ment, because  his  slightest  whisper  is  no 
sooner. uttered  than  it  is  flashed  from  pole  to 
pole  by  those  finds  incarnate,  Press  corres- 
pondents.    Now  how  will  it  look  when   the 


people  of  London  take  up  their  morning 
Times  and  read  that  Mr.  S.  described  the 
Reverend  Horatio  Stebbens  as  a  native  of 
Massachusetts,  whereas,  in  truth  and  in  fact, 
he  is  a  bold  American  from  the  North  of  Ire- 
land. 

Dr.  Shorb  was  in  a  candid  humor  the  other 
night  at  Piatt's  Hall.  He  admitted  that  the 
Democracy  would  probably  suffer  defeat  at 
the  coming  election;  he  even  went  further, 
he  admitted  that  it  deserved  it,  that  it  had 
been  untrue  to  the  sacred  trust  committed  to 
its  care.  And,  strange  to  say,  his  audience 
agreed  with  his  sentiments  with  an  enthusi- 
asm which  was  remarkable.  It  is  interest- 
ing in  this  connection  to  recollect  that  the 
Doctor  is  generally  regarded  as  a  '  'ring  po- 
litician" of  the  worst  stamp. 

We  have  a  qualified  respect  for  "the 
cloth."  We  can  respect  it  in  the  pulpit,  even 
while  it  is  spouting  out  volumes  of  conclu- 
sions which  the  premises  do  not  sustain.  We 
can  still  entertain  a  little  respect  for  it  while 
it  is  going  for  the  "loaves  and  fishes"  with 
an  impoliteness  which  is  only  excusable  on 
the  ground  of  extreme  hunger.  But  when  it 
makes  its  appearance  on  the  political  plat- 
form it  disgusts  us;  it  fills  us  with  loathing 
and  contempt.  The  pastor  who  resides  at  th« 
corner  of  Hyde  and  Pine  streets  and  the  Pre- 
sident of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  may  take  this  item 
as  personal  or  not  according  as  they  think 
the  shoe  fits. 

A  man  dropped  dead  in  the   neighborhood 
of  Healdsburg  the  other  day,  and  a  jury  were 
summoned  together  to  inquire  into  the  cause 
of  his  sudden  demise  who  returned  the  fol- 
lowing remarkable  verdict:  "We,  the  under- 
signed jurymen,  summoned   to   inquire   into 
the  cause  of  the  death  of  W.  W.    Smith,   do 
find  that  deceased  was  named  William  W. 
Smith,  a  native  of  Ohio,  aged  40  years;  that 
he  came  to  his  death  on  the  30th  day  of  May, 
1878,  from  natural  causes,  the  exact  nature  of 
which    we    did    not    determine."    Shades   of 
Blackstone,  Bave  us  before  we  burst!      They 
didn's  determine  the  "exact  nature"   of  the 
cause  of  death.     Then  how  did  they  arrive 
at  the  conclusion  that  it  was  "natural?"  We 
suppose  subtle  poisons,  which  cause  people 
to  drop  down  dead,  were  never  heard   of  in 
Healdsburg.     The  simple-minded  people  of 
that  region  never  heard  of  autopsies.      Pos- 
sibly   they  wouldn't  know  one  from  a  new 
reaper.     There  is,  evidently,  an  air  of  inno- 
cence  pervades  the   atmosphere  of  Sonoma 
that  one  would  hardly  expect  to  meet  with  in 
California;  an  air  of  rural  simplicity   that  is 
positively    refreshing    in    these    degenerate 
days.     We  are  going  to  live  in   Healdsburg 
ourselves — for  a    short    time  at  least.     We 
have  a  wife  who  has  been  a  thorn  in  our  side 
for  a  long  number  of  years.     We  would  have 
been  divorced  long  ago,  but  she  has  a  little 
property  which,  in  such  an  event,  she  would 
take  with  her.     So  we  are  going  to  Healds- 
burg. The  air  of  Healdsburg  agrees  with  some 
people  and  it  disagrees  with  others.     It   will 
agree  with  us,  we  think,  and  it  will  disagree 
with  her,  we  know.    But  hush !  we  must  dis- 
emble,  we  are  giving  ourselves  away. 

FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 
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CALIFOBNIA   THEATKE. 

Throughout  the  week  Mr.  Jefferson  has 
continued  his  inimitable  personation  of  the 
simple  old  dutehman,  Kip  Van  Winkle, 
whose  only  fault  lies  in  his  weakness  for  the 
cup  which  cheers  the  weary  heart.  During 
the  engagement,  as  was  expected,  good 
houses  have  welcomed  the  actor,  and  been 
welcomed  by  the  management  and  their 
treasurer.  By  degrees,  as  the  company  have 
become  more  familiar  with  their  roles,  the 
piece  has  run  smoother  and  smoother  until  a 
perfect  representation  has  been  reached.  On 
Friday  evening  Mr.  Jefferson  took  a  benefit, 
presenting  a  double  bill,  consisting  of  "The 
Rivals"  and  "A  Regular  Fix,"  he  himself  as- 
suming the  leading  characters.  On  Monday 
next  "Baby"  will  be  presented  with  Joe  as 
"Tracy  Coach." 

Baldwin's. 

On  Monday  evening  last,  a  society  comedy 
in  five  acts,  entitled  "Shams"  was  presented. 
It  is  from  the  pen  of  Piercy  Wilson.  The 
plot  of  the  piece  turns  on  the  disgrace  and 
trouble  which  fell  upon  a  Washington  states- 
man through  his  wife  entertaining  aspirations 
to  be  a  leader  of  fashion.  As  is  usual  there 
is  a  bad  man  who  leads  her  into  all  kinds  of 
wrong,  and  another  man,  the  lady's  brother, 
who  gets  on  the  track  of  what  is  going  on  and 
lays  himself  out  to  foil  the  villian's  schemes. 
There  are  a  uumber  of  supplemental  char- 
acters and  the  necessary,  from  a  dramatic 
point  of  view,  complications.  In  the  end 
everything  is  straightened  out,  everybody  is 
happy,  virtue  triumphs  and  vice  is  defeated. 
One  is  tempted  to  wonder,  occasionally,  why 
it  is  that  right  always  triumphs  and  wrong  is 
always  defeated — on  the  stage;  because  in 
real  life  it  is  usually  exactly  the  reverse. 
"Shams"  is  creditably  played  by  the  Union 
Square  Company  and  attracts  fair  houses. 

BUSH    STBEET  THEATBE. 

Harrington  and  Hart's  Combination  con- 
tinue to  draw  good  houses  with  the  '  'Doyle 
Brothers."  It  is  a  peculiarity  of  our  theatre 
going  population,  and  speaks  volumes  for 
their  mental  to  development,  that  anything 
which  appeals  a  fine  appreciation  of  the  redi- 
culous,  or  to  the  brutal  sensual  passions  will 
always  be  well  supported.  On  the  other 
hand  that  which  appeals  to  the  higher  na- 
ture and  nobler  sentiments  and  impulses  of 
manhood  receive  but  a  trifling  support. 
woodward's  qabdens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 


don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

cues. 
While  the  Williamsons  are  making  a  thou- 
sand dollars  a  week  out  of  "Struck  Oil,"  the 
author  is  following  the  profession  of  a  white 
washer  in  San  Francisco,  at  $2  per  day. 

Master  Leopold  Lichtenberg  gave  a  fare- 
well concert  at  Piatt's  Hall  on  Tuesday  even- 
ing last.  The  hall  was  filled  with  an  appre- 
ciative and  cultured  audience,  and  the  con- 
cert was,  in  an  artistic  sense,  an  unequivo- 
cal success. 

Alluding  to  the  report  that  Lydia  Thomp- 
son has  sued  for  the  usual  divorce,  the  Buf- 
falo Express  thoughtfully  remarks:  "We  sup- 
pose the  gentleman  has  not  been  conducting 
himself  properly.  Lydia  is  very  particular 
with  her  husbands." 

Count  Johannes  has  had  another  circus, 
this  time  in  Jersey  City,  where  he  and  Mis3 
Fairbanks  attempted  to  play  "Romeo  and 
Juliet."  The  curtain  was  run  down  about  9 
o'clock,  amid  great  confusion,  fish-horns  be- 
ing the  only  sound  distinguishable. 

We  find  this  in  a  Cincinnati  paper:  "About 
fifteen  years  ago  the  New  Idea  variety  show 
was  a  resort  of  miners  in  San  Francisco.  A 
feature  of  the  nightly  performance  was  a  reel 
in  which  girls  of  fourteen  to  sixteen  danced. 
There  was  much  rivalry  among  them,  and  the 
audience  was  generally  enthusiastic.  Otto 
Burbank,  a  veteran  minstrel,  says  that  the 
well  known  Lotta  was  one  of  the  favorites, 
and  that  she  there  learned  the  dancing  and 
banjo  playing  with  which  she  still  pleases 
her  audiences.  Another  was  Maggie  Moore 
now  Mrs.  Williamson,  the  mainstay  of  suc- 
cessful "Struck  Oil."  Sophie  and  Jennie 
Worrell,  the  burlesque  actresses,  were  also 
of  the  company. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  *" 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.      By 


filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,   $4  a  year.     35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


GAEDEN_  HOSE. 

50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $5.75 

W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    G-ASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


17-STRINGED 


GITMEE  MS! 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined-  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


W^m.      SHJUS. 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 
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WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and   Sunday,  June    8th 
and  9th. 

An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
ether  with  new 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


$66 


u  week  In  your  own  town.   Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  ii  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


W.  E.  Chamheblain,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


JOHN    ROBL 


Cl.r)T  T\  Any  worker  can  make  $12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
\J\JJ-ixJ  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


The  best  quality  of  stall-fed  Meats   always   on   hand 
at  the  LOWEST  MARKET  RATES, 

5  &  6  California  Market, 

SAN    FRANCISCO. 
Goods  delivered  free  of  charge  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 


p.  KisiiXiir, 

'rln  B§ 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


fiihricating  (j^ompaiincl 


AND   CUPS. 


One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing:  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling-  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oilB  or  tallow 
are  used. 

KatzensteirTs  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

K.  HOE  A  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 

•3*^  *7It^W. >/•*"     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
^x^HAj*/^«       out  aI1y  0f  tne  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  milis,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.     Address 

H.  L.  TATUM,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  F. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back   of 
the   ankle   as   to  protect  it 
from  wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
around   the  ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


dJK   4-f\  *UOf"l  Per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  S5  free. 
<Pt»    IU  <P£l\J  Address  Stinson  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


SUBSCKIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

It^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


$5.00 
$20.00 


PANTS  to  Order 
SUITS  from    -    - 

—THE— 

BEST1  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny   Street,  cor.  California. 

mar!6-4moB 


Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dieeotoe. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,   free   of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


HIBERUIA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesident , C.  D.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES: 

M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tbeascbee EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attobney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR   • 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re* 
liable  Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 

A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 

.Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf  '      

San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


SUMMER    ARRANGEMENT. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JUNE  10th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


7AA  A,  U.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Mail  and  Express 
•  v \J  train  via  Donahue,  for  Petaluina,  Santa  Rosa,  Healds- 
burg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Stage  connection  at  Santa 
Rosa  for  Mark  Went  Springs;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's  Springs- 
at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  THE  GEYSERS. 

^Connections  made  at  Fulton  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  the 
Russian  River  and  the  Redwoods. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  7.55  P.  M.] 


3f\f\  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Expres 
*  V/  KS  hue.  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations. 


Dona- 
Stage  connec- 
tion at  Lakeville   for  Sonoma. 

Round  Trip  Tickets,  good  from  Saturday  till  following  Monday 
Donahue,  $1.50;  Petaluina,  $2.00;  Santa  Roga,  §3.00;    Healdsburg, 
34.00;  Cloverdale,  S5.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  12.55  P.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 

8/"|/"|  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•  \J\J   and   way   statians. 

Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  81.00,   Petaluma,  $1.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forreatville,   Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel'B  and   Guerneville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 


^.Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .A_lii*eiis  &;  Co. 

Proprietors. 


'YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Memg  asd  lmi@llig@a@§  Mmream 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANS"  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

SKIS    IS    OVB    SIDE    OF 


SOOtLATS 

AQUARIUM. 


augll-3mos 


G.    BAYREUTHER, 

—PRACTICAL— 

iit!L 


er. 


Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 


STOVES,  RANCF.S,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRONWARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

50.    226    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Mewspsp§rrj  Bmk  #  J@S>  Primigr® 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


nov!7-tf 


C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.   KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


crry  j/i/o  cou/vr/ty  orders  f/iOMPrir  ^rrsAmeo  to  ■  'ws 


— AT— 

JIuIler's  Optical  Depot. 

135  Montgomery,  near  Bnsu.  ; 
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735 


DOANE     <Sc    CO. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell   Oysters, 

Stall  No.  93,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


JJm  HICKS  <5fe  eo., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

jan5-tf 


SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Kails,  Freckles,  "Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GER4RD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  IBTJIRlSrS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  E.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between   J  and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITEOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Kooni  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  o 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.      Established  j 
.  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of  I 
\all  diseases  of  the  urinary   and  gen-  j 
jjerative  organs,  and  all  physical  coij-  j 
nditians  of  weakness  consequent  upou  l 
gthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases   and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The   sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.     The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
And  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices.    DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.   Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CURED 
AT  HOME.     All  communications   strictly   confiden- 
tial.    Charges  reasonable.     Call  or  write.     Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON",  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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SATURDAY,  JUNE  22,  1878. 

In  making  our  appearance  this  week,  we 
feel  it  to  be  our  duty  to  ourselves,  and  to 
that  portion  of  the  public  who  have  been 
good  enough  to  favor  us  with  their  support, 
to  offer-  a  word  or  two  of  explanation  regard- 
ing the  illustration  which  appeared  on  the 
first  page  of  our  last  week's  issue.  The  pri- 
mary object  in  the  pictorial  portion  of  a  jour- 
nal of  the  "Wasp's  class  is  to  represent  the 
leading  and  current  events  of  the  day  in  such 
a  manner  that — either  through  sarcasm,  hu- 
mor, or  allegory — that  which  is  accidentally 
erroneous  or  designedly  bad  is  rendered 
glaringly  apparent  to  the  mind  of  the  most 
casual  observer.  The  public  sentiment  is  by 
this  means  often  aroused  to  a  sense  of  what 
is  right,  prudent,  just,  and  reasonable,  when 
it  would  otherwise  be  untouched  by  the  force 
of  logical  argument.  But  in  doing  this  the 
greatest  care  and  delicacy  is  requisite,  in 
dealing  with  many  subjects,  in  order  to  avoid 
transcending  the  limits  of  propriety.  It  has 
been  said  with  irresistable  force  and  truth 
that  "he  who  toueheth  pitch  shall  be  defiled" 
and  at  the  present  moment  we  are  able  to 
appreciate  to  the  fullest  extent  the  strength 
of  that  aphorism.  In  the  illustration,  to 
which  we  have  referred,  it  was  our  intention 
to  present  to  our  readers  the  person  alluded 
to  in  his  true  colors.  We  will  now  freely 
and  candidly  admit  that  we  were  surprised 
at  the  realistic  effect  of  the  side  views.  The 
"Wasp  claims  to  be  a  journal  laboring  in  the 
best  interests  of  society  and  morality,  and,  as 
such,  desires  at  all  times  to  avoid  that  which 
is  purient  or  repulsive  to  the  most  delicate 
sense  of  propriety. 


Our  G-reatness  in  Crookedness. 

STOCK   GAMBLING. 

Last  week  we  alluded  to  the  evil  results 
which  accrued  to  this  community  through 
following  this  pernicious  habit.  There  is, 
perhaps,  nothing  more  destructive  to  the 
moral  perceptions  of  right  and  wrong  than 
the  feelings  which  are  engendered  by  indulg- 
ing in  games  of  chance.  The  worst  passions 
the  human  heart  is  capable  of  containing  are 
thereby  aroused.  In  the  mad  excitement 
produced  by  the  varying  humors  of  fortune, 
the  most  evenly  balanced  mind  will  give  way; 
in  the  heat  of  that  unholy  struggle  for  gold, 
the  most  upright  man  will  fall  down,  will 
give  way  to  the  evil  promptings  of  his  baser 
nature  and  take  advantage  of  unfair  and  dis- 
honorable means  to  gain  success.  Carried 
away  in  the  current  of  aroused  avarice  he 
will  freely  squander  the  last  cent  of  that  which 
belongs  more  to  those  who  are  dependent  on 
him  than  to  himself,  and  when  that  is  gone, 
sftll  hoping  against  hope,  he  will  put  in  peril 
that  which  the  friendship  and  confidence  of 
a  dying  bed  has  placed  in  his  keeping,  or 
will  betray  the  trust  reposed  in  him  by  an 
easy-going,  kind-hearted  employer.  That  is 
the  effect  which  this  habit  has  upon  men 
who  would  otherwise  form  the  most  reliable, 
trustworthy,  and  honorable,  members  of  so- 
ciety; and  if  is  so  in  their  case,  what  must 
the  effect  be  on  those  who  belong  to  that 
more  numerous  class  who  are  naturally  in- 
clined to  drift  into  venality. 

In  "stock  gambling"  as  practiced  on  this 
Coast,  the  persons  engaged  may  be  divided 
into  three  classes,  the  brokers,  the  operators, 
and  the  public.  The  brokers  occupy  a  posi- 
tion analogous  to  that  of  the  croupier  of  the 
faro  bank,  the  operator  to  that  of  the  banker 
and  the  public  to  that  of  the  victims.  In 
manipulating  a  stock  swindle  the  ingenuity 
displayed  on  Pine  and  California  streets  by 
the  manipulators,  amounts  to  positive  genius, 
while  the  innocent  credulity  of  the  public  is 
simply  sublime.  A,  B  and  C  put  their  heads 
together  and  concoct  a  plan  by  which  they 
design  gaining  possession  of  the  manage- 
ment of  a  mining  adventure.  If  the  returns 
from  the  property  are  at  all  satisfactory,  the 
first  step  is  to  secure  the  co-operation  of  the 
person  in  charge  of  the  mine.  That  being 
established  the  next  step  in  the  plot  is  the 
sudden  discovery  that  the  workings  have  run 
into  bad  ground,  that  a  new  shaft  will  have 
to  be  sunk,  that  the  machinery  and  plant  is 
played  out  and  will  have  to  be  replaced,  in 
short  that  there  is  a  pressing  need  for  the  ex- 
penditure of  a  sum  of  money  sufficient  to  bank- 
rupt the  Bank  of  England  before  the  mine 
can  be  expected  to  produce  anything  like 
paying  results.  A  newspaper  having  been 
subsidised  all  these  things  are  trumpeted 
forth  in  clarion  tones,  the  result  being  that 
the  timid  portion  of  the  stock-holders  at  once 
throw  their  script  upon  the  market  and  the 
stock,  which  has  been  wavering,  at  once  feels 
the  pressure  and  starts  upon  the  downward 
track  with  a  rapidity  which  is  perfectly  alar- 
ming. When  it  has  reached  as  low  a  depth 
as  in  their  judgment  it  is  likely  to,  the  com- 
bination, or  their  agents,   at  once  commence 


in  a  quiet  unaustentatious  way  buying  up  all 
they  can  run  across,  and  when  they  have  se- 
cured sufficient  for  the  purpose,  the  manage- 
ment of  the  mine  is  ousted  and  themselves 
or  their  tools  put  in  its  place.  From  that 
stage  of  the  game  there  are  different  courses 
pursued  according  as  the  exigencies  of  the 
case  commend  one  or  the  other  to  the  judg- 
ment of  the  spoilators.  Sometimes  the  mine 
is  worked  to  great  advantage  and  the  whole 
of  its  earnings  appropriated  by  the  manage- 
ment through  such  slim  devises  as  supplying 
timbers,  crushing  quartz,  etc.,  at  about  five 
times  their  actual  value — this  is  done  by 
means  of  dummies  and  figure-head  contrac- 
tors, of  course.  At  other  times  the  accession 
of  the  new  management  is  the  signal  for  a 
wholesale  attack  on  the  pockets  of  the  re- 
maining share-holders  by  means  of  assess- 
ment levies;  under  the  influence  of  this  pres- 
sure, the  stock  still  further  declines  until  it 
reaches  what  is  termed  "bed-rock"  and  there 
it  is  kept  until  the  organizers  of  the  "deal" 
have  secured  enough  to  satisfy  their  rapacity. 
When  that  is  done,  measures  are  at  once 
taken  to  send  it  bounding  upwards,  reports 
of  extraordinary  developments  and  strikes 
go  floating  around,  wash-sales  at  high  figures 
take  place  in  the  open  board,  clacquers  are 
sent  upon  the  street  to  sing  the  praises  of  the 
coming  "bonanza,"  and,  when  the  fish  are 
worked  up  to  the  biting  point,  the  holders 
unload  themselves  at  prices  which  are  equal 
to  three  or  four  times  the  real  value  of  the 
stock.  That  is  the  modus  operandi  by  which 
the  large  operators  operate.  That  is  the  way 
in  which  many  of  those  palatial  mansions  on 
Nob  Hill  are  built,  but  it  is  only  one  out  of  a 
large  number  of  the  tricks  which  are  resorted 
to  in  "stock  gambling."  And  yet  they  who 
are  daily  engaged  in  such  transactions  are  re- 
garded as  honorable  men;  are  recognized  in 
society;  are  adulated,  are  worshipped,  for 
being  the  possessors  of  wealth  which  has 
been  acquired  by  those  very  means.  The 
bunko  player,  the  man  with  the  timbles  and 
pea,  if  they  cheat  a  "green  horn"  from  the 
country  out  of  a  few  dollars,  are  proper  sub- 
jects for  the  corrective  influences  of  thejieni- 
tentiary;  but  these  men  who  rob  the  widow 
and  the  orphan,  who  ruthlessly  destroy  hap- 
py homes,  who  create  untold  suffering  and 
anguish,  are  fit  subjects  for  deification. 
Surely  we  are  a  great  people — great  in 
"crookedness." 


The  Electoral  System. 
At  the  close  of  the  last  Presidential  elec- 
tion when,  after  a  heated  contest,  the  popu- 
lar will  as  expressed  at  the  ballot  box  was 
undecided — left,  in  fact,  to  the  sweet  pleas- 
ure of  such  men  as  Anderson,  of  Louisiana, 
McLin,  of  Florida,  and  Cronin,  of  Oregon — 
while  the  country  hung  for  months  upon  the 
ragged  edge  of  revolution,  a  well  founded 
impression  spread  amongst  the  people  that 
our  present  electoral  system  must  be,  in 
some  respects,  deficient.  As  a  rule  the  sen- 
timents and  impressions  of  the  populace  do 
not  find  much  favor  amongst  the  gentlemen 
who  have  made  politics  their  trade  or  advo- 
cation in  life.  On  this  occasion,  however, 
singular  to  relate,  the  popular  mind  and  the 
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Congressional  mind  seemed  to  run  in  the 
same  direction — to  an  extent,  at  least.  While 
the  popular  mind  was  impregnated  with  the 
idea  that  the  unsatisfactory  result  of  the 
election  was  the  legitimate  outcome  of  a  bad 
system  in  the  hands  of  worse  men;  the  mind 
of  the  "political  machine"  was  imbrued  with 
the  belief  that  an  alteration  could  be  devised 
which  would  more  effectually  place  in  its 
hands  the  power  to  rule  or  ruin  the  country. 
So  that,  though  running  in  a  similar  direc- 
tion to  a  certain  length,  the  desires  of  the 
rulers  and  those  of  the  ruled  diverged  at 
that  important  point  where  practical  results 
are  found. 

Upon  the  meeting  of  the  Congress  at  pre- 
sent in  session,  a  committee  was  appointed 
and  charged  with  the  duty  of  considering  the 
present  method  of  electing  the  President  and 
Vice-President,  and  suggesting  such  altera- 
tions as  might  be  seen  desirable.  Starting, 
as  they  did,  with  views,  about  what  was  the 
desideratum  to  be  reached,  differing  widely 
from  those  entertained  by  the  common  herd 
who  compose  the  body  social,  it  is,  perhaps, 
not  very  surprising  that  the  result  of  their 
labors  has  been  unsatisfactory.  If  a  few 
men  of  the  statesman  class  were  to  put  their 
heads  together  with  the  intention  of  fashion- 
ing a  plan  by  which  the  voice  of  the  people 
be  heard  unmixed  with  the  tones  of  fraud 
they  would,  no  doubt,  find  the  task  a  some- 
what difficult  one;  and  all  the  more  so  be- 
cause their  object  would  be  to  devise  a  sys- 
tem which  would  insure  that  the  result  of 
an  election  would  be  in  accordance  with  the 
expressed  wishes  of  the  people,  and  to  debar 
the  "political  machine"  from  establishing  an 
Empire  under  the  name  and  guise  of  a  Re- 
public. But  though  the  task  might  be  a 
difficult  one,  we  are  fully  persuaded  that 
"thought"  and  "patriotism"  would  surmount 
those  difficulties,  would  rise  above  them  as 
easily  as  the  strong  pinions  of  the  eagle  can 
soar  above  the  crags  of  the  highest  and  most 
rugged  mountain. 

The  committee  to  which  we  have  referred  has 
produced  a  report.  In  fact,  to  preserve  that 
accuracy  and  precision  of  statement  which 
alwa3rs  characterises  our  utterances,  it  has 
produced  two  reports.  It  is,  by  the  way, 
worthy  of  a  passing  notice,  as  illustrative  of 
the  class  of  men  who  are  now  in  public  life, 
that  for  years  past  no  committee  has  ever 
met  to  consider  any  question,  great  or  small, 
who  have  been  able  to  agree  upon  a  report. 
Two  or  more  reports  have  invariably  been 
produced  as  the  result  of  their  labors,  and 
those  reports  simply  embodied  the  already 
well  known  views  which  it  suited  the  parti- 
cular clique  or  party  to  which  the  subscri- 
bers belonged  to  advocate  and  support.  In 
this  case,  however,  we  have  two  reports — 
with  nothing  in  them.  Judging  the  gentle- 
men who  formed  this  committee  by  their 
work,  we  are  reluctantly  forced  to  the  con- 
clusion, that  they  must  be  shallow-brained 
and  incapable  of  taking  anything  more  than 
a  superficial  view  of  great  questions  of  State, 
or  that  they  deliberately  and  designedly 
shirked  the  issue  when  they  found  that  there 
was  no  apparent  way  of  throwing  a  more  ef- 
fective barrier  between  the  people  and  their 
choice. 


The  Presidential  election  is  a  national  one 
and  should  be  conducted  upon  that  basis. 
In  voting  for  the  chief  executive  officer  of 
the  Federal  Government,  the  people  are  not 
voting  as  citizens  of  any  particular  Com- 
monwealth, but  as  citizens  of  the  United 
States.  The  result  of  such  an  election  should 
bo  in  accordance  with  the  will  of  the  majori- 
ty— the  majority  of  the  people  of  the  whole 
country,  not  of  any  particular  State  or  num- 
ber of  States.  And  above  all  other  things, 
measures  should  be  devised  which  would  pre- 
vent any  semblance  of  fraud  in   its   conduct. 


[See   Double-page   Illustration. 1 

Around  the  "World. 

There  are,  perhaps,  but  few  things  more 
instructive  than  to  pause  for  a  moment  in 
the  busy  turmoil  of  life  and  take  comprehen- 
sive survey  of  the  doings  of  the  great  world 
of  which  we  form  but  a  uit.  To  contempla- 
tively view  the  occurrances  which  are  taking 
place  around  us,  and  the  jealousies  and  po- 
licies which  form  the  impelling  motive  for  the 
various  dramas  and  comedies  which  are  be- 
ing enacted.  The  great  delineator  of  things 
human,  Shakespeare,  has  told  us  that  "all 
the  world's  a  stage,"  and  that  the  life  of  each 
one  of  us  is  but  the  personation  of  the  little 
part  which  the  stage  manager  has  alloted  to 
us.  Judging  from  our  artist's  illustration  it 
would  seem  as  though  there  might  be  a  good 
deal  of  favoritism  in  making  the  "cast."  For 
example,  the  most  central  figure  represents 
Mr.  Bone-it-all,  of  Musical  Festival  fame. 
He  is  in  a  very  unenviable  frame  of  mind, 
having  just  expended  the  last  dollar  of  his 
own  private  means  in  paying  off  a  part  of  the 
liabilities  of  the  great  performance  and  hav- 
ing generously  undertaken  to  load  himself 
with  the  liquidation  of  the  balance — if  he  is 
allowed  to  do  it  outside  of  the  State  Prison. 
While  just  above  him  on  the  right  hand  side 
is  the  celebrated  ex-President,  resting  pla- 
cidly on  a  luxurious  bed  of  European  roses, 
and  dreamiug  sweetly  of  a  third  term  with  a 
subsequent  crown  and  sceptre.  And  on  the 
left  of  him  is  seen  the  advancing  figure  of 
the  gallant  and  distinguished — a — hem — com- 
placently progressing  towards  our  ducats 
and  adoration.  Mr.  B.  might  well  exclaim 
what  have  these  men  done  that  the  lines 
should  fall  to  them  in  such  pleasant  places, 
while  I,  who  designed  and  brilliantly  exe- 
cuted a  project  which  gave  exquisite  pleasure 
to  countless  thousands  and  bilked  a  few  of 
the  shrewdest  journalists  in  the  city,  am  pes- 
tered and  bothered,  and  spoken  ill  of.  The 
ways  of  Providence,  dear  boy,  are  mysteri- 
ous. 

In  the  illustration,  it  will  be  observed,  that 
while  the  Kaffer  is  defying  the  powers  of  the 
royal  Victoria  and  the  gentle  Indian  has 
taken  to  his  usual  Summer  amusement;  the 
police  force  of  Oakland  are  establishing  law 
and  order  in  society — and,  it  might  be  added, 
staring  ladies  out  of  countenance.  In  the 
lower  left  hand  corner  will  be  lound  a  com- 
prehensive summary  of  home  doings,  and  in 
the  right  hand  corner  opposite  the  sum  and 
substance  of  national  politics  is  epitomized. 
In  the  upper  right  hand  corner  the  vivacious 
Gaul  is  holding  his  mammoth  show  in  utter 


oblivion  to,  or  disregard  of,  the  fact  that  the 
"heathen  Chinee"  is  starving,  or  that  the 
fenians  are  "make  believe"  to  enter  Canada, 
or  that  the  Czar  and  the  Empress  are  only 
prevented  from  pitching  into  each  other  by 
the  mediatory  efforts  of  the  shadow  which 
stands  behind  them.  He  hollers  out  to  the 
world:  "Step  up  gentlemen  and  have  a  look," 
and  never  once  pauses  to  listen  to  the  swar- 
thy Spaniard  crying  pax  over  the  prostrate 
body  of  the  ever  faithful  isle,  or  to  observe 
the  ships  of  his  old  enemy  running  each 
other  down  and  her  Emperor  bleeding  from 
the  wounds  of  his  own  subjects. 


[  See  Illustration."! 
H.  M.  S.  "Shah.'- 


This  vessel  which  visited  our  port  a  few 
days  ago,  is  regarded  as  one  of  the  finest  un- 
armored  ships  of  war  afloat.  She  was  origi- 
nally laid  down  as  the  Blonde,  but  was  re- 
named the  Shah  while  building,  upon  the  oc- 
casion of  the  visit  of  his  Persian  Majesty  to 
England  in  1873.  She  was  built,  at  Ports- 
mouth, of  iron  cased  with  wood,  from  de- 
signs supplied  by  the  Committee  of  Naval 
Construction  at  the  Admirality.  She  is  340 
feet  long  and  51  feet  broad.  Her  tonnage  is 
6040  tons.  She  has  engines  of  1000-horse 
power  (nominal).  The  armament  consists  of 
twenty-six  guns,  sixteed  of  which  are  seven- 
pounders,  carried  in  her  broadside,  between 
decks;  and  the  remainder  on  the  upper  deck. 
Of  these,  two  twelve-ton  guns  are  placed  in 
the  head  and  stern  batteries,  the  recessed 
ports  of  which  enable  the  guns  to  be  fired  on 
the  line  of  the  keel;  and  there  are  also  eight 
64-pounders,  converted  guns  on  the  upper 
deck.  The  engines  were  supplied  by  Messrs. 
Ravenhill  &  Co.,  and  are  on  the  "return 
connecting-rod"  principle.  They  are  of 
116-in.  diameter  of  piston  (the  largest  made), 
with  4  ft.  stroke.  The  propeller  is  of  the 
Hirsch  pattern,  a  kind  generally  adopted  in 
the  Russian  and  German  navies,  and  being 
rapidly  supplied  to  the  British  fleet.  The 
Shah  carries  the  flag  of  Vice-Admiral  De 
Horsey,  and  will  be  recollected  as  the  same 
ship  which  engaged  the  Peruvian  rebel 
"Hussar"  about  a  year  ago. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 

On  Board  "The  Ancon." 
There  is  no  pleasure,  however  great,  but 
has  its  equal  hid  away  somewhere  in  the  re- 
gions of  suffering.  Excursionists,  who  have 
ventured  out  on  the  briny,  will  recollect  with 
what  feelings  of  pleasure  they  have  seen  the 
lines  cast  off,  and  amid  the  cheers  of  their 
friends,  the  jeers  of  the  wharf  rats,  the  clas- 
sic epithets  of  the  mariners,  and  the  heaven- 
ly strains  of  the  brass  band,  have  glided 
away  on  the  glittering  sunlit  waters.  They 
will  recollect  what  exhilarating  emotion  were 
theirs  as  the  familiar  spots  and  landmarks  of 
the  shore  faded  gently  from  their  view,  as 
they  danced  and  promenaded  up  and  down 
the  decks  and  in  a  general  way  abandoned 
themselves  to  pleasure.  But  oh,  the  memory 
of  that  subsequent  period,  when  the  voice  of 
nature  called  them  to  the  rail,  when  they  did 
not  care  a  continental  who  was  next  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States,  will  ever  remain 
green  in  the  minds. 
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TUITION"    AND    ITS    CONSEQUENCES. 


IN    TWO    PARTS-PART  I. 


He  undertook  his  dog  to  train, 

In  tricks  and  freaks  that  are  but  vain. 


In  order  to  commence  all  right, 
He  beat  the  brute  into  a  fright. 
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"With  countenance  solemnly  severe, 
He  taught  that  dog  to  sit  and  leer. 


"Take  off  my  cap,  you  saucy  pup, 
Or  else  this  night  you  will  not  sup.1 


"And  now  into  the  placid  water  jump, 
And  bring  to  shore  yon  old  wood  stump," 


"If  you  ingeniously  unbolt  that  door 
Your  lessons  for  the  day  are  o'er." 
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From  care  and  study  aching  to  the  bone 

He  wonders  much  why  he  can't  be  left   alone. 


Invited  soon  to  take  a  little  walk, 
The  poundman  with  him  seeks  to  talk. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


741 


The  motto  of  lovers  is  "E  plural  buss  yum 
yum!" 

The  Spring  overcoat  and  the  oyster  have 
both  reached  their  (s)  pawning  season. 

"When  a  man  is  seen  engaged  in  an  ani- 
mated controversy  with  a  lamp  post  at  2  A. 
M.  it  is  reasonable  to  infer  that  he  is  pos- 
sessed by  bad  spirits. 

A  beautiful  example  of  the  force  of  habit 
is  to  see  a  disciple  of  Murphy  fill  his  glass 
with  water  and  dreamily  blow  the  innocent 
froth  of  the  water  away  before  drinking. 

In  these  election  times,  the  foolish  man 
saith  unto  the  world  and  the  inhabitants 
thereof,  "Lo,  I  am  a  candidate,"  but  the 
man  of  wisdom  dissembleth  within  himself 
and  declareth  unto  the  people,  "Lo,  I  am  in 
the  hands  of  my  friends." 

There  will  be  mast  in  the  mountains  this 
year,  abserves  an  exchange.  This  is  an  age 
given  to  luxurience  and  ease,  and  we  can  see 
no  reason  why  people  should  wander  off  into 
the  rugged  mountains  in  order  to  find 
"mast."  There  are  any  amount  of  them  in 
our  own  bay  at  the  present  moment. 

The  St.  Louis  Globe-Democrat  says:  "We 
do  not  know  what  may  be  the  controlling 
idea  in  politics  two  years  hence."  Who 
would  have  believed  there  was  so  much  un- 
sophisticated innocence  in  the  field  of  Ameri- 
can journalism  ?  It  may  be  interesting  to 
this  journal  to  learn  that  there  is  a  general 
and  well  founded  belief  that  the  controlling 
idea  in  politics  two  years  hence,  will  be  the 
same  as  it  is  now — office,  loot,  spoils,  per- 
quisites. 

Originally  sidewalks  were  designed  and 
constructed  for  the  purposes  of  pedestria- 
nism.  In  San  Francisco,  however,  the  ori- 
ginal design  seems  to  have  been  abandoned. 
It  it  is  said  that  they  have  been  found  much 
more  useful  as  lumber  yards,  store  houses, 
and  workshops.  Besides,  in  these  days  it  is 
only  plebeian  folks  who  go  around  on  foot, 
and  the  middle  of  the  street  with  two  or 
three  feet  of  mud  or  other  deposit  on  it  is 
good  enough  for  them. 

A  recently  published  German  work  on  the 
chemistry  of  beer,  states  that  the  use  of  beer 
dates  from  very  early  times  (in  the  history  of 
California).  Tacitus  says:  "Polus  humor  ex 
hordeo  aulfrumenlo,  in  quandam  similitudinem 
vine  corruptus."  That's  the  idea.  "Them's 
the  sentiments"  which  the  Can-Can  brigade 
have  been  laboring  for  the  past  twenty  years 
to   establish   in  this  community.      "Bread, 


which  is  cast  upon  the  waters  will  return  af- 
ter many  days." 

The  other  day  a  collector  called  upon  a 
gentleman  who  is  somewhat  dilatory  in  the 
matter  of  settling  up  accounts. 

"Well  what  do  you  want?"  observed  the 
gentleman  as  his  creditor's  agent  was  ushered 
in. 

Collector. — "I  called,  sir,  to  see  about 
that  little  bill  of  yours." 

Gent. — "Oh  yes!  certainly!  quite  right!  I 
had  almost  forgotten  about  it.  However,  I 
am  very  busy  just  now,  could  you  make  con- 
venient to  look  in  again  1" 

Coll. — "Yes,  sir.  If  you  will  just  name  a 
day,  that  is  all  I  desire." 

Gent. — "A  day!  let  me  see.  Suppose  we 
appoint  the  Day  of  Judgment.  But  hold  on, 
that  will  be  a  busy  day,  too;  when  I  come  to 
think  of,  we  had  better  make  it  the  day  af- 
ter." 

Then  the  Collector  went  out  into  the  cold, 
bitter  world,  with  words  upon  his  lips  which 
are  not  taught  in  the  Sabbath  School. 

Last  week  a  citizen  residing  in  the  "West- 
ern Addition,  conceived  the  brilliant  idea  of 
testing  the  sincerity  of  his  only  son's  affec- 
tion. He  played  sick  one  morning  before 
the  young  man  went  away  to  business,  and 
in  the  evening  was  reported  seriously  ill. 
The  son  visited  him  in  his  chamber,  and  the 
old  man  said  with  solemn  impressiveness: 
"My  boy,  the  shadows  are  closing  in  upon 
me  fast.  I  feel  the  silent  land  drawing  nigh 
to  me."  Then  he  paused  awhile  to  allow  the 
filial  lad  to  stifle  his  emotions  and  control 
himself.  "I  have,  to-day,"  the  old  man  went 
on  to  say,  "made  a  will."  There  was  a  bright 
hopeful  look  on  the  young  man's  face  as  his 
parent  continued:  "I  have  done  well  by  you." 
But  that  look  was  suddenly  changed  when 
he  heard  "I  have  left  you  the  whole  State  of 
California — to  make  a  living  in,  with  the  pri- 
vilege of  going  elsewhere  if  you  can  do 
better."  For  a  moment  he  staggered  be- 
neath the  shock,  and  then  the  fluency  with 
which  imprecations  and  maledictions  flew 
out  of  that  young  man's  mouth  and  lit  upon 
that  old  man's  was  a  caution  to  snakes.  They 
are  reconciled  now — but  the  old  man  will 
engage  in  experiments  "never  no  more." 

There  is  an  impression  generally  prevalent 
amongst  the  people  of  this  community  that 
quite  a  number  of  that  large  and  eminently 
respectable  class  of  citizens  usually  denomi- 
nated politicians  are  disposed  to  regard  the 
existence  of  large,  wealthy,  corporate  bodies 
as  desirable,  and  their  designs  on  the  indi- 
vidual or  collective  pockets  of  the  public  as 
being  perfectly  fair  #nd  justifiable.  It  is,  in- 
deed, an  almost  universal  opinion  that  when 
a  legislative  act  is  pending,  which  in  any  way 
effects  the  monopoly  interests,  the  result 
does  not  show  the  combined  wisdom  of  the 
representative  mind  so  much  as  it  does  the 
talismanic  influence  of  somebody's  gold.  In 
fact  it  has  been  squarely  stated  that  measures 
having  a  tendency  to  repress  the  growth  and 
development  of  those  institutions  called  mo- 
nopolies have  frequently  been  brought  be- 
fore legislative  bodies  and  defeated.  An  im- 
partial observer  of  passing  events,  during  the 


course  of  last  week  would,  however,  be  dis- 
posed to  doubt  the  veracity  of  these  state- 
ments. During  that  period  a  large  number 
of  our  leading  statesmen  have  appeared  on 
the  rostrum  and  from  thence  have,  without 
exception,  proclaimed  their  life  long  hostility 
to  every  thing  that  savoured  of  monopoly, 
aggregated  capital,  etc.  But  then  the  ques- 
tion arises  how  in  the  name  of  Washerwo- 
man's Bay,  of  Goat  Island,  of  the  Prophet, 
of  anything  and  everything  that  is  sacred, 
has  it  occurred  that,  in  the  face  of  all  this 
unswerving  opposition,  the  giant  corpora- 
tions have  thriven  and  prospered.  Have 
grown  to  such  an  extent  that  they  overshadow 
the  commonwealth  itself. 


Responsive  Chords. 

Just  after  dinner  yesterday,  an  old  man 
who  had  been  surveying  the  exterior  of 
Wade's  Opera  House  for  a  long  half-hour 
sidled  up  to  the  door  and  said  to  a  boy  who 
was  trying  to  pick  a  sliver  out  of  his  heel : 

"Say,  bub,  are  they  operating  in   there  ?" 

"I  don't  twig,"  slowly  responded  the  boy 
as  he  looked  up. 

"Are  they  operating  in  there  on  the  plat- 
form ?"  persisted  the  man. 

The  boy  stooped  grabbing  at  the  end  of 
the  sliver  and  said : 

"Do  you  mean  ff  there's  any  acting  going 
on?" 

"Exactly,  bub — exactly." 

"And  you  call  that  operating  on  the  plat- 
form, do  you?" 

"Well,  I  might  have  got  in  the  words  'dias' 
and  'cavort,'  I  spose,"  growled  the  old  man, 
"but  I  won't  truckle  to  style — not  a  truckle. 
Thank  ye,  bub.  If  they  are  not  operating 
on  the  platform  I  won't  go  in." 

"Just  like  me."  mused  the  boy  as  he  re- 
turned to  the  sliver.  "I  might  call  this  a 
terrific  surgical  performance,  but  there's  no 
style  about  me — nothing  but  plain  sliver 
sticking  into  my  foot  abaft  the  instep." 


Not  to  be  Deceived. 

Saturday  evening  a  man  with  a  box  of 
strawberries  in  his  hand  boarded  a  Mont- 
gomery Avenue  car  at  Washington  street  and 
sat  down  beside  a  pale-faced  and  nervous- 
looking  passenger.  In  about  a  minute  the 
nervous  man,  who  had  shied  along  as  far  as 
he  could,  queried: 

'  'Beg  pardon,  sir,  but  what  are  the  eon- 
tents  of  that  box  ?" 

"Strawberries." 

' '  Strawberries — strawberries — they  may  ex- 
plode, sir." 

"Oh!    I  guess  not,"  laughed  the  citizen. 

•'No  levity — no  levity,  sir!*'  commanded 
the  other  as  he  pulled  out  his  note-book  and 
began  reading  a  printed  slip.  "I  have  here 
a  list  of  explosive  articles — tea-kettles,  gun- 
powder, camphor-bottles,  candle-sticks,  milk 
cans,  corsets,  tea-pots,  apple-sauce,  fried- 
cakes — strawberries,  sir,  strawberries — here 
it  is — and  there  is  a  big  black  'D.'  here  for 
dangerous!  I  will  ride  on  the  platform,  sir 
— I  take  no  chances,  sir!" 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  the  citi- 
zen was  observed  to  handle  the  box  very 
carefully. 
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A  Tale  of  American  Journa- 
lism. 


YESTERDAY  afternoon  Mr.  Jasper 
Tumbledirk,  who  is  forty-three  years  old  and 
unmarried,  dashed  into  our  sanctum  and  en- 
volved  a  remark,  the  intensity  of  which  fairly  made 
our  "blood  curdle.  And  wh(  n  he  completed  the  remark, 
which  was  neither  very  long  nor  remarkably  com- 
plicated, he  picked  up  a  dictionary,  hurled  it  at  the 
proof  reader  with  great  asperity,  and  before  that 
good  natured  and  greatly  abused  angel  of  the  editor- 
al  staff  could  recover  from  his  emotion  and  load  his 
umbrella  Mr.  Tumbledrik  was  gone.  He  dashed  out 
of  the  door,  missed  the  stairway  and  stepped  down 
the  elevator  well,  falling  a  distance  of  three  stories, 
but  he  was  too  mad  and  excited  to  get  hurt,  and  we 
heard  him  rushing  away  down  the  alley,  yelling  and 
swearing  till  he  was  out  of  sight  and  hearing.  As 
he  was  usually  a  severe  man,  of  habitual  reserve, 
very  particular  and  guarded  in  his  language,  we  were 
amazed  not  only  at  his  actions,  but  his  words,  for 
which  his  excited  manner  afforded  not  the  slightest 
explanation.  During  the  day,  however,  we  became 
possessed  of  certain  facts  which  may  give  the  reader 
some  clue  to  the  causes  of  this  worthy  citizen's  vio- 
lent and  disrespectful  manner  and  language. 

It  appears  that  about  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon, 
Mr.  Tumbledirk  dropped  in  at  the  Union  depot  to  ask 
some  questions  relative  to  the  arrival  and  departure 
of  trains,  and  while  passing  the  ladies'  waiting  room, 
he  was  accosted  by  a  lady  acquaintance  who  was 
going  East  on  the  T.  P.  &  W.  at  half-past  two.  She 
wished  to  go  up  town  to  make  some  little  purchases, 
but  didn't  want  to  take  her  baby  out  in  the  rain. 
Wouldn't  Mir.  Tumbledirk  please  hold  it  for  her  uutil 
she  came  back  ?  She  wouldn't  be  gone  more  than 
five  minutes,  and  little  Ernest  was  just  as  good  as  an 
angel,  and  besides,  he  was  sound  asleep. 

Mr.  Tumbledirk,  with  a  strange  flutter  of  his  feal- 
ings,  lied,  and  said  he  would  only  be  too  delighted. 
Then  he  took  the  bahy,  and  the  ticket  agent,  who 
has  two,  knew  by  the  manner  in  which  the  man  took 
the  baby,  and  looked  anxiously  at  one  end  of  it  to  the 
other  to  see  which  end  the  head  was  on,  that  he  had 
never  handled  a  human  baby  before  in  his  life,  and 
promptly  closed  his  windows  to  shut  out  the  trouble 
that  he  knew  was  on  the  eve  of  an  eruption. 

Mr.  Tumbledirk  was  a  very  tall,  dignified  man. 
He  was  rather  annoyed,  as  the  mother  disappeared 
through  the  door,  to  observe  that  all  the  women  in 
the  waiting  room  were  intently  regarding  him  with 
various  expressions,  curiosity  predominating.  He 
sat  down  and  bent  his  arms  at  the  elbows  until  they 
resembled  in  shape  two  letter  Vs,  with  the  baby 
lying  neck  and  heels  in  the  angle  at  the  elbows,  and 
he  looked,  and  he  felt  that  he  looked,  like  the  hide- 
ous pictures  of  Moloch,  in  the  old  Sunday  school- 
books. 

Mr.  Tumbledirk  felt  keenly  that  he  was  an  object 
of  curiosity  and  illy  repressed  mirth  to  the  women 
around  him.  Now,  a  dignified  man  does  not  enjoy 
being  a  laughing  stock  for  anybody,  and  it  is  especi- 
ally humiliating  for  him  to  feel  that  he  appears  ridic- 
ulous in  the  eyes  of  women.  This  feeling  is  intensi- 
fied when  the  man  is  a  bachelor,  and  knows  he  is  a 
little  awkward  and  ill  at  ease  in  the  presence  of 
women,  anyhow.  So,  as  he  gazed  upon  the  face  of 
the  quiet  sleeping  infant,  he  made  an  insane  effort 
to  appear  perfectly  easy,  and,  to  create  the  impres- 
sion that  he  was  an  old  married  man  and  the  father 
of  twenty-six  children,  he  disengaged  one  arm,  and 
chucked  the  baby  \inder  the  chin.  About  such  a 
chuck  as  you  always  feel  like  giving  a  boy  with  a 
"  putty  blower  "  or  a  "pea  shooter."  It  knocked 
the  little  rose  bud  of  a  mouth  shut  so  quick  and 
close  the  baby  couldn't  catch  its  breath  for  three 
minutes,    and    Mr.    Tumbledirk    thought,    with    a 


strange,  terrible  sinking  of  the  heart,  that  it  was 
just  possible  he  might  have  overdone  the  thing.  A 
short,  young  woman  in  a  kilt  skirt  and  a  pretty  face, 
sitting  directly  opposite  him,  said  "  Oh  !"  in  a  mild 
kind  of  shriek,  and  then  giggled,  a  tall,  thin  woman 
in  a  black  bombazine  dress  and  a  gray  shawl,  and  an 
angular  looking  woman  in  a  calico  dress  and  a  sun 
bonnet  gasped  "Why  !"  in  a  startled  duet,  a  fat  wo- 
man with  a  small  herd  of  children  and  a  market 
basket  shouted  '■  Well  !"  and  then  immediately 
clapped  her  plump  hands  over  her  mouth  as  though 
the  exclamation  had  been  startled  from  her,  and  a 
tall,  raw-boned  woman  who  wore  horn  spectacles 
and  talked  bass,  said  "The  poor  lamb  I"  in  such 
sepulchral  tones  that  everybody  else  laughed,  and 
Mr.  Tumbledirk,  who  didn't  just  exactly  know 
whether  she  meant  him  or  the  baby,  blushed  scarlet 
and  felt  his  face  grow  so  hot  he  could  smell  his  hair. 
And  his  soul  was  filled  with  such  gloomy  forebodings 
that  all  the  future  looked  dark  to  him. 

The  baby  opened  its  blue  eyes  wider  than  any  man 
who  never  owned  a  baby  would  have  believed  it  pos- 
sible, and  stared  at  Mr.  Tumbledirk  with  an  expres- 
sion of  alarm,  and  a  general  lack  of  confidence  that 
boded  a  distressing  want  of  harmony  in  all  further 
proceedings.  Mr.  Tumbledirk  viewing  these  signs 
of  restlessness  with  inward  alarm,  conceived  the 
happy  idea  that  the  baby  needed  a  change  of  posi- 
tion.    So  he  stood  it  upon  its  feet. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  tell  any  mother  of  a  family 
that  by  this  apparently  very  simple  movement,  the 
unhrippy  man  had  every  thread  of  that  baby's 
clothes  under  its  arms  and  around  its  neck  in  an 
instant.  A  gerferal  but  suppressed  giggle  went 
around  the  room. 

Mr.  Tumbledirk  blushed,  redder  and  hotter  than 
ever,  and  the  astonished  baby,  after  one  horrified 
look  at  its  strange  guardian,  whimpered  uneasily. 

Mr.  Tumbledirk,  not  daring  to  risk  the  sound  of 
his  own  voice,  would  have  danced  the  baby  up  and 
down,  but  its  little  legs  bent  themselves  into  such 
appalling  crescents  the  first  time  he  let  the  cherub's 
weight  upon  them,  that  the  wretched  man  knew  in 
his  heart  of  hearts  that  he  had  forever  and  eternally 
most  hopelessly  "bowed  "  them,  and  felt  that  he 
could  never  again  look  a  bow  legged  man  in  the  face 
without  a  spasm  of  remorse.  As  for  meeting  the 
father  of  this  beautiful  boy,  whose  life  he  had 
blighted  with  a  pair  of  crooked  legs — never,  he  would 
face  death  itself  first.  And  in  coming  years,  when- 
ever he  met  this  boy  waddling  to  school  on  a  pair  of 
legs  like  a  pair  of  tongs,  he  would  gaze  upon  them 
as  his  own  guilty  work,  and  would  tremble  lest  the 
wrath  of  the  avenging  gods  should  fall  upon  him. 

Alarmed  at  the  gloomy  shadows  which,  these  dis- 
tressing thoughts  cast  over  Mr.  Tumbledirk's  face 
the  baby  drew  itself  up  into  a  knot  and  wailed.  Mr. 
Tumbledirk  balanced  it  carefully  on  his  hands  and 
dandled  it,  for  all  the  world  as  he  would  "  heft  "  a 
watermelon.  Instantly  the  baby  straightened  itself 
out  with  such  alarming  celerity,  that  the  tortured 
dry  nurse  caught  it  by  the  heels  just  in  time  to  save 
it  from  falling  to  the  floor. 

"He'll  kill  that  child  yet, "  said  the  gloomy  wo- 
man who  talked  bass,  and  Mr.  Tumbledirk  felt  the 
blood  curdle  in  cold  waves  in  his  veins.  By  this 
time  the  baby  was  screaming  like  a  calliope,  and  the 
noise  added  inexpressibly  to  Mr.  Tumbledirk's  con- 
fusion and  distress.  He  would  have  trotted  the  baby 
on  his  knee,  but  the  attempt  occasioned  too  much 
comment.  The  fat  woman  with  the  market  basket 
said: 

"  Oh-h,  the  little  dear  1" 

And  the  short,  pretty  woman  snapped  her  eyes  and 
said: 

"  Oh-h-h!  how  cruel!" 

And  the  woman  in  the  black  bombazine,  and  the 
woman  with  the  sun  bonnet  said: 

"  Oh-h-h!  just  look  at  him!" 

And  the  woman  who  talked  bass  said,  in  her  most 
sepulchral  and  penetrating  accents: 

"  That  man's  a  fool." 

And  the  baby  itself,  utterly  ignoring  the  fact  that 
Mr.  Tumbledirk  was  laboring  in  its  own  interest, 
threw  all  the  obstructions  it  could  in  the  way  of  fur 


ther  proceedings,  by  alternately  straightening  itself 
out  into  an  abnormal  condition  of  such  appalling 
rigidity,  that  Mr.  Tumbledirk  was  obliged  to  hold  its 
head  tightly  in  one  hand  and  its  heels  in  the  other, 
and  then  suddenly  doubleing  itself  up  into  so  small  a 
knot  that  the  poor  man  had  to  bold  his  two  hands 
close  together,  like  a  bowl,  and  hold  the  baby  as  he 
would  hold  a  pint  of  sand,  and  these  transitions 
from  the  one  extreme  to  the  other  were  made  with 
such  startling  rapidity  and  appalling  suddeness,  that 
Mr.  Tumbledirk  had  to  be  constantly  on  the  alert, 
and  his  arms  ached  so,  and  he  exhibited  such  signs 
of  fatigue  and  distress  that  the  depot  policeman 
looked  in  to  say  to  him  that  if  he  was  tired  out,  he 
would  send  in  a  section  hand  or  the  steam  shovel  to 
give  him  a  spell. 

It  seemed  to  Mr.  Tumbledirk  that  he  never  heard 
so  much  noise  come  from  so  small  a  baby  in  his 
life.  The  more  he- turned  it  around  and  tossed  it 
about,  the  more  its  cloak  and  dress,  and  skirts  and 
things  became  entangled  around  its  neck,  and  now 
and  then  the  mass  of  drapery  would  get  over  the 
baby's  face  and  stifle  its  cries  for  a  second,  but  the 
noise  would  come  out  stronger  than  ever  when  the 
tossing  little  hands  would  tear  away  the  obstruction. 
And  the  louder  the  baby  screamed  the  faster  the 
vigorous,  fat  legs  flew,  kicking  in  every  direction, 
like  crazy  fly-wheels  with  the  rim  off.  Sometimes 
Mr.  Tumbledirk  made  as  high  as  a  hundred  and 
eighty  grabs  a  minute  at  those  legs  and  never 
touched  one  of  them.  He  was  hot  and  blind  and 
wild  with  terror  and  confusion.  Once  he  tried  to 
sing  to  the  baby,  but  when  he  quavered  out  a 
"  Hootchy,  pootchy,  puddin'  and  pie,"  the  women 
laughed,  all  but  the  gloomy  woman  who  talked  bass, 
she  sniffled,  and  he  stopped.  He  gave  the  baby  his 
pearl-handled  knife,  and  the  innocent  threw  it  into 
the  stove.  He  gave  it  his  gold  watch,  and  it  dashed 
it  on  the  floor.  He  gave  it  his  emerald  scarf-pin, 
and  the  baby  put  it  into  its  mouth. 

The  pretty  woman  screamed. 

The  sad  woman  in  the  bombazine  shrieked. 

The  angular  woman  in  the  sunbonnet  yelled,  "Oh, 
mercy  on  us!" 

The  fat  woman  with  the  market-basket  called 
wildly  for  a  doctor. 

The  gloomy  woman  who  talked  bass  shouted 
hoarsely, 

"He's  killed  it  !" 

And  Mr.  Tumbledirk  hooked  his  finger  into  that 
child's  mouth  and  choked  it  until  its  face  was  pur- 
ple and  black,  trying  to  find  that  pin.  And  Mr. 
Tumbledirk  couldn't  hear  even  the  chattering 
women.  It  beat  the  air  with  its  clenched  fists,  and 
thrashed  and  kicked  with  its  fat  bare  legs,  and  wailed 
and  howled  and  choked  and  screamed  and  doubled 
up  and  straightened  out  until  Mr.  Tumbledirk,  steel- 
ing his  nerves  to  the  awful  effort,  clasped  the 
screaming  baby  in  his  arms  and  rose  to  his  feet. 

He  was  going  to  go  out  and  throw  himself  and  the 
baby  under  the  first  train  that  came  along. 

The  baby's  mother  sprang  in  through  the  door 
like  an  angel  of  mercy. 

She  took  the  baby  in  her  arms  and  with  one  slight 
motion  of  one  hand,  had  its  raiment  straightened 
out  so  exquisitely  smooth  there  wasn't  a  wrinkle 
in  it. 

The  baby  lay  in  her  arms  as  placid,  quiet,  flexible, 
graceful  and  contented  as  a  dream  of  Paradise. 

The  mother  thanked  Mr.  Tumbledirk  for  the 
agony  and  torture  he  had  endured  so  patiently  for 
her.  This  was  the  way  she  thanked  him.  She  did 
not  look  at  him.  She  looked  straight  out  of  the 
window  with  a  stony  glare,  and  said,  in  tones  that 
made  the  thermometer  shiver: 

"Mr.  Tumbledirk  isn't  a  very  good  nurse,  is  he 
baby?" 

All  the  women  smiled,  except  the  gloomy  woman 
who  talked  bass.     She  nodded  approvingly. 

The  baby  looked  up  into  Mr.  Tumbledirk's  face 
and  laughed  aloud. 

What  Mr.  Tumbledirk  said  when  he  dashed  in  at 
the  sanctum  last  evening  was  this: 

"By  the  avenging  daughters  of  Night,  the  everlast- 
ing, snake  haired  Erynnes,  the  terror  haunted  shades 
never  knew  the  horrors  that  haunt  the  soul  of  a 
single  man  that  tries  to  take  care  of  some  other  fool'B 
howling,  squalling,  squirming  baby!" 
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His  Honor  and  Bijah. 
Nature  put  a  pug-nose  on  John  Scott,  and 
stopped  his  growth  at  five  feet.  Then  she 
tinkered  at  his  face  until  it  should  look  as  if 
the  owner  had  just  bitten  into  a  lemon,  and 
went  off  carrying  most  of  his  hair  along  in 
her  hand.  When  the  bald-headed  little  man 
stood  before  the  bar  of  justice  it  was  plain 
that  he  meant  to  find  fault,  and  it  was  only  a 
second  before  he  said: 

"I  want  to  see  the  law  that  says  you  can 
try  a  prisoner  on  an  empty  stomach!" 

His  Honor  wiped  off  his  chin  in  a  reflective 
way,  looked  over  the  desk  and  replied: 

"Boy  I  I  can  give  you  law  by  the  section, 
page,  pound  or  ton,  but  the  law  can't  wait 
for  a  person  to  eat  breakfast." 

"Boy!"  .echoed  the  prisoner,  "who's  boy.? 
I  am  over  forty  years  old,  sir!" 

The  court  bent  further  over  the  desk  to 
get  a  better  view,  and  when  he  sank  back  in 
his  chair  and  carefully  worked  the  stone  out 
of  an  Egyptian  date,  he  seemed  satisfied  that 
the  prisoner  was  right.  That  bald  head  set- 
tled the  question. 

John  Scott  wouldn't  pay  his  fare  on  a 
street  car  because  the  car  wasn't  painted 
blue.  When  put  off,  he  hunted  up  a  saloon, 
but  refused  to  pay  for  his  drink  because  the 
bar-tender  didn't  resemble  the  poet  Milton. 
When  arrested  he  found  fault  because  the 
officer  didn't  wear  a  gold  watch,  and  though 
locked  up  in  the  bridal  cell  he  didn't  like  the 
pattern  of  the  Brussels  carpet,  the  pose  of 
the  centre  table,  nor  the  way  Bijah  had 
slanted  up  the  pillow  shams. 

The  court  leaned  over  the  desk  again  to 
see  if  the  prisoner  was  still  there,  and  then 


C^No  communication  will  be  inserted  unleRS  the 
real  name  find  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Ventjok. — No  sirree!  In  the  classic  langu- 
age of  Cicero  (Niger):  "it's  too  thin."  We 
have  no  vacancy  on  our  staff  for  a  poetical 
contributor,  but  we  have  a  vacancy  in  our 
private  cemetery  for  another  corpse. 

Matilda. — Earthly  joys  and  pleasures  are 
but  thrown  away  on  such  a  man.  His  soul 
is  evidently  too  degraded  to  appreciate  any- 
thing higher  than  an  apple  dumpling  flavored 
with  a  little  vermin  exterminator.  Let  him 
have  it.  He  is  no  fit  companion  for  a  lady 
whose  esthetic  tastes  lean  towards  the  ex- 
hilarating and  refining  enjoyments  of  an 
Oakland  picnic. 


said: 

"I  suppose  you  put  in  a  plea  of  guilty?" 

"No,  I  don't!"  exclaimed  the  little  man, 
bobbing  his  bald  head  around.  "I  refuse  to 
plead  at  all,  I  do!  I  want  that  policeman  to 
call  a  carriage  and  return  me  to  the  very 
spot  on  which  he  arrested  me!" 

"In  thirty  days  you  will  come  out,"  said 
his  Honor  as  he  picked  up  a  commitment. 

"Does  this  court  dare  to  sentence  me  to  a 
felon's  cell  without  further  proof  than  this 
officer's  story!"  screamed  Jonn. 

"  She  thinks  she  does!"  was  the  solemn 
reply.  * 

"I  want  some  lawyers  and  witnesses!" 
howled  the  little  man — "I  want  an  adjourn- 
ment— I  want  breakfast !  I  will  never  enter 
a  bastile,  sir — never — never!" 

"Thirty  days,  and  by  that  time  the  first 
watermelons  will  be  here,"  mused  the  court. 

"I  won't  have  no  watermelons,  sir — I  won't 
even  look  at  them  1"  presisted  the  particular 
prisoner. 

"Come,  birdie,  come,"  said  Bijah  in  re- 
sponse to  a  nod  from  the  desk. 

The  little  man  wouldn't. 

"Come  in  and  I'll  tell  you  a  bear  story!" 
whispered  Bijah. 

The  little  man  was  ready  to  die  first. 

"Well,  you  know,  once  there  was  a  bear 
with  about  sixteen  feet  depth  of  hold,"  said 
the  old  man,  as  he  picked  up  the  little  bald- 
head  in  his  arms,  "and  he  used  to  stay  out 
late  nights,  cuff  the  children  around,  and 
when  he  got  home,  twit  his  patient  wife  with 
having  broken  her  leg  while  sliding  off  a  hay 
stack.     Well,  as  time  went  on — on — on " 

The  audience  could  hear  no  more — nothing 
more  but  the  yelps  and  yells  of  the  prisoner, 
who  was  carried  along  as  a  mother  carries  a 
babe.  When  the  omnibus  came  around  Mr. 
Scott  objected  to  taking  a  ride  because  the 
vehicle  didn't  have  blue  glass  windows,  but 
he  was  gently  lifted  in  and  tied  to  a  seat  by 
his  coat-tails. 


Berkeley. — No,  Cobb's  brigade  did  not 
form  a  portion  of  the  forces  under  the  Con- 
sul Flaminius  at  the  battle  of  Telamon.  The 
principal  battle  in  which  they  were  engaged 
was,  we  believe,  that  of  Rincon  Hill,  which 
did  not  take  place  for  some  years  after  the 
on6  to  which  you  refer.  The  latter  was  not 
a  very  sanguinary  engagement.  PrEetor  J. 
T.  Coleman  can  give  you  all  the  particulars. 

Captain. — You  should  ask  Gen.  McComb. 
We  are  not  an  authority  on  matters  con- 
nected with  military  etiquette.  We  believe, 
however,  that  the  proper  way  to  salute  a 
National  Guard  General  is  to  kiss  the  ground 
before  him  at  a  distance  of  6  yards  and  2 
feet.  A  Colonel  is  entitled  to  a  salam  which 
brings  the  face  down  to  the  level  of  the  knee. 
A  Captain  is  supposed  to  have  his  dignity 
recognized  by  a  wink.  Subalterns  receive 
verbal  salutation  after  the  following  form : 
"Hello,  Sonny,  how  are  ye." 

Melancholy. — We  have  known  people  suf- 
fering from  a  severe  attack  of  unrequited 
love  to  do  very  strange  things.  We  once 
knew  a  very  promising  young  man  to  play 
upon  the  guitar  that  well  known  air  "the 
tune  the  old  cow  died  of"  for  four  consecu- 
tive hours  under  our  window.  We  were 
present — in  charge  of  the  Sheriff — next  day 
at  the  inquest,  and  it  then  transpired  that 
the  chamber  in  which  we  were  domiciled  had 
previously  been  occupied  by  a  charming 
3'oung  maiden  of  forty  summers.  We  were 
held  guiltless  of  any  criminal  act. 

Ambitious. — Men  of  mark  obtain  their 
marks  in  different  ways.  Sometimes  they 
write  a  book,  sometimes  they  commit  a  big 
crime,  and  sometimes  they  commune  with 
the  spirits  to  that  extent  that  they  run  foul 
of  the  curbstone  or  a  policeman's  club.  If 
you  are  particularly  anxious  to  become  dis- 
tinguished from  the  rest  of  your  fellowmen, 


and  you  feel  unequal  to  perform  any  of  those 
feats,  you  might  secure  some  little  attention 
by  painting  your  left  ear  black.  You  might 
also  add  to  your  attractions  by  wearing  pa- 
per pantaloons  and  getting  yourself  well 
sprinkled  by  a  passing  water  cart. 


A  TRIO. 

A  whip-poor-will  sat  by  the  edge  of  the  wood 
Perched  on  a  log  in  his  wonted  mood, 
And  ever  he  chanted  his  plaintive  strain — 
"Whip-poor-will" — over  and  over  again. 

Under  the  log  was  a  cricket's  nest, 

Who  chirruped  away  at  its  very  best; 

In  a  pool  hard  by,  where  the  pond-lilies  flaunt, 

A  bloated  bull-frog  had  his  haunt. 

Just  as  the  shadows  of  evening  fell, 
And  the  breeze  to  the  wood  bade  a  soft  farewell, 
Chorused  in  song  with  the  whip  :poor-will 
Were  gutteral  bull-frog  and  cricket  shrill. 

"Fool!  fool!"  growled  the  old  bull-frog, 
"Sitting  there  on  your  hollow  log, 
Making  night  hideous  with  your  cry, 
While  I  charm  all  the  passers  by!" 

"Cheer  up,  cheer  up,"  said  the  cricket  small, 
"You  break  my  heart  with  your  strange  sad  call; 
I  shrink  myself  from  the  slightest  touch, 
And  why  should  you  want  whipping  so  much  ?" 

"Whip-poor-  will,"  cried  the  lonely  bird. 
But  flew  as  the  leaves  by  the  air  were  stirred; 
And  soon  he  repeated  his  mournful  lay, 
Softened  by  distance,  faraway. 

Sometimes,  in  moods  when  the  crickets  cheer 
And  the  bull-frog's  mutter  offend  my  ear, 
Far  to  the  depths  of  the  forrest  still 
I,  too,  would  fly,  like  the  whip-poor-will. 


Reasonable  Conversation. 

It  didn't  occur  to  the  Bashful  Bazouk  of 
Telegraph  Hill,  when  he  went  to  see  the  only 
pretty  girl  in  San  Francisco  last  Wednesday 
evening,  that  her  folks  had  been  cleaning 
house  that  day,  and  that  she  was  naturally  a 
little  tired  and  fretful.  He  thought  for  a 
long  time  for  something  to  say  and  finally 
remarked. 

"I  see  your  fathers's  bug — " 

"Sir!"  she  said,  with  a  chilling  intonation, 
opening  her  blue  eyes  upon  him  with  a  glare 
that  curdled  his  life  blood. 

"I  see,"  he  said,  in  a  tumult  of  terror,  "or 
rather,  I  saw  your  father's  old  buggy — " 

"Sir!"  she  screamed,  rising  before  him  like 
an  inspired  sybil,  "sir!" 

His  hair  stood  on  end.  He  also  rose, 
picked  up  his  glossy  silk  hat,  put  it  down  in 
the  chair,  and  sat  down  upon  it;  got  up  and 
picked  it  up,  and  stared  at  it;  turned  red  and 
white  by  turns,  and  felt  himself  growing  hot 
all  over,  and  generally  uncomfortable. 

"Why,"  he  stammered,  "I  said  I  saw  your 
father's  old  buggy  bed — " 

"Sir!"  She  shrieked  in  a  thorough  bass 
voice,  and,  turning  an  iey,  marble  face  upon 
him  turned  to  the  door. 

He  went  out  of  the  door  like  a  man  who 
was  going  to  be  hanged. 

"By  jocks,"  he  said  to  himself,  on  the  way 
home,  while  he  tried  in  vain  to  smooth  out 
his  wrinkles  in  his  corrugated  hat,  "I  just 
tried  to  tell  her  that  I  saw  her  father's  old 
buggy  bed  getting  new  cushions  and  lining 
fixed  in  it,  and  the  dash-board  mended,  down 
at  Jenkins'  carriage  shop,  and  she  got  mad 
and  acted  like  a  crazy  woman.  Plague  on 
the  old  buggy,  I  don't  care  if  it  never  gets 
fixed." 


SJ': 


746 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


The  Tcry  Freshest  Amerlcun  Humor 

Most  time  now  for  the  barefooted  country 
boy  to  poke  a  bumble-bee  with  his  big  toe. 

Ms.  Sink,  of  Texas,  is  chargEd  with  four 
murders,  and  that's  a  record  black  as   Sink. 

Chicago  city  scrip  is  taken  at  par  by  the 
members  of  her  base  ball  clubs,  and  it  looks 
as  if  the  worst  was  over. 

The  Rev.  Jasper  still  insis|  that  the  sun 
moves  around  the  earth.  The  rest  of  us  will 
take  moonshine  in  ours. 

Lots  of  new  weeklies  starting  just  now, 
but  the  journalistic  graveyard  is  large  enough 
to  acoommodate  all  comers. 

A  dose  of  castor  oil  will  humble  a  boy 
faster  than  thirteen  boot-jacks.  You  can't 
hit  his  palate  with  a  boot-jack. 

"That's  the  result  of  a  free  Republic !" 
sneered  England,  during  our  railroad  riots, 
last  year.     Who's  sick  now?  • 

Prof.  Tice  predicts  seven  hard  frosts  in 
July.  Glad  of  it — cucumbers  will  need  new 
backbones  about  that  time. 

The  man  who  loves  onions  is  the  man  who 
wants  to  catch  you  by  the  arm  and  give  you 
his  confidence — and  his  breath. 

Dosi  Pedro  don't  reply  to  any  letters  from 
America  asking  for  a  loan  until  he  comes  this 
way  again.     He  is  not  a  lone  man. 

The  Chicago  Journal  thinks  that  Moody's 
success  at  New  Haven  is  a  thimble-full  of 
water  poured  into  a  very  large  pail. 

Potter,  the  wheelbarrhw  idiot,  has  reached 
Ohio.  Eggs  are  a  shilling  a  dozen  in  Ohio, 
and  turnips  are  not  big  enough  to  throw. 

The  man  who  takes  a  trip  to  the  Thousand 
Islands  stands  999  chances  out  of  a  thousand 
of  taking  comfort  and  having  a  good  time. 

Joe  Goss,  of  New  York,  is  preparing  to 
follow  Joe  Coburn  to  Sing  Sing.  The  two 
Joseys  would  look  well  together  in  prison. 

Tt  is  said  that  Anna  Dickinson  has  inven- 
ted a  clothes-reel  which  plays  fourteen  dif- 
ferent tunes.      "Peeling  along"  is  tune  first. 

Josh  Billings  says  that  pedigree  doesn't 
amount  to  anything,  but  let  him  come  West 
and  get  broke  and  he  will  discover  his  error. 

Everything  except  the  Labrador  ice  crop 
has  failed,  and  the  inhabitants  are  eating 
their  dogs  and  talking  of  strikes  against  ca- 
pital. 

"Naval  costumes"  will  be  worn  by  stylish 
ladies  this  year.  Common  ladies  will  have  to 
get  along  with  a  silk  dress  and  a  fifteen  dol- 
lar hat. 

Nations  don't  blow  around  for  three 
months  if  they  mean  fight.  Come,  Victoria, 
you  and  the  Czar  take  some  soda  water  and 
make  up. 


P.  T.  Barnum  is  next.  He  will  give  $500 
to  the  man  who  can  convince  him  that  the 
earth  moves  around  the  sun.  P.  S.  Great- 
est show  on  earth. 

The  OraphichaB  just  discovered  that  stock- 
ings are  down.  Bless  you,  but  they  have 
been  down  every  night  since  women  quit 
going  barefooted. 

Two  French  brothers  had  a  duel  because 
they  couldn't  agree  on  the  number  of  hacks 
present  at  their  father's  funeral.  Thus  they 
hacked  each  other. 

The  latest  style  in  vests  is  to  cut  them  long 
and  button  them  high,  so  as  to  give  the  wear- 
ers a  clerical  look  and  pi'event  them  from 
spitting  on  their  shirt  bosoms. 

A  London  paper  has  discovered  that  Niag- 
ara Falls  isn't  so  high  by  a  foot  as  Americans 
have  claimed,  and  it  growls  about  Yankee 
swindles.      It's  all  in  their  high. 

There  is  a  custom  in  Seqtland  which  for- 
bids a  man's  father-in-law  from  visiting  him, 
without  written  permission,  but  the  mother- 
in-law  can  jump  in  at  any  moment. 

The  silver-headed  tack  was  invented  less 
than  ten  years  ago,  but  yet  you  can  sit  down 
on  them  from  the  country  tavern  in  Maine  to 
the  bankrupt  hotels  in  San  Francisco. 

The  only  reason  we  can  think  of  for  nam- 
ing a  newspaper  the  Observer  is  a  faint  hope 
on  the  part  of  the  publisher  that  he  may  ob- 
serve one  or  two  subscribers  coming  in. 

No  young  lady  should  wear  a  blue  bow  un- 
der her  cbin,  because  a  rich  Cuban  pirate  is 
coming  over  here  to  select  a  wife,  and  he  will 
not  look  at  any  young  lady  wearing  blue. 

Please  take  notice  that  you  never  read  of 
a  breach  of  promise  suit  in  which  the  mother 
doesn't  seem  to  know  much  ruore  about  the 
case  than  the  girl.  Keyholes  were  not  made 
in  vain. 

The  man  who  invented  the  monitor  sleeps 
with  his  bed-room  window  open  winter  and 
summer.  He  says  it  is  for  health,  but  some 
men  want  to  hear  all  the  meowing  that  a  cat 
can  make. 

A  Niagara  Falls  haekman  went  to  Boston 
to  begin  a  §50,000  libel  suit  against  a  news- 
paper, but  got  drunk,  stabbbed  a  man  and 
was  sent  to  prison  for  five  years.  The  wicked 
cannot  prosper — you  bet  they  can't! 

It  is  quite  mortifying,  when  a  man  has 
scraped  together  enough  money  for  a  carri- 
age drive  in  the  country,  with  his  family, 
and  is  returning  gaily  homeward,  that  envi- 
ous people  will  insinuate  he  has  been  attend- 
ing a  funeral  and  is  enjoying  a  free  ride. 

Old  Uncle  Daniel  Drew  made  $200,000  re- 
cently in  a  stock  speculation.  We  have  al- 
ways said  that  Uncle  Daniel  was  a  good  man, 
and  when,  during  his  recent  misfortune,  all 
the  newspapers  were  making  fun  of  him,  we 
kept  still  and  said  nothing.  We  beg  Uncle 
Daniel  to  give  us  credit  for  that. 


Recreations  of  the  Ancients. 

"Iphigeneia,"  her  father  said  one  morn- 
ing, when  the  ships  were  becalmed  at  Aulis, 
Iphigeneia,  do  you  know  why  President 
Hayes  is  like  Charles  IX,  of  France  ?" 

The  daughter  of  Agamemnon,  who  was 
working  a  green  worsted  dog  on  a  seal  brown 
sofa  cushion,  said,  "two  greens,  a  pink;  three 
yellow  and  four  brown,"  and  then  spoke  up: 

"Because  he  was  a  long  time  reachin'  to 
his  title?" 


"Hey?"  sdouted  the  venerable  Calchas, 
who  was  a  little  hard  of  hearing,  "Hey, 
what's  that?" 

"Because,"  repeated  Iphigeneia,  blushing 
at  her  own  audacity,  "he  was  a  long  time  re- 
gent to  his  title  1" 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Calchas  shook  his  head 
and  said  this  paragraphing  was  too  strong  for 
him,  and  went  away  to  kill  a  goose  for  its 
bone,  and  look  at  the  corn  husks  to  see  how 
the  winter  was  going  to  be,  while  the  son  of 
Atreus  only  laughed  and  told  his  daughter 
she  was  a  mile  away  from  it,  and  Iphigeneia 
tried  again. 

"Because,"  she  said,  "he's  a  kind  of  a  lit- 
tle off  'un  ?" 

But,  Agamemnon  told  her  not  to  get 
slangy  and  she  gave  it  up. 
"Why  is  it  ?"  she  asked. 
"Because,"  said  her  father  with  the  happy, 
triumphant  air  of  a  man  whose  conundrum 
comes  back  to  himself  for  solution,  "be- 
cause he  is  friendly  to  Pacify  the  Potter." 

Iphigeneia  laid  her  work  down  on  her  lap, 
crossed  her  hands  on  the  idle  needles,  and 
after  musing  a  moment  in  silence  inquired : 
: 'Friendly  to  which  ?" 
:'To  Pacify  the  Potter,"  replied  her  war- 
like pai-ent,  with  evident  ill  humor,  "Pacify 
the  Potter;  can't  you  see  ?  Potter;  Pacify 
the  Potter." 

'  Ye-es,"  replied  Iphigeneia,  "Yes;  I  see 
what  you  mean  I  guess,  but  his  name  wasn't 
Pacify,  it  was  Palissey;  Palissey  the  Potter." 
And  then  Agamemnon  threw  his  helmet  on 
the  floor  and  said  ."something  savage  about 
the  stupid  French  not  knowing  how  to  spell 
a  man's  name  anyhow,  and  went  and  told 
Calchas  he  was  tired  of  fooling  around  here, 
and  if  he  couldn't  tell  him  when  they  were 
going  to  have  good  sailing  weather,  he'd  dis- 
charge him  in  a  minute  and  hire  old  Profes- 
sor Tice,  or  else  depend  on  the  United  States 
signal  service  reports.  And  ten  minutes  la- 
ter the  revengeful  Calchas  had  cooked  up  a 
plan  for  cutting  Iphigeneia's  neck  off. 

It  appears,  from  the  teachings  of  history, 
that  it  was  just  as  hard  to  build  a  conundrum 
that  would  stay,  away  back  in  pre-historic 
times,  as  it  is  to-day. 


Not  at  Home. 


A  sign  on  a  house  on  Berry  street,  informs 
the  public  that  washing  is  done  there,  and  it 
was  quite  natural  that  the  mechanic  working 
near  by  should  take  a  bundle  under  his  arm 
and  call  there  and  ask  of  the  boy  on  the  step : 

"Bub,  is  the  washwoman  in?" 

"No,  sir!"  was  the  prompt  reply — "there's 
no  washwoman  here  at  all!" 

"But  that  sign  says  washing  done  here," 
remarked  the  man. 

"Spose  it  does  ?"  remarked  the  boy,  in  a 
higher  key — "spose  it  does?  A  laij  may  be- 
come the  victim  of  unfortunate  circumstances 
to  such  an  extent  that  she  is  willing  to  wash 
and  iron  shirts  and  sheets,  but  that  doesn't 
make  a  washwoman  of  her,  does  it  ?" 

"I  thought  it  did,"  said  the  man. 

"Humph!  If  you  draw  a  buggy  down  to 
the  shop  to  be  repaired,  does  that  make  a 
horse  of  you  ?" 

The  man  was  silently  turning  away  when 
the  boy  added; 

"If  you  want  to  find  the  lady  of  unfortu- 
nate circumstances,  go  round  to  the  side  door, 
but  the  washwoman  isn't  at  home !" 
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CANTISTOPHIS? 

STROPE. 

Oh,  he  waB  a  sweet  youog  lithesome  man, 
And  he  moved  with  a  tender  grace; 

And  a  smile  like  the  sweep  of  an  angel's  wing 
Played  over  his  fair  young  face. 

ANTISTROPE. 

"I  bring,"  he  said,  and  the  editor  bowed, 
For  he  loved  this  sweet  young  thing; 

"I  bring,"  he  murmured,  "a  poet's  song, 
A  lay  of  the  balmy  Spring," 

CLIMAX. 

Then  the  editor  gathered  his  cross-cut  saw, 

And  the  nail-grab,  all  the  same; 
The  big  sledge-hammer,  the  long  crow-bar, 

And  the  club  with  the  terrible  name, 

CATASTROPHE. 

He  sawed  him  in  two,  and  he  flattened  him  out; 

He  tore  out  each  quivering  lung; 
He  pinned  him  up  to  the  sanctum  wall, 

So  scattered,  and  yet  so  young. 


The  Load  on  His  Mind. 

Some  one,  a  figure  arrayed  in  white,  with 
frills  around  its  head  and  blood  in  its  eye, 
let  kirn  in,  and  he  lunged  with  easy  grace 
into  the  first  chair  that  went  past  him,  after 
he  had  made  several  vain  attempts  to  seat 
himself  on  the  piano.  The  reproachful  fig- 
ure of  Mrs.  Bosbyshell  regarded  him  with 
calm  severity,  and  her  icy  silence  made  him 
feel  uncomfortable. 

"Moggareck,"  he  said  thickly,  but  with 
grave  earnestness,  "Moggareck."  ("Mrs. 
Bosbyshell's  first  name  is  Margaret),  "I'  ve- 
hic —  I've  gotta — gotta  quinckened  coshi- 
elsce." 

"A  what?"  asked  Mrs.  Bosbyshell,  in  calm 
disdain. 

"A  quicked  coshience,"  repeated  Mr.  Bos- 
byshell. "A  quicked  coshience.  A— hie — 
I've  got  something  ommy  niin."  Moggart. 
I've  gotta — hie — coffessiol — codfession — got 
a  cofession  t'make." 

."You  can  make  it  in  the  morning,"  she 
said,  imperiously.  "I  am  going  to  bed.  You 
may  sleep  where  you  please,  or  rather  where 
you  can." 

,,Naw,"  protested  Mr.  Bosbyshell,  with 
much  vehemence,  "can't — can't — wait — hic- 
can't  got  sleep  'ith  th'sload  onmy — onmy — 
onmy  mind.  Got  concession  t'make,  an'  mus 
■ — mus'  make  it.  Done  suthnin',  Moggart — 
hie — been  a — bena  a  load  ommy  mind  a  long 
time.  Been — hie — carryin'  guilty  secrets 
'round  'ith  me  too  long.  Quicked  coshience 
won'  gimme — won  gimmy  nope — hie — no 
peace.  Mus'  tell  you  sumpin',Mogert:  sum- 
pin'  '11  s'  prise  you  I've" — 

"Mercy  on  me,  man!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bos- 
byshell, startled  from  her  composure,"  what 
have  you  been  doing  ?  Tell  me  quick,  tell 
me,  for  heaven's  sake!" 

"Moggart,"  said  Mr.  Bosbyshell,  "it's 
sumthin'  ye  nev — hie —  nevec  suspec — sus- 
pected. It'll  mos' kill  ye.  Hie!  S'pec' it'll 
n — nigh  drive  me  crazy.  'Sawful  t'  to  think 
'bout  it.     Y — y' — ye'  wouldn'.     I've  been" — 

"Speak!"  shrieked  the  almost  frantic  wo- 
man. "I'm  wild  with  suspense!  Speak,  tell 
me  all,  quick!  Oh,  I  could  tear  her  eyes  out! 
Tell  me,  you  brute,  what  is  her  name?  Who 
is  she  ?" 

"Wh — wh — hie!  Who's  who?"  demanded 
Mr.  Bosbyshell,  in  blank  amazement. 

"The  woman,  you  wretch?"  screamed  his 
wife;  "who  is  the  women?" 


"Oh,  shaw,  Moggart,"  ejaculated  Mr.  Bos- 
byshell, "tuin'th— hie— that.  Wassun  that 
'Smore  dreadful.  Hie.  'Sniore  crushin'. 
You — hie,  y'won't  hardly  b'lieve  it — hie — 
wen  tell  ye.     Moggart" — 

"Speak!"  waited  the  anxious  woman, 
wringing  her  hands.  "Speak;  let  me  know 
the  worst!     What  have  you  been  doing?" 

"Mogart,"  said  Mr.  Bosbyshell,  solemnly, 
and  with  the  air  of  a  man  upon  whom  a 
quickened  conscience  had  wrought  its  per- 
fect work,  "Margart,"  he  said,  nerving  him- 
self for  the  shock  of  confession,  "Margort, 
I've  been  drinking." 


In  Texas,  when  lightning  strikes  a  negro, 
he  smiles  and  dies. 

The  Elite  Club  will  give  a  social  at  San- 
ders' Hall  on  July  3d. 

The  Oglethrope  (Go..)  Echo  wants  its  town 
incorporated,  and  to  make  banjo  picking  a 
crime  punishable  with  death. 

Six  mail-riders  have  lately  been  murdered 
between  Fort  Davis,  Texas,  and  Barilla. 
This  will  leave  a  few  vacancies  for  the  female 
riders. 

There  is  said  to  be,  in  Texas,  a  man  50  years 
of  age,  who  never  spoke  a  word  to  any  one 
except  his  mother  and  sister,  and  they  have 
been  dead  for  the  past  ten  years.  How  is 
that  for  high? 

The  cheering  news  comes  from  Brussels 
that  the  Liberal  Cabinet  has  been  definitely 
constituted  under  Freer  Orban.  We,  too,  are 
going  to  have  our  Cabinet  done  up  with 
brussels  next  week. 

The  members  of  the  Forrest  Dramatic 
and  Social  Club  will  give  their  first  enter- 
tainment on  Wednesday  evening,  July  10th. 
The  comedy  "Home"  and  the  farce  "The 
Limerick  Boy"  will  be  presented. 

The  Madison  Republican  says  the  sudden 
entree,  of  a  dog  with  a  tin  pan  to  his  tail  made 
a  congregation  in  that  town  think  that  light- 
ning had  struck  the  church,  and  a  great 
many  people  obtained  religion  through  this 
simple  device. 

A  Grand  Masonic  Barbecue  will  be  held  at 
Korbel's  Mill,  Russian  Kiver,  on  June  24th, 
under  the  auspices  of  Santa  Rosa  Lodge, 
No.  57,  F.  and  A.  M.  Excursionists  can  go 
from  Washington  Wharf  by  Steamer  Dona- 
hue. 


A  Mariposa  paper,  in  its  leading  columns, 
states  that  Stanley  honestly  believes  that 
Englishmen  are  prejudiced  against  him  on 
account  of  his  nationality.  In  the  course  of 
the  next  hundred  years  or  so,  the  fact  that 
Stanley  is  a  native  of  Wales  may,  perhaps, 
permeate  up  Mariposa  way. 

Through  a  recent  decision  of  the  Supreme 
Court  of  Mississippi,  Jefferson  Davis  has 
come  into  possession  of  some  valuable  prop- 
erty. We  were  always  inclined  to  regard 
Jeff  as  a  fraud,  but  now  that  he  has  obtained 
this  little  nest  egg  we  are  willing  to  forgive 
and  forget.     "Let  us  have  (a)piece." 

One  candidate  for  the  office  of  Attorney 
General,  in  Tennessee,  promises,  if  elected, 
to  give  one  fourth  of  his  official  income  to 
the  public  and  private  schools.  Other  can- 
didates offer  still  more.  One  pledges  him- 
self to  give  the  entire  proceeds  to  an  orphan 
asylum  (of  which  he  is  the  only  occupant,  he 
being  an  orphan.)  The  office  is  worth  be- 
tween $15,000  and  $20,000  a  year. 

The  Republican  heart  of  the  North  is  said 
to  stand  still  while  its  owner  reads  that  Gen- 
eral A.  M.  Scales  has  introduced  a  bill  into 
the  House  to  authorize  the  issue  of  tents  to 
the  militia  of  North  Carolina.  But  what  will 
occur  when  some  corn-fed  brigadier  proposes 
to  issue  a  pocket  handkerchief  and  a  pair  of 
clean  socks  to  each  one  of  those  Carolinian 
warriors,  we  can  only  conjecture. 

We  are  enabled  to  announce  authorita- 
tively that  the  European  statesmen  who  have 
recently  sat  down  to  dine  off  a  turkey,  are 
not  making  much  progress  with  the  meal. 
In  fact  it  was  discovered,  after  the  company 
had  taken  their  places  at  the  table,  that  the 
bird  was  not  cooked,  and  a  heated  discussion 
is  now  in  progress  as  to  what  way  it  shall  be 
served  and  the  condiments  and  sauces  with 
which  it  shall  be  garnished  and  flavored. 
There  is  a  general  impression  that  after  those 
preliminaries  are  arranged  and  the  culinary 
operations  completed,  there  will  be  consider- 
able difficulty  encountered  in  carving  the 
fowl  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  the  guests.  On 
the  whole  we  are  inclined  to  favor  the  peace 
and  quiet  of  a  two  bit  meal. 

The  road  to  heaven  is  said  to  be  a  rocky 
one,  and  the  statement  is  borne  out  by  the 
fact  that  from  time  to  time,  with  periodical 
regularity,  some  one  of  the  licensed  spiritual 
guides  sit  down  on  the  rocks  (of  pleasure)  to 
take  a  rest.  We  could  pardon  these  people 
giving  way  to  fatigue  and  allowing  them- 
selves to  be  overpowered  by  their  viscious 
nature  if  they  were  not  so  brutally  unchari- 
table in  judging  others  who,  without  claim- 
ing divine  privileges,  have  done  likewise. 
The  latest  sacerdotal  harlot-maker  is  Bishop 
McClosky  of  Detroit — that  is  to  say  the  most 
recently  detected  one.  The  Reverend  gen- 
tleman was  charged  with  seducing  a  young 
girl,  who  was,  unfortunate  enough  to  become 
acquainted  with  him.  Emanating  the  ex- 
ample of  his  Brooklyn  prototype,  he  talked  of 
a  conspiracy  to  ruin  him  and  showed  a  dis- 
position to  lie  the  matter  out;  but  the  church 
committee  appointed  to  investigate  the  mat- 
ter showed  a  disposition  to  ascertain  the  facts 
and  evinced  a  decided  objection  to  anything 
in  the  nature  of  white-washing;  and  so  the 
Bishop  has  resigned.     Next  ? 
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CAUFOKKIA   THEATKE. 

On  Sunday  evening  last  "Bichard  III." 
was  presented  at  this  house  by  a  juvenile 
amateur  troupe  called  the  "Youths'  Drama- 
tic Society,"  with  Master  Louis  Levy  as  the 
.crook-backed  tyrant.  As  a  rule  precocious 
youths,  whose  missions  on  this  mundane 
sphere  lie  in  a  dramatic  direction,  turn  out 
frauds.  In  this  case,  howeve,  the  young 
gentleman  alluded  to,  showed  an  amount  of 
natural  talent  which,  if  carefully  trained  and 
conserved,  will  place  bim  in  the  foremost 
ranks  of  the  profession  when  he  has  reached 
that  maturity  which  is  requisite  in  such  an 
advocation. 

On  Monday  evening  "Baby"  was  produced 
with  Mr.  Jefferson  as  "Tracy  Coach."  The 
part  is  a  subordinate  one,  but  was  acted  with 
that  fine  sense  of  humor  and  conscientious 
attention  to  detail  for  which  the  venerable 
Joe  is  celebrated.  The  action  of  the  piece 
lacks  animation  and  force,  but  still,  as  a 
whole,  it  is  good.  The  scenery  is  handsome 
and  Mr.  Jefferson  has  been  well  supported. 
Taking  into  consideration  the  fact  that  the 
interest  of  the  people  in  political  matters  has 
been  at  a  boiling  point  throughout  the  week, 
remarkably  good  houses  have  witnessed  this 
performance. 

Baldwin's. 

Samuel  Piercy  made  his  rentree  on  the  lo- 
cal stage  at  the  above  house  on  Monday  eve- 
ning last  in  a  new  Irish  play  called  "Creigha 
Dhoul."  The  play  is  well  constructed  and 
runs  smoothly.  Mr.  Piercy  seemed  to  win 
the  approval  of  the  audience  and  was  pretty 
fairly  supported. 

BUSH    STREET    THEATRE. 

Harrington  and  Hart's  combination  still 
continue  to  hold  the  boards  at  this  place  of 
amusement  and  attract  a  veiy  satisfactory  at- 
tendance. 

woodward's  gardexs. 

"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  "Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 


day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


Harry  Edwards'  benefit  has  been  fixed  for 
July  9th. 

Lotta  is  now  playing  an  exceptionally  bril- 
liant and  successful  engagement  in  Boston. 

John  Stevens  with  his  play  of  "Unknown" 
is  still  meeting  with  success  throughout  the 
country. 

Maggie  Mitchell  is  at  present  playing 
"Fanchon"  in  the  small  cities  in  the  vicinity 
of  Boston. 

Several  Managers  are  competing  for  the 
privilege  of  opening  the  new  Academy  of 
Music  at  Quincy,  HI. 

Miss  May  S.  B.  Nickerson's  musical  and 
literary  entertainment  will  take  place  at  Pa- 
cific Hall,  July  1st. 

"Macbeth  was  played  at  the  Leland  Opera 
House  in  Albany  last  Thursday  evening  for 
the  benefit  of  the  "public  baths." 

"With  the  closing  weeks  of  the  regular  sea- 
son at  the  theatres  throughout  the  country 
the  annual  "benefit"  epidemic  has  set  in  and 
is  raging  violently. 

August  Belmont  having  been  elected  Pre- 
sident of  the  Board  of  the  New  York  Acade- 
my of  Music,  the  Herald  says  that  "his  name 
is  itself  assurance  of  a  successful  season  of 
opera  next  season." 

Eight  thousand  gallons  of  water  are  used 
nightly  in  the  storm  scene  in  "Dinorah,"  at 
Her  Majesty's  Theatre,  in  London.  This 
necessitates  a  gigantic  tank  on  the  stage  and 
a  similar  receiving  tank  beneath,  besides 
many  square  yards  of  waterproof  scenery. 

The  return  of  Miss  Emma  Abbott  to  New 
York  was  signalized,  says  the  Tiynes,  by  a  re- 
ception of  great  brilliancy  tendered  to  that 
ambitious  and  hard-working  young  artist  by 
Mr.  and  MA.  George  G.  Lake.  Some  agree- 
able vocal  performances  were  part  of  the  af- 
fair, and  Miss  Abbott's  impromptu  participa- 
tion in  the  proceeding  showed  that  her  voice 
has  gained  in  power  and  improved  in  timbre, 
while  its  unimpaired  flexibility  was  made  ap- 
parent in  "Non  fu  sogno,"  from  "I  Lom- 
bardi,"  which  she  sung  with  excellent  effect. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


— Becipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

Covers  for  filing  the  "Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.      By 


filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens, .  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Keal  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Bevenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  JIEYEKS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


GAEDEN  HOSE. 


50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose, 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose, 


$4.75 
$5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    G-ASFITTER, 
899  MABEET  STBEET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


17-STRINGED 


CIT 


S! 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
■with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  E,  K.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOBBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa, 


FOR   SAXaB. 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KOKBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Eosa. 


PATENT 


For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 
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WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and   Sunday,  June   22d 
and  23d. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  hftU  price 


<D^2f?  a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  urnl  $5  outfit  free.    Ad 
vUU  drej,  n.  ii 


1ALLETT  &  Co.,  Portland,  .Maine. 


W.  E.  CHAMBERLAIN,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Kodinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursd  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office,  janl2-lm 


Outfit  free.    Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


l\ibrLkiitmg  (Compound 


AND   CUPS. 


One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  Inst  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  pucking- 
corrosioH  heing  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble, 

K.  HOE  A  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 

,  -  rt-w  •*-     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
"^x^HA5--/<3>       out  any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.     Address 

H.  L.  TATUM  &  CO.,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  F. 
P.  0.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 


JOHN    ROBL, 


The  beet  quality  of  stall-fed  Meats  always  on  hand 
nt  the  LOWEST  MARKET  RATES, 

5  &  6  California,  Market, 

SAN    FRANCISCO. 

Goods  delivered  free  of  charge  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 


P.     KKIaEaY, 

''ill©  I@@t  likei 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.  For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.  The 
elastic  is  so  placed  back  of 
the  ankle  as  to  protect  it 
from  wear  and  it 
does  not  bind 
around  the  ankle 
like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  GO  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8. to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


OK  +rfc  fljOn  Per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  35  free. 
tp*J    tU   q)£i\J   Address  Stinhon  k  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER 
COAST! 


THE  PACIFIC 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 

TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     U  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

ES^All  Postmasters  are   Agents.      Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


$5.00 
$20.00 


PANTS  to  Order 
SUITS  from    -    - 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny   Street,  cor.  California. 

marlG-4mos 

FEUSJSTQKE 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FEANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DntECTon. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free   of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  GDSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-Gmos 

Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


President 

VlCE-PSESIDENT 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.C.  D.  O'SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES: 

M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Conoor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchnrd, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Dononue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Treasurer EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  WellB,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Oftico  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature,  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 

A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  II. 


SUMMER    ARRANGEMENT. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JUNE  10th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  "Wharf.) 


7(~\(}  A,  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Mail  and  Express 
■  ww  train  via  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healds- 
burg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Stage  connection  at  Santa 
Rosa  for  Mark  West  Springs;  at  Oeyeerville  for  Skagg's  Springs; 
at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  THE  GEYSERS. 

SS.Connections  made  at  Fulton  for  Korbel's,  Guernoville  the 
Russian  River  and  the  Redwoods. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  7.55  P.  M.] 


3/"Xf^  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Express  via  Dona- 
•  v/V^  hue.  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.      Stage  connec- 
tion at  Lakeville    for  Sonoma. 

Round  Trip  Tickets,  good  from  Saturday  till  following  Monday 
Donahue,  §1.50;  Petaluma,  §2.00;  Santa  Rosa,  83.00;  Healdsburg, 
S4.00;  Cloverdale,  §5.00. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  12.55  P.  M.] 


Sunday  Excursions  at  Beduced  Rates. 


8r\{\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
m\J\J  and  way  statians. 
Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  §1.00,   Petaluma,  §1.50, 

Santa  Rosa.,  §2.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  §4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrcstville,   Korbel's, 
Guernevillc,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  §2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and   Guemevillc,  §3.00. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  0.55  P.  M.] 

^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday, 

A.  HUGHES,    A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 

YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Home  sad  loteliigeaee  Bmmam 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANJ  SEEVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours'  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  ■    A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

^ais  is  o>mm  side  of 


AQUARIUM. 


augll-3mos 


G.    BAYREUTHER, 

— PRACTICAL— 


Ifanlth  I P! 


Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 


STOVES,  RANGES,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRON  WARF 

Vessels  and  Hotel  "Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

NO.    236    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 


409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


0.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


city  Af/o  cotz/vr/rr  opoefts  p'/fOMPTir  ^ttsa/tsd  to  ■  'm. 


AfOZTHlD  &r  TURK . 

PROPRIETORS  ■ 
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DOANE    <5c    GO. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  Xo.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FEANCISCO. 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  tilled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

D.  HICKS  <Sc  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 


Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FEANCISCO. 


lfej?JSSrC^f 


Kails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually   cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BUENS, 

Agent  for 

The  Illiiti  atod  Waip 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACBAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  o 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
,  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
^all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
Herative  organs,  and  all  physical  eoii- 
[  ditians  of  weakness  consequent  upon 

Hjthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 

Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successful  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upoi. 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europ 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  whici 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser 
vices.  DE.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  h 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CUEEI 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  conflden 
tial.  Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address 
DE.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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H.M.S.      SHIP  OF     WAR.     "SHAH    ►. 


twt.a 


'f  U  E  SAit  pftANC  t$'€&      s°  m 


rUBLISHtD 

EVER',     SATURDAY.    .  S-^'Sfc  i   '?§|  '•#  4|  ' 


PRICE  10  CTS 


c,o^  c-.a'iTfohnA  a  s-r.  |5an Rrancisco,  June  %b  $  1878 


RECOROED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL  . 
BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE!   WASP 


PfVNCJPlE     <4&OV£    THE   P/)ArY \ 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 

CITY  SUBSCEIBEES 

Thirty-five  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 


One  Year 
Six  Months 
Three  Months 


,  (Postage  Free) 


$4.00 
$2.00 
$1.00 


TO  ALL  PAETS  OF  ETJEOPE: 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      ....        $5.00 

Six  Months      ...  -    $2.50 

Three  Months       -     .    -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTEATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions^  address,  602  California  street, 
San  Francisco. 

SATURDAY,  JUNE  29,  1878. 
Our  Greatness  in  Crookedness. 

STOCK    GAMBLING. 

In  our  last  issue  we  drew  attention  to  the 
manner  in  which  large  operators  conduct 
their  schemes  for  impoverishing  the  people 
who  are  foolish  enough  to  invest  their  money 
in  the  quick-sands  of  "stock  gambling." 
"We  now  propose  devoting  a  little  attention 
to  the  broker  fraternity  connected  with  this 
business — if,  indeed,  it  may  be  called  a  busi- 
ness. Brokers,  throughout  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  civilized  universe,  are  a  pecu- 
liar species  of  the  human  family.  Their 
operations  are  not  by  any  means  confined  to 
the  stock  board,  they  are  everywhere  and  in 
everything.  But  it  is  in  the  California  stock 
market  that  the  "greatness"  and  the  "crook- 
edness" of  the  genus  is  fully  developed. 
Their  ubiquity  is  only  equaled  by  their  su- 
perlative effrontry.  In  themselves  they  are 
nobody,  they  have  no  responsibility  and  no 
existance.  It  is  the  man  who  stands  behind 
them,  who  materialises  them,  and  he  is  but 
seen  in  a  shadowy  form  which  vanishes  with 
modest  apprehension  when  a  penetrating  eye 
endeavors  to  pierce  the  mist  cloud,  and  scan 
his  identity.  Sometimes  this  shadow  does 
belong  to  the  land  of  shadows,  to  the  unre- 
alities of  real  life,  and  sometimes  it  is  incar- 
nate and  capable  of  actual   demonstration  to 


the  organs  of  sight.     In  the  latter  case,   if  it 
b3  an  "operator,"  it  will  probably  be  able  to 
emerge  from  the  contest  with  the  tiger  whole 
in  skin  and  plethoric  in  pocket;  but,  if  it  be 
an  "outsider,"  it  will  assuredly   go   through 
the  mill  and  come  out  minus  either  money  or 
script.     Brete  Harte  has  asserted,  in  elegant- 
ly turned  language,  that,  for  tricks  that   are 
vain   and   deeds   that  are  dark,  the  heathen 
Chinee  has  no  equal;  but  when  he  made  that 
assertion  he  must  have  been   in   total   ignor- 
ance of  the  goings  on  which  transpire  in  the 
stock  boards  and  their  adjuncts  the   brokers' 
offices.       Mrs.    Smith — we    use    the    name 
Smith  because  we  have  no  desire  to  be  per- 
sonal, and,  if  any  Mrs.  Smith  should  stumble 
into  our  sanctum  and  demand  personal  satis- 
faction, we  will  be  enabled   to   explain   that 
the  Smith  family  is  a  numerous  one  and  that 
we  referred  to  another  person  altogether — 
having  been  left  a  "lone  lorn"  widow  by  the 
defunct  Mr.  Smith,  in  obedience   to   natural 
and  irrevocable  laws,  invests  her  money  in  a 
boarding  house  and  has  a  thousand  or  so   of 
dollars  left  over.     Mr.  Muggins,  one  of  her 
boarders,  is  an  astute  outside  observer  of  the 
secrets  of  "the  market"  and   has   contracted 
the  habit  of  taking  the  whole  table   into   his 
confidence.      He   never  invests  himself,  for 
the  simple  reason  that  he  has  nothing  to   in- 
vest,  but  the   way  in  which  that  man   can 
figure  out  the  value  of  a  ledge  or  level  is   a 
wonderful  feat  in  mathematics;  and  the  man- 
ner in  which  he  can  expand   a  paltry   thou- 
sand dollars  in  a  half  a  million  or  so,   is   su- 
blimity  itself.      Under  his  fluent  tongue  a 
mansion  on  Nob  Hill,  a  carriage  with  liveried 
footmen,    houses    and    lands,     government 
bonds,  obsequeous  dry  goods  men,  etc.,   are 
evolved   out  of   a  thousand  dollars  as  if  by 
magic.     No  "lone  lorn"  widow   could  resist 
such  enticements,  and  so  Mrs.  Smith   places 
$500  in  the  hands  of  Messrs.  Grabitup  &  Co. 
to  be  invested  in  "Puts   and   Calls."      Now 
"Puts  and  Calls"  at  Messrs  Grabitup's  office 
is  a  very   simple   little  game,  you  "put"  in 
your  money   and  they  "call"  for  more.      If 
you  don't  respond  to  the  "call"   they  forfeit 
whatyouhave"put"in,  and,  as  it  would  even- 
tually be  forfeited  anyhow,  it  does  not  matter 
much.      That  is  what  they   do  with   Mrs. 
Smith  and  she  in  despair  goes  to   Mr.    Mug- 
gins.    Mr.  Muggins  explains  that  she  should 
have  come  to  him  before  she  squandered  that 
$500;  however,  he  is  still  able  to  put  her  up 
to  a  good  thing.     The  "Golden  Basket!"  ex- 
traordinary claim !   ledge  worth  fifty  million ! 
great   developments!    etc.      And   so  the  re- 
maining $500  is  confided  to  Messrs.  Grabitup 
&  Co.   to   be   invested  in  "Golden  Basket." 
It  so  happens  that  those  gentlemen  are   en- 
gaged   in    a   little    operation    in    "Golden 
Basket"  on  their  own  account.     In  fact  tbey 
have   been   selling  large   quantities   of  that 
stock  "short,"  and,  as  they  are  now  desirous 
of  cleaning  up,  they  accept  this   commission 
eagerly.      The   $500   is   invested   and   Mrs. 
Smith  is  told  that  the  script  is  safer  in   their 
office   than   it  would   be   in  her  own  house. 
Being  a  "lone  lorn"  widow,  she  is  easily  con- 
vinced   and    the    securities    are     left    with 
Messrs.  Grabitup  &  Co.     These  accommoda- 
ting gentlemen  use  it,  as  they  do  that  which 
belongs  to  a  great  many  other  confiding  peo- 


ple, to  "break"  the  market.  In  the  end  Mrs. 
Smith  sells  out  for  about  $50  or  $100  and  re- 
tires with  the  intention  of  devoting  herself 
more  assiduously  to  those  intricate  problems 
arising  out  of  an  effort  to  make  food  for  six 
people  go  round  amongst  twelve.  But  fresh 
faces  and  fresh  pockets  take  her  place.  The 
Messrs.  Grabitup  prosper  and  flourish.  They 
continue  to  occupy  a  high  seat  in  the  sanc- 
tuary, to  drive  a  spanking  team  to  the  Cliff, 
to  do  the  amiable  in  society,  and  generally 
to  luxuriate  and  grow  rich  and  great.  Who 
says  we  are  not  a  wonderful  people  ? 


Concerning  Parties. 

When  the  contest  for  the  possession  of  the 
coming  Constitutional  Convention  was  in- 
augurated the  people  were  informed  by  the 
leading  lights  of  the  two  great  political  par- 
ties, who  have,  for  years  past,  controlled  our 
destinies,  that  there  was  no  issue  between 
them.  It  was  asserted  that  the  framing  of 
a  fundamental  law  was  a  matter  which  should 
be  conducted  completely  outside  the  pale  of 
what  is  termed  partisan  influence.  And  that 
they,  as  political  organizations,  held  no  de- 
cided views  concerning  the  matters  of  public 
policy  which  were  involved  in  the  very  seri- 
ous problem  before  the  commonwealth.  Now 
that  the  excitement,  the  passions,  and  the 
prejudices,  necessarily  engendered  by  the 
contest  have  to  a  large  extent  subsided,  we 
think  it  appropriate  to  offer  a  few  sugges- 
tions regarding  the  logical  deductions  to  be 
drawn  from  this  significant  admission. 

Under  any  system  of  government  con- 
ducted upon  the  principle  of  representative 
institutions  every  individual  is  supposed  to 
take  an  interest  in  the  public  affairs  and  to 
have  a  voice  in  their  settlement;  and  it  has 
long  since  been  established  as  an  undisputed 
fact  that  any  proposition  brought  before  a 
number  of  rational  beings  must  necessarily 
give  rise  to  a  variety  of  opinions  as  to  its  ex- 
pediency and  desirability.  In  this  way  those 
who  think  alike  naturally  join  together  with 
a  view  to  having  that  course  which  commends 
itself  to  their  judgement  carried  out,  and 
thus  what  are  termed  political  parties  are 
formed.  Consequently  a  political  party — 
properly  so  called — is  simply  an  association 
of  citizens  who  hold  like  views  upon  the  cur- 
rent issues  in  public  policy.  A  combination 
of  people  who  hold  a  similarity  of  belief  in 
regard  to  the  fundamental  principles  of  poli- 
tical propriety  and  economy.  But  in  a  coun- 
try like  this  where  the  condition  of  society  is 
always  changing,  developing  and  progress- 
ing, public  opinion  must  also  be  always 
changing  as  to  what  measures  are  requisite 
and  needful  in  order  to  meet  the  new  order 
of  things;  and  any  party  which  is  formed 
merely  upon  one  or  two  issues  must  dissolve 
as  soon  as  those  issues  are  settled  or  others 
of  a  graver  importance  take  their  place,  un- 
less, indeed,  it  be  that  the  party  has  a  foun- 
dation resting  upon  broad  principles  of  hu- 
manity, advancement,  and  right,  which  are 
capable  of  such  expansion  that  they  are  ap- 
plicable in  the  solution  of  the  various  enig- 
mas of  life — or  that  it  be  held  together  by 
the  strength  of  its  machinery  and  its  power 
and  inclination  to  reward  its  creatures. 
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When  it  was  6nally  settled  that  the  Con- 
stitution be  pulled  down  and  built  over  anew, 
every  intelligent  citizen  knew  that  the  opera- 
tion involved  the  discussion  and  partial  set- 
tlement of  some  of  the  most  important  ques- 
tions of  the  day;  yet,  in  the  face  of  that  fact, 
quite  a  numbor  of  the  ablest  and  most  prom- 
inent members  of  the  Democratic  and  Re- 
publican parties  come  forward  and  tell  the  pub- 
lic that  they  and  their  party  have  no  policy  in 
these  matters,  that  they  and  their  party  have 
no  decided  opinion  as  to  whether  it  is  advisa- 
ble that  an  effort  shall  be  made  to  restrain  a 
thousand  growing  evils  which  the  community 
are  groaning  under,  that  they  and  their  party 
have  no  idea  of  whether  it  is  desirable  or  not 
that  the  new  Constitution  shall  have  engraft- 
ed upon  it  provisions  which  shall  have  a  ten- 
dency to  settle  the  disturbed  state  of  labor, 
and  to  prevent  the  material  interests  of  the 
country  from  falling  into  the  hands  of  rail- 
road, water,  money,  and  other  monopo- 
lies. If  these  gentlemen  were  truthful  and 
correct  in  their  statements,  and  for  our  own 
part  we  venture  to  think  they  were,  then  the 
two  parties  to  whom  we  have  referred  have 
reached  the  limit  of  their  sphere  of  useful- 
ness and  should  dissolve;  because  those  are 
the  great — in  fact,  we  might  almost  say  the 
only — political  questions  of  the  day,  not  only 
here  in  this  commonwealth,  but  throughout 
the  length  and  breadth  of  the  United  States. 
We  have  said  we  thought  the  statements  of 
those  gentlemen  were  credible.  We  will 
even  go  further  and  say  that  we  know  that 
neither  of  those  two  parties  have  for  j'ears 
past,  had  any  policy  on  the  great  question  of 
the  day;  that  matters  of  the  most  vital  and 
pressing  importance  to  the  nation  have  been 
crushed  out  of  sight  because  they  could  not 
agree  within  thamselves  upon  a  course  with 
regard  to  them;  that  they  as  political  bodies 
are  now  and  have  been  for  years  past  anima- 
ted by  no  other  object  than  a  scramble  for 
tide-waiterships,  post-offlces,  &c.  It  is  all 
very  well  for  the  Republicans  to  tell  us  they 
are  the  party  of  progress  and  enlightenment. 
We  want  to  see  progress,  not  to  hear  of  it. 
The  Democracy  may  blow  about  the  princi- 
ples of  Jefferson  and  Jackson,  but,  if  they 
cannot  be  successfully  applied  to  the  issues 
of  the  day,  they  are  useless.  We  want  new 
men,  new  ideas  and  new  parties. 


|  See  Illustration."] 

The  First  Triumph— What  Will  the  Re- 
sult Be  ? 
A  new  Constitution,  to  be  sure.  A  funda- 
mental law  under  which  all  those  intricate 
inigmas,  which  have  puzzled  such  old  fogies 
as  John  Stewart  Mill,  and  people  of  his  ilk, 
for  centuries,  shall  be  straightened  out,  shall 
be  solved  in  a  second  by  the  use  that  magic 
specific  commonly  known  as  "hemp!"  We 
shall  have  a  new  organic  law  under  which 
idleness  and  thriftlessness  shall  not  result  in 
penury  and  distress;  under  which  he  who 
labors  carefully  and  conscientiously  for  years, 
with  a  view  to  placing  himself  beyond  the 
possibility  of  want,  shall  not  be  allowed  to 
assume  any  insolent  airs,  or  enjoy  any  undue 
privileges  over  those  unfortunate  beings  who 
have  a  weakness  for  the  comfortable   corner 


of  a  beer  cellar.     We  shall   indeed    astonish 
the  universe.   Everything  shall  be  free — free 
money,  free  schools,   free  transportation   in 
this  world— and  a  dead  head  ticket  to   glory 
in  the  next — free  trade,  free   love,   free  reli- 
geon,    free    soil,    in  short,  free  everything. 
Everybody  shall  be  happy,   everybody   shall 
do  as  he  pleases.     He  who  works  will  do   so 
because  he  likes  to,  not  because  it   is   neces- 
sary; and  no  person  who  works  shall  be  per- 
mitted' to   reap  any  advantage  thereby.     If 
we  all  take  to  idleness,  to  dissipation,  and  to 
lewdness,   things   will   still   go  on  all  right. 
Under  the   beneficient  rule   of  the  coming 
Constitution,  no  monopolies  shall  be  allowed, 
aggregated  capital  shall  be  blown   from   the 
cannon's  mouth,  land  grabbei's   shall   them- 
selves be  grabbed,  the  Chinese  must  go;  con- 
sequently, crops  shall  grow  without  the  land 
being  tilled,  and  they  shall  be   reaped  with- 
out the  exertion  of  man.       A  simple  pronun- 
ciation of  that  magic  word,  "hemp ["shall  be 
sufficient  to   remove   a  field   of  wheat — the 
grain   to   the   granary  and   the  straw  to  the 
barn-yard.      Manufactories  shall  continue  to 
run   and  to   produce    such  articles  as  we  re- 
quire without  the  assistance  of  human  labor; 
because,  we  shall  have  engrafted  on  our   or- 
ganic law  a  clause  providing  that  every  man, 
woman   and   child,   old   or  young,  pretty  or 
ugly,    living  under   the  shadow  of  that  sub- 
lime conception,  shall  be  entitled  to  ask  for, 
demand   and   receive,    such   necessaries  and 
luxuries   as   they  may   think   fit  to  require. 
And,  if  the  manufactories  are  not  compelled 
to  keep  working,  where  would   these  things 
come  from  ?     Ships  shall  continue  to  plough 
the  ocean  and  bring  to  our  shores  the   silks, 
the  spices,  and  the  fruits  of  other  lands.  But 
they  shall  sail  under  a  new  Constitution,  and 
the  crew  shall  not  be  asked  to  furl  or  unfurl 
the  sails,  to  mend  the  rigging,  to  keep  a  look 
out,  to  take  a  trick  at  the  wheel,   or   to  per- 
form any  other  of  the  numerous  duties   per- 
taining to  the  sailor's  profession .     The   ship 
shall  be  worked  by  a  section  of  the  Constitu- 
tion, and  if  the  storm  king  should  attempt  to 
ride  the  wave,  or  otherwise  molest  the  peace 
and  comfort  of  that  ship  and  her  occupants, 
the  flag  shall   be   flaunted  in  his  face.     He 
shall  be  seized  and  brought  to  the  sand-lots, 
there  to  be  sat  upon  by  the  people  in  council 
assembled.     He  shall  be  bastinadoed  with   a 
stick  cut  out  of  the  Constitution,  he  shall  be 
fed   on  the  Constitution   boiled  in  milk,  he 
chall  be  confined  in  a  prison  built  out  of  the 
Constitution,  in  short,  he  shall   be   made   to 
feel  the  potency  of  our  new  Constitution  and 
shall  be  impressed  with  a  proper  respect  for 
it.     There  shall  be  no  more  orphans  because 
the  new  Constitution  shall  be  a  parent  to  the 
parentless,  and  there  shall  be  no  more  widows 
because  the  new  Constitution  will  be  a  hus- 
band to  the  husbandless.     There  shall  be  no 
more  "pain  nor  sickness  nor  sorrow"  in   this 
beautiful  land,  under  the  new   Constitution; 
because  an  application  of  it  will  instantly  re- 
move physical  pain  or  sickness,  while  the  na- 
tural effect  of  its  operation  is  to  prevent  men- 
tal sorrow.     We  shall  become  such  a   super- 
latively happy   contented    and    prosperous 
community  that  the  fame  of  our  new  Consti- 
tution shall  spread  abroad,  and  the   envious 
down-trodden  people   of  other  lands  shall  [ 


flock  to  our  borders.  But  they  shall  not  be 
permitted  to  cross  over;  such  a  sweet  state  of 
felicity  shall  not  be  disturbed  by  the  admix- 
ture of  way  foreign  element.  In  case  anybody 
should  ask  you,  liberty  is  given  you  to  dis- 
close what  the  result  will  be. 


[See  Illustration.] 
Literature  of  the  Day. 
A  speaker  at  a  political  meeting  some  two 
weeks  or  so  ago,  alluded  to  the  fact  that  a 
large  proportion  of  the  inmates  of  our  State 
Prison  are  boys  under  the  age  of  twenty-one. 
The  speaker  further  stated  that,  if  he  was 
elected  to  be  a  member  of  that  august  as- 
semblage, the  Constitutional  Convention,  he 
would  devote  his  attention  to  this  phenomo- 
non  and  endeavor  to  trace  the  effect  back  to 
the  cause.  Without  waiting  for  any  public 
honor  to  be  thrust  upon  us  we  have  under- 
taken the  duty  ourselves,  and  the  illustration 
which  we  present  on  page  761  is  the  result. 
As  a  means  to  effect  a  good  or  a  bad  end  the 
artist's  stone  and  the  printer's  type  can  not 
be  over  estimated.  The  mind  of  every  hu- 
man being  is  affected  by  having  presented  to 
it  views  of  life  which  are  unreal,  and  this  is 
especially  so  when  the  intellect  is  young.  If 
in  youth  we  are  taught  to  look  for  pleasures 
which  we  cannot  possibly  find  without  out- 
raging the  proprieties  of  life,  it  must  neces- 
sarily follow  that  when  we  take  our  place  in 
the  ranks  and  assume  the  duties  of  manhood 
we  will  be  dissatisfied  with  the  ordinary  hum- 
drum existance  which  we  are  called  upon  to 
take  part  in;  and  will  drift  into  the  momen- 
tary pleasures  and  excitements  of  vice,  and, 
eventually  into  the  felon's  cell. 


TSee  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
Principle  Above  the  Party. 
The  terrible  state  of  choatic  confusion  into 
which  the  political  parties  in  this  State  have 
fallen  is  Bimply  appalling.  Amidst  the  crowd 
of  venial,  tricky,  and  corrupt  political  moun- 
tebanks, who,  at  this  juncture,  seem  to  see 
their  occupation  gliding  from  them,  and  are 
moved  to  tears  and  oaths  thereat,  it  is  pleas- 
ing to  notice  one  man  who  can  rise  to  a  sense 
of  duty.  When  it  is  found  that  there  is  even 
one  man  who  is  not  prepared  to  sacrifice  the 
countiw's  good  on  the  altar  of  his  own  per- 
sonal advancement,  it  leaves  room  for  hope. 
In  the  "Sweet  Bye  and  Bye"  there  will  come 
a  time  when  the  existing  complications  will 
all  be  straightened  out,  when  the  intelligence 
of  the  people  will  recognize  their  true 
friends,  and  when  that  time  comes  our  pre- 
sent Governor  will  have  his  reward. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
The  Big  Tree  Grove— Santa  Cruz. 
California  has  a  world  wide  and  well  de- 
served reputation  for  containing  within  her 
limits  some  of  the  most  beautiful  scenery  to 
be  found  anywhere.  In  addition  to  that  we 
possess  a  variety  of  timber  which  reaches  a 
phenomenal  growth,  so  that  the  tourist  may 
pass  a  very  considerable  period,  with  plea- 
sure and  profit,  in  investigating  our  many  at- 
tractions. The  views  which  we  present  on 
our  last  page  represents  a  few  of  the  many 
picturesque  scenes  to  be  found  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  Santa  Cruz. 
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TUITION   AND   ITS    CONSEQUENCES. 


IN    TWO    PARTS-PART  II. 
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When  the  pound-man  sought  that  dog  to  capture, 
His  well-learned  trick  his  master  doth  enrapture. 


The  dog  turns  out  a  canine  most  sagacious, 
And  seizes  on  that  capi  o  spacious. 


To  jump  into  the  river  he's  been  taught. 
His  foe  pursuing  that's  the  place  he  sought. 


The  wily  pound-man  brings  his  useful  net, 
And  fishes  out  the  dog  and  cap  so  wet. 


Upon  his  head  he  puts  his  curious  cap, 
But  shoves  the  animal  into  his  trap. 


His  careful  training  stood  him  in  good  stead, 
He  lifted  the  latch  and  poked  out  his  head. 


7. 
The  captor  discovers  that  he's  been  beat. 
But  'tis  too  late  to  prevent  the  dog's  retreat. 


Once  more  free  to  roam  where  he  will, 
He  saeketh  the  home  of  his  childhood  still. 
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A  oood  boy  may  not  become  a  handsome 
man,  but  a  nice  bonnet  surely  becomes  a 
pretty  woman. 

There  is,  at  the  present  time,  considerable 
discussion  raging  amongst  Eastern  journa- 
lists as  to  whether  Potter  is  after  the  Presi- 
dent or  the  Presidency.  This  is  absurd. 
Every  intelligent  person  knows  Mr.  Potter 
is  after  the  man  who  is  before  him. 

'When  a  German  Socialist  wants  a  little  so- 
cial enjoyment  he  loads  up  his  gun  and  starts 
out  to  bag  an  Emperor  or  two;  but  when  a 
San  Franciscan  Socialist  wants  a  little  social 
enjoyment  he  loads  up  his  pistol  and  starts 
up  to  Saucelito  to  bag  a  policemen  or  two. 

The  "Grecian  Fillet"  is  the  name  givan  to 
the  velvet  band  that  rests  on  the  forehead 
just  in  front  of  the  brim  of  the  bonnet.  The 
question  which  now  puzzles  the  nation  is, 
what  is  the  brim  of  the  bonnet  ?  Nobody 
around  these  parts  has  seen  a  bonnet  for 
some  years  past 

It  is  said  that  owing  to  the  outrageous 
blackmail  which  the  city  government  have 
for  years  levied  on  those  two  industrious 
poverty  stricken  men,  Michael  Beese,  and 
James  Phelan,  they  will  be  compelled  to 
seek  the  hospitalities  of  the  Alms  House. 
There  is  no  stronger  evidence  of  the  levelling 
communistic  tendency  of  the  times  than  the 
manner  in  which  those  two  frugal,  sagacious 
men  have  been  persecuted. 

A  few  hundred  Congressmen  threaten  to 
go  to  Europe — all  in  one  steamer.  Now  here 
is  a  chance  for  some  patriotic  American  to 
make  a  Brutus  of  himself.  Here  is  an  op- 
portunity for  some  ambitious  man  to  crown 
himself  with  a  wreath  of  laurels,  to  throw 
around  his  head  a  halo  of  undying  glory. 
Thommassen — -dynamite — infernal  machine 
—  clock  work  arrangement — explosion  in  mid 
ocean!  These  are  mere  hints  but  a  hero  with 
nerve  and  brain  will  readily  see  the  point. 

Judge  Fereal  excused  a  juryman  who  was 
deaf  in  one  ear,  on  the  ground  that  a  person 
sitting  on  a  jury  "should  hear  both  sides," 
but  refused  to  excuse  another  who  was  desti- 
tute of  one  optic  on  the  ground  that  it  was 
necessary  that  a  juryman  "should  see  both 
sides."  On  the  contrary,  his  Honor  said,  it 
was  desirable,  even  necessary,  that  a  jury- 
men should  only  see  one  side.  Their  seeing 
two  sides  often  resulted  in  protracted  sittings 
of  the  Court  and  other  inconveniences  which 
it  was  the  policy  of  the  law  not  to  encourage. 

There  are  certain  useful  lessons  to  be 
gleaned  from  the  recent  election  in  this  city. 


One  of  them  is  that  high  and  mighty  person- 
ages who  insist  on  the  right  of  their  bench 
men  to  drive  over  the  oi  polloi  must  expect 
retributive  justice  when  they  look  for  places 
of  honor  from  the  hands  of  those  whose  per- 
sonal safety  they  hold  so  cheap.  The  high 
chivalry  which  caused  the  noble  Baron  to  de- 
fend his  servitor,  and  secure  the  prostitution 
of  the  law  to  wealth  and  social  standing,  has 
been  properly  appreciated.  "A  member  of 
my  family."     Let  us  pray! 

The  present  is  an  exciting  epoch  in  his- 
tory. Events  of  significant  and  momentous 
importance  are  occurring  every  day.  Bussia 
is  eating  the  leek;  the  Bannacks  are  making 
things  lively  on  the  plains;  and  representa- 
tive men  from  the  intelligence  and  the  cul- 
ture of  California  are  about  assembling  for 
the  purpose  of  constructing  a  new  constitu 
tion.  And  to  crown  all,  a  broker  on  Pine 
street,  the  other  day,  passed  over  some 
shares  which  he  had  purchased  for  a  client 
without  asking  to  retain  them  for  safety  sake. 
Is  the  world  approaching  the  millenium  ? 

It  is  said  that  Mr.  L.  Pickering,  an  elder- 
derly  gentleman  connected  with  the  San 
Francisco  press,  is  so  disgusted  with  the  re- 
sult of  the  late  election  that  he  contemplates 
joining  Bennett  in  his  expedition  to  the 
North  Pole.  It  is  also  rumored  that  Mr.  F. 
Pixley,  a  gentleman  whose  occupation  defies 
a  name  or  definition,  is  so  disgusted  with  the 
newspaper  men  of  the  same  place,  that  he  also 
contemplates  joining.  So  far  as  is  known 
there  are  no  law  officers  up  in  that  direction. 
Pleasant  journey  gentlemen!  We  hope  you 
will  succeed  in  finding  the  North  Pole — and 
when  you  do,  please  to  stay  there. 

The  exact  and  accurate  precision  of  the 
Press  of  San  Francisco  in  regard  to  the 
truthfulness  and  veracity  of  the  news  which 
it  publishes  is  not  merely  local,  it  is  national; 
it  is  even  more,  it  is  universal.  Butthe  hon- 
orable way  in  which  it  refrains  from  publish- 
ing anything  which  is  calculated  to  give  pain 
to  the  person  interested,  the  chivalrous  cour- 
tesy which  it  exhibits  toward  a  person  and 
who  is  unable  to  defend  himself,  and  the 
gentle  manner  in  which  it  throws  the  mantle 
of  charity  over  a  possibility  of  guilt,  is  some- 
thing for  which  it  is  only  now  making  a  re- 
putation. A  few  days  ago«a  double  murder 
was  committed  under  circumstances  of  the 
most  shocking  brutality.  The  perpetrator 
claimed  jealousy  as  the  impelling  motive  and 
gave  the  names  of  witnesses  whom  he  had 
called  to  observe  the  parties  flagrante  delicto. 
The  enterprising  reporters,  however,  were 
satisfied  with  the  story,  and,  without  attemp- 
ting to  verify  it,  next  morning  every  paper  in 
the  city  bristled  with  such  head  lines  as 
"Terrible  Tragedy — Murder  of  a  wife  and 
her  paramour  by  the  infuriated  husband." 
Now  it  turns  out  that  the  flagrante  delicto 
consisting  in  two  drunken  people  lying  upon 
one  bed,  outside  the  clothes.  A  simple  in- 
terview, with  the  persons  whom  the  bestial 
murderer  named,  would  have  disclosed  that 
before  the  memory  of  two  dead  people  was 
villified  and  blackened.  But  then  next 
morning's  issue  might  not  have  sold  so  well. 


THE   SCHOOL-BOY. 

We  bought  him  a  box  for  his  books  and  things, 

And  a  cricket  bag  for  his  bat; 
And  he  looked  the  brightest  and  best  of  kingB 

Under  his  new  straw  hat. 

We  landed  hira  into  the  railway  train, 
With  a  troop  of  his  young  compeers; 

And  wo  made  as  though  it  were  dust  and  rain 
Were  filling  our  eyes  with  tears. 

We  looked  in  his  innocent  face  to  see 

The  sign  of  a  sorrowful  heart; 
But  he  only  shouldered  his  bat  with  glee, 

And  wondered  when  they  would  start. 

'Twas  not  that  he  loved  not  as  heretofore, 

For  the  boy  was  tender  and  kind; 
But  his  was  a  world  that  was  all  before, 

Aud  ours  was  a  world  behind. 

'Twas  not  his  fluttering  heart  was  cold, 

For  the  child  was  loyal  and  true; 
And  the  parentB  love  the  love  that  is  old, 

And  the  children  the  love  that  is  new. 

And  we  came  to  know  that  love  is  a  flower 

Which  only  groweth  down ; 
And  we  scarcely  spoke  for  the  space  of  an  hour 

As  we  drove  back  through  the  town. 


The  Old  Deceiver. 

It  was  amusing  to  see  the  air  of  importance 
assumed  by  the  old  fraud  as  he  briskly  en- 
tered a  Kearny  street  restaurant  yesterday. 
He  coughed  loudly,  put  his  hand  to  his 
breast  pocket,  and  said  to  the  proprietor: 

"Ahem — ah — I  suppose  you  have   wines?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"I  suppose  you  have  wines  fit  for  my 
table?" 

"I  have." 

"And — ahem — you  could  let  me  taste  a 
sample,  I  suppose?" 

"I  can,"  answered  the  proprietor,  and  he 
handed  down  a  wine  bottle  which  he  had 
filled  with  beer-slops,  molasses  aud  butter- 
milk for  just  such  occasions.  The  old  fraud 
took  a  deep  "swig,"  set  the  bottle  down,  and 
as  he  drew  his  mouth  clear  around  over  his 
right  shoulderblade,  he  said: 

"That  goes  right  to  the  spot!  I'll  call  in 
at  noon  and  have  you  send  up  twelve  bot- 
tles." 

When  he  got  out  doors  he  seemed  unde- 
cided whether  to  hold  his  mouth  open  or 
shut,  and  now  and  then  he  indulged  in  a 
horse-like  cough.  He  halted  and  looked  into 
a  candy  store  for  a  minute,  but  his  mouth 
didn't  water.  On  the  contrary,  his  scowl 
darkened,  and  as  he  turned  away  he  said: 

"Waugh!  I  wouldn't  even  lick  a  grind- 
stone if  it  was  sugar-coated." 


A  Youngster's  Advice. 

The  other  evening,  when  the  four  or  five 
young  rose-buds  which  gallop  o'er  the  hearth- 
stone of  a  Van  Ness  Avenue  family  became 
too  uproarious,  the  mother  called  out: 

"If  I  have  to  speak  to  you  again,  I  shall 
punish  some  of  you." 

The  youngest  of  the  lot  slid  off  the  lounge, 
reflected  for  a  moment,  and  then  soberly  re- 
marked: 

"Well,  then,  I'd  advise  you  to  hold  in  your 


She  did. 
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BERTIE. 


BY    EMMA    SARA    J. 


I! 


4  4  ~f~N    the    name    of   everything   that   is 
charming,  who  is  that  sweetly  pretty  girl? 
-exclaims  Colonel  Melladew  excitedly,  fumb- 
ling about  his   capacious  waistcoat  in  search  of  his 
eye-glass. 

"Which  pretty  girl?"  is  the  rather  scornful  reply. 
"Nowadays  all  girls  are  pretty.  Upon  my  honor,  it 
would  be  quite  refreshing  to  meet  a  really  plain  girl 
with  no  redeeming  points." 

"Don't  agree  with  you,  '  answers  the  first  speaker 
hotly — "don't  agree  with  you  at  all!  A  beautiful 
■woman  is  a  most  marvelous  creation,  sir!" 

"You  are  quite  right  there,  Colonel;  prettiness  is 
a  very  common  commodity,  but  real  beauty  is  rare 
indeed.  If  ever  I  do  meet  a  really  lovely  woman, 
I — I — I'll  marry  her!"  And  Gordon  Hay,  captain  in 
H.  M.'s  — th  Hussars,  laughs  with  a  lazy  vanity,  evi- 
dently thinking  he  would  be  behaving  with  no  small 
generosity  to  la  belle  inconnu. 

'  'You  are  mighty  condescending ;  but  the  lady 
might  be  absurdly  blind  to  the  honor  you  might  do 
her — she  might  say  'No.'  " 

"Ah,  so  she  might!  I  forgot  that,"  laughs  Captain 
Hay  carelessly 

"Who  might  say  'No'?"  asksa  boyish  voice  behind 
them.  "Say  'No'  to  our  Beauty — why,  there's  not  a 
woman  that  could  do  it,  and  not  a  woman  as  yet  that 
has  had  the  chance  of  doing  it!  Eh,  Beauty?"  And 
the  speaker,  a  slight  good-looking  lad  of  twenty, 
lays  his  hand  affectionately  on  Captain  Hay's  shoul- 
der, 

"No,  I  have  been  pretty  heart-whole,  Bertie,"  he 
answers  smiling;  "I  am  not  as  impressionable  as 
most  fellows  with  slender  purse,  are  supposed  to  be. 
Some  of  these  days  I  shall  meet  with  a  nice  little 
heiress  who  will  be  content  to  take  the  burcen  of  my 
maintenence  upon  herself;  but  I  am  very  happy  as  I 
am — much  too  happy  not  to  hesitate  before  I  change 
my  condition.  Women  are  very  pretty  little  knick- 
knacks,  but  if  one  wants  a  good,  useful  article,  it  is 
to  our  own  sex  we  must  look." 

"I  say,  young  Grand — you  boys  know  everything 
and  everybody — can  you  tell  me  who  that  girl  is  over 
there — the  one  in  white  with  black  velvet?  And  dia- 
monds, too,  by  Jove!"  adds  the  Colonel,  who  has 
just  found  his  eye-glass,  and  by  ics  aid  discovered 
that  the  object  of  his  admiration  is  even  prettier  than 
he  had  first  supposed. 

"What,  the  one  with  the  bright  hair  and  blue 
eyes?"  cries  Bertie  excitedly. 

"Yes,  yes — 'blue  eyes  put  in  with  a  smutty  finger,' 
as  we  say  in  Ireland." 

"Why,  that's  my  cousin,  Clare  CVlquhoun!"  says 
the  boy  proudly.     "Isn't  she  lovely,  Gordon?" 

"Your  cousin?  Why,  I  had  forgotten  that  you  had 
a  cousin!" 

"I  wish  she  were  my  cousin,"  interpolates  Colonel 
Melladew  ruefully.  "Wouldn't  I  take  advantage  of 
my  cousinly  privileges!" 

"I  do  so  want  you  to  know  her,  Beauty,"  continues 
the  young  fellow  eagerly,  unheeding  the  interruption. 
"I  have  told  her  so  much  about  you,  and  she  said  I 
might  introduce  you." 

"She  is  very  good,"  says  Captain  Hay,  a  little' 
piqued  at  the  implied  patronage.  "But  come  along, 
Bertie,  and  let  us  find  her.  I  will  take  her  on  trust 
for  your  sake;  she  can't  be  very  bad-looking  if  she  is 
your  cousin,  little  one." 

"But  I  say,  Beauty,  don't  call  me  'little  one'  be- 
fore her — that's  a  good  fellow, "pleads  Bertie,  blush- 
ing furiously  as  they  make  their  way  through  the 
crowded  room;  "girls  chaff  so." 

"Do  they?"  queries  Gordon  Hay,  smiling.  "All 
right,  Bertie — I  will  be  most  discreet."  And  then  a 
sudden  turn  brings  them  right  in  front  of  the  object 
of  their  search. 

"Clare,  may  I   introduce  my  friend   to  you — Cap- 


tain Hay,  of  ours?     Gordon,"  this  is  my  cousin,  Miss 
Cloquhoun." 

"I  am  very  pleased  to  know  your  friend,  Bertie," 
answers  a  sweet  voice;  and  two  laughing  blue  eyes 
are  raised  to  Captain  Hay's  face,  but  lowered  almost 
immediately  as  they  met  his  glance  of  unmistakable 
admiration. 

"By  Jove,  Bertie  has  let  me  in  for  a  good  thing 
thinks  that  astute  officer  to   himself.     "She  is  a  per- 
fect little   beauty,  and   a  realization   of   my  wildest 
dreams;"  and  his  voice  is  very  low  and  persuasive  as 
he  begs  for  one  dance. 

"Only  one  dance,  Miss  Colquhoun — surely  you 
can  spare  me  just  one?" 

"Not  even  half  a  one,  Captain  Hay,"  is  the  unre 
lenting  reply;  and  Miss  Colquhoun  holds  up  a  gilt 
edged  programme  covered  with  scribled  names  and 
initials. 

But  Bertie  steps  in  most  generously  to  the  rescue. 
"Let  him   have  one  of  mine,  Clare"  he  says  mag- 
nanimously— and  so  it  was  arranged. 

It  was  on  the  occasion  of  a  grand  ball  at  the  Sal- 
ford  town  hall,  and  all  the  families  for  miles  around 
have  driven  in  to  be  present  at  this  their  last  county 
festivity  for  the  year,  before  they  settle  down  to  the 
quietude  of  a  country  life  in  summer,  or  depart  for 
the  more  brilliant  gaieties  of  the  London  season. 
It  has  always  been  an  understood  thing  that,  however 
early  Parliament  may  meet,  or  whatever  enjoyment 
they  may  thereby  miss,  no  one  in  the  county  shall 
leave  either  for  the  metropolis  or  elsewhere  before  this 
last  ball  has  been  given,  save  under  real  pressure  of 
business  or  in  case  of  sickness  and  death;  so  year 
after  year  the  same  people  have  met,  with  scarce 
any  break  or  changes,  except  those  which  Time  so 
inevitably  brings  in  its  train.  But  on  this  memor- 
able night,  the  twentieth  of  May,  eighteen  hundred 
and  seventy-five,  there  is  some  slight  difference  in 
the  list  of  guests,  Salford  having  recently  been  de- 
clared a  garrison-town,  and  .a  squadron  of  the  — th 
Hussars  having  already  come  down  to  take  posses- 
sion of  the  new  barracks,  which  are  as  yet  scarcely 
free  from  the  smell  of  paint  and  varnish. 

No  small  curiosity  is  felt  as  to  what  manner  of 
men  the  officers  of  the  regiment  will  prove  to  be; 
and  this  is  to  be  their  first  introduction  to  Salford 
society.  They  have  entered  the  ball-room  very  late, 
so  that  even  had  they  known  any  one  present  it 
would  have  been  scarcely  likely  that  they  would 
have  found  them  disengaged,  and  now  they  are 
standing  in  a  group  against  the  doorway,  looking 
very  bored,  and  quite  at  a  loss  how  to  amuse 
themselves. 

"Don't  you  think  I  might  waltz  with  you?" 
Captain  Cain  says  languidly  to  young  Grand,  look- 
ing about  him  fastidiously.  "At  first  sight  they 
would  be  sure  to  take  you  for  a  girl,  you  know." 

Bertie  flushes  indignantly,  not  daring  to  answer 
his  senior  officer  as  he  would  like,  but  stroking  his 
incipient  moustache  very  tenderly,  as  though  it 
might  resent  the  implied  insult,  and  refuse  to  grow 
"You  see,"  goes  On  Captain  Cain,  grumblingly, 
"we  are  not  the  10th — we  would  dance  if  we  could, 
but,  in  the  name  of  the  fair  Terpsichore  herself, 
how  is  it  to  be  managed?" 

To  this  there  is  no  reply;  the  speaker  is  not  a 
favorite  in  the  regiment,  and  most  of  those  pres- 
would  give  up  their  own  opinions  rather  than,  by 
standing  by  them,  appear  to  agree  with  him. 
Later  on  they  adjourn  to  the  supper-room,  to  which 
cool  retreat  Captain  Hay  had  also  retired  with  Miss 
Cloquhoun  after  their  waltz  was  over;  and  it  is  not 
long  before  Captain  Cain's  sharp  eyes  discovers 
them. 

"Hallo?"   he  calls  out  crossly.     "There's  that  fel- 
low Hay  in  luck  again;    he   has  not  only  a  partner, 
but  she  is  the  prettiest  girl  in  the  room." 
"She  is  my  cousin,"  says  Bertie  Grand. 
"Oh!  Then  you'll  introduce  me?"  is  the  delighted 
reply. 

"Sorry  I  can't  oblige  you, "  says  the  boy,  taking 
his  revenge  as  soberly  as  he  can,  "but  her  card  is 
full,  and  she  does  not  wish  to  make  any  fresh  ac- 
quaintances  to-night.     By-the-bye   this  is  my  dance 


with  her,"  he  concludes,  chuckling  at   the  Captain's 
discomfiture  as  he  moved  away. 

In  the  meantime  Captain  Hay  is  making  good  use 
of  his  time. 

"Do  you  know,  Miss  Cloquhoun,  I  am  almost 
tempted  to  become  a  fatalist  and  dreamer  of  dreams," 
he  begins  seriously,  leaning  one  elbow  on  the  table 
and  looking  up  earnestly  in  her  face.  "I  was  very 
loath  to  come  out  to-night  to  meet  what  our  Colonel 
rather  cruelly  called  the  aboriginies — indeed  I  had 
almost  made  up  my  mind  that  the  game  would  not 
be  worth  the  candle,  and  had  resolved  not  to  be,  per- 
suaded to  put  on  my  war-paint  and  join  the  others; 
but  something — I  don't  know  what — seemed  to  draw 
me  hither,  and  so  here  I  am  in  spite  of  myself." 

"Don't  you  think  that  the  fatalism  consisted  in  be- 
ing tired  of  the  monotony  of  barrack  life,  and  in  the 
longing  for  any  change,  even  although  it  might  be  for 
the  worse?"  And  Clare  Colquhoun  rests  her  cheek 
on  her  well-gloved  hand,  and  looks  up  archly  in  his 
face. 

"I  might  have  thought  so  ten  minutes  ago.  I  could 
never  believe  it  now" — impressively. 

A  silvery  mocking  laugh  is  the  only  reply  to  this, 
as  Miss  Cloquhoun  opens  her  fan  and  waves  it  to 
and  fro  indifferently. 

"I  wish,"  continues   Captain  Hay,  "that  I   had 

something  new  for  to  tell  you;    all  the  compliments 

that  I  could  pay  you  would  seem  hopelessly  stale." 

"Then  why  bore  me  with  them?"  she   questions, 

smiling. . 

"I  can  understand  the  pleasure  Antony  must  have 
felt  at  seeiug  Cleopatra  drinking  the  costliest  draught 
that  ever  empress  or  queen  had  tasted  before,"  he 
persists  gravely,  as  he  watches  her  raise  her  cham- 
pagne glass  to  her  lips;  "depend  upon  it,  Miss  Clo- 
quhoun, that  pearl  was  not  utterly  wasted  as  some 
people  fancy." 

"Captain  Hay,  I  think  you  are  talking  great  non- 
sense," she  answers  decisively,  putting  down  her 
glass  with  a  vicious  little  jerk. 

"Yes,  I  know" — laughing  ruefully — "and  I  cannot 
help  myself;  the  tongue  is  a  small  member,  but  a 
very  powerful  one.  To-night  I  feel  that  speech  is 
a  very  dangerous  gift,  and  does  not  always,  as  Tal- 
leyrand suggests,  serve  to  conceal  our  thoughts.  Ah, 
here  comes  your  cousin,  and  we  can  return  to  com- 
mon sense!" 

"What  is  it,  Hay?"  asks  Bertie,  looking  curiously 
from  one  to  the  other  as  he  joins  them. 

"Nothing  much,"  answers  Gordon  Hay,  constrain- 
edly. "The  fact  is,  I  have  been  dreaming,  and  Miss 
Colquhoun,  not  being  accustomed  to  hear  people 
talk  in  their  sleep,  thinks  that  I  am  mad." 
For  a  moment  the  boy  looks  puzzled. 
"This  is  our  dance,  Clare,"  he  says  a  little  jeal- 
ously. 

"But  you  will  excuse  me,  Bertie,  will  you  not?  I 
am  so  very  tired.  Will  you  find  papa,  and  tell  him 
I  am  ready  to  go?" 

"Yes,  I  will,  if  you  wish  it,"  answers  the  lad  dole- 
fully; but  I  have  not  had  one  dance  with  you,  and 
my  name  was  down  for  three!"  And  then,  without 
waiting  for  a  reply,  he  strides  off. 

"Poor  Bertie!"  says  Captain  Hay  smiling. 
"Yes,  poor  Bertie!"  echoes  the  girl  softly. 
Tto  be  continued."! 


An  Old  Man's  Sorrow. 

After  two  boys  had  been  brought  out  and 
placed  in  stratgetical  positions  before  the 
desk,  his  honor  lifted  his  voice  and  inquired: 

"Is  Mr.  Grott  in  court  ?" 

"I  pelief  I  am  dot  man,"  remarked  a  citi- 
zen with  gv&y  hair  and  a  careworn  expres- 
sion, as  he  came  forward. 

""Well,  now,  do  you  know  these  boys?" 

"I  haf  seen  doze  poys  one  hoonered  times, 
Mr.  Shudge." 

"Well,  what  have  they  been  doing?" 

((Efer  since  spring  comes  dis  pig  poy  here 
has  peen  throwing  stones  mat  my  front  door. 
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Somedimes  he  hits  <ler  door,  somedimes  der 
windows,  und  somedimes  me.  I  calls  for  der 
bolice,  but  he  makes  up  faces — shustsol  I 
runs  after  him  m it  a  glub,  und  he  calls  me 
badt  names  und  whistles  like  I  vhas  a  dog. 
I  diuks  dat  poy  shall  end  his  days  mit  der 
gallose." 

"About  this  other  boy  1" 
"Vhell,  he  comes  aroundt,  too.    He  makes 
some  faces  at  me  oafer  der  fence,  und  vhen  I 
runs  behindt  him,  he  sings  mit  his  mouf : 
'I  wouldn't  pe  a  Dutchman, 
For  foofty  cents  a  day!' 
It  makes  me  awful  madt,  Mr.  Shudge,  und  if 
I  git  my  hands  on  him  he  shall   be  noddings 
poody  queek!     I   have  tried   like   dunder  to 
make  dose   badt  poys  go   home  und  let  me 
alone,  und  now  I  vhants  some   law  to  shtop 
all  dis  pefore  I  am  kilt  mit  a  pig  stone." 

"Boys,"  began  his  Honor,  "do  you  realize 
the  seriousness  of  this  case  ?" 
They  did. 

"Do  you  fully  realize  that  a  sharp  lawyer 
could  make  a  conspiracy  case  of  this — a  plain 
case  of  conspiracy  against  property,  garden 
truck  and  human  life  ?" 

They  probably  did,  as  tears  came  to  their 
eyes  and  they  wiped  their  noses  with  great 
earnestness. 

"What  shall   be  done  with  them  ?"    asked 
the  court  of  the  complainant. 
"Oh!  dear!"  sighed  one. 
"Oh!  bones!"  wailed  the  other. 
Mr.  Grott  looked  from  one  to   the  other. 
Their  tearful  eyes,  red  noses  and  repentant 
looks  touched  his  heart,  and  he  replied  : 

"Vhell,  if  dey  shall  be  sorry,  den  I  shall 
be  soriy,  too !" 

"It  is  a  grave  offense,"  suggested  his  Hon- 
or. Both  snuffled  in  a  manner  indicating 
that  they  wouldn't  do  so  again  for  two  shil- 
lings. 

"Dot  ish  so,"  mused  Mr.  Grott,  "but  I 
dinks  I  shall  forgif  dem." 

"Boys!"  sharply  remarked  his  Honor, 
"you  deserve  to  be  sent  up  for  a  month,  but 
the  man  whom  you  have  abused  asks  for 
mercy  for  you.  You  can  go,  but  if  either  of 
you  come  here  again  I'll  make  you  think 
you've  stuck  a  hundred  slivers  into  those  flat, 
bare  feet!    Do  you  hear  me  i" 

"Guess  we  do!"  they  whispered  in  unison. 
"Und  do  you  hears  me?"  added  Mr.  Grott. 
They  did. 

"And,"  remarked  Bijah  as  he  conducted 
them  to  the  door,  "I  have  just  invented  a 
spanking-machine  which  I  am  longing  to 
try.   A  hint  to  the  wise  is  suffish — go  home." 


£&> 


They  were  in  the  parlor  together.  The 
light  had  gone  out,  and  they  stood  at  the 
window  in  the  radiance  of  the  moon.  He  had 
his  arm  about  her,  and  was  looking  dreamily 
at  the  queen  of  the  night.   Softly  he  spoke — 

"Darling,  I  am  thinking  how  happy  we 
will  be  in  our  home  when  we  are  married.  It 
shall  be  a  pretty  home,  and  you  shall  be  its 
dear  little  mistress.  We  will  have  a  little 
parlor  and  a  little  dining-room  and  a  little 
kitchen  for  you  to  manage.  We  shall  be 
there  all  by  ourselves,  and  we  shall  be  so 
naPPy.  my  darling." 

"Oh,  Henry,"  she  despondently  uttered, 
"I  thought  we  were  going  to  board." 

There  were  tears  in  her  eyes  for  him  to 
kiss  away,  but  he  let  her  remove  them  with 
what  facilities  she  could  command. 


GP*No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  worn  (te  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Citizen. — The  escutcheon  of  the  City  of 
San  Francisco  is  in  the  form  of  a  milch  cow's 
udder  with  the  word  "Give"  emblazoned 
across  it.  The  ward  politicians  thought  it 
would  be  appropriate  and  in  keeping  with 
the  design  of  our  city  government. 

Maggie. — Any  man  who  is  base  enough  to 
eat  all  the  candy  left  by  your  other  beau 
would  certainly  make  a  very  bad  husband. 
Don't  have  anything  to  do  with  him.  He  is 
a  fraud,  he  is  a  glutton.  He  is  even  worse, 
he  is  mean.  We  will  venture  to  say  that  he 
does  not  even  subscribe  to  the  Wasp. 

Johnson. — We  can't  afford  to  give  the  se- 
crets of  any  profession  away  for  nothing, 
more  especially  those  connected  with  our  own 
advocation  in  jlife.  For  these  all-sufficient 
reasons  we  must  emphatically  decline  fur- 
nishing you  with  a  recipe  for  making  paste. 
We  have  no  doubt  but  that  you  are  a  God 
fearing  man  and  are  unaware  that  compoun- 
ding that  useful  article  belongs  to  the  devil's 
department. 

Anglo. — The  Duke  of  Teek  is,  we  believe, 
a  connection  of  Queen  Victoria.  We  do  not 
know  whether  he  is  also  relative  of  Emperor 
Norton.  The  name  Teck  is,  we  understand, 
derived  from  the  word  tack.  Some  two  or 
three  hundred  centuries  ago,  the  imperial 
sovereign  of  one  of  his  grace's  progenators 
was  engaged  in  fastening  down  some  carpet 
upon  the  dais  which  supported  his  throne. 
His  grace's  progenator  showed  such  remark- 
able skill  in  handling  the  tacks  with  which 
the  work  was  done  that  as  soon  as  the  job 
was  completed  he  was  dubbed  Duke  of  Tack 
Since  that  time  the  title  has  been  vulgarised 
to  read  Teck. 


Berroni. — The  man  who  wrote  "I  dreamt 
I  dwelt  in  marble  halls,"  may  really  have 
dreamt  that  he  had  done  so;  but  he  never 
got  any  nearer  to  the  "marble  halls"  than 
his  dream  took  him — unless  you  can  meta- 
morphose the  penitentiary  into  "marble 
halls."  We  had  him  sent  there  ourselves. 
He  was  dangerous  to  society.  There  was  no 
crime  that  man  would  not  commit.  In  our 
absence  he  sneaked  into  sanctum  and  stole 
our  paste  pot  and  shears,  and  when  we  re- 
covered from  the  effects  of  the  glass  of  cider 
which  we  were  unfortunate  enough  to  drink, 
we  found  we  were  on  the  eve  of  publication 
day  without,  the  necessary  implements  to 
make  our  paper  up  with.  We  found  that 
the  world  was  trembling  in  expectancy,  for 
our  utterances,  and  our  ever  faithful  shears 


being  gone  we  were  unableto  make  them. 
The  resources  of  true  genius,  however,  are 
illimitable;  we  bridged  the  difficulty  over  and 
the  fiend  who  perpetrated  that  foul  deal  was 
sent  up  for  life. 


AFTER    THE    BANQUET. 

The  revels  are  over — the  orgy  is  past: 
All  my  lively  companions  have  left  me  at  last; 
And  the  half-dozen  strokes  of  my  ormolu  clock 
Are   effaced  by  the   strains  of  the   shrill-crowing 

cock. 
In  its  grave  lies  the  laughter  that  burst  from  our 

lips 
Over  Honeyman's  duties  and  Funnyman's  quips. 
Not  an  echo  survives  on  the  dawn's  chilly  light, 
Of  the  mirth  and  the  music  that  gleamed  thro'  the 

night. 

There  were  dainties  of  every  conceivable  shape; 
There  was  Bass — there  was  Alsopp — and  blood   of 

the  grape; 
There  were  spirits,  arranged  by  some  cunning  de- 
vice, 
To  be  not  very  noxious  and  yet  very  nice. 
But  the  thoughts  of  the  feast  bring  a  gloom  to  my 

brow, 
As  I  gaze  on  the  wrecks  that  remain  of  it  now; 
And  a  few  bitter  sentiments  enter  my  head, 
While  I  swiftly  but  sadly  prepare  for  my  bed. 
As  I  glance  at  yon  blank  and  untenanted  shell 
Where  it  once  was  the  pride  of  an  oyster  to  dwell, 
I  can  scarcely  restrain  the  too  sensitive  tear 
And  the  wish  to  behold  its  inhabitant  here. 

Yonder  bowl,  I  remember,  held  salad  inside. 

Where  the  herbs  and  the  lobster  in  interest  vied; 

Yonder  bottles,  once  brimming,  look  now  so  for- 
lorn 

That  I  trace  through  their  bodies  the  advent  of 
morn. 

Yet  why  should  I  murmur?  That  sunny  cham- 
pagne 

Was  productive  of  Jones'  most  rollicking  vein, 

And  I  never  believed  that  young  Simmons  could 
pun 

'Till  the  serious  drink  of  the  night  was  begun. 

Though  the  scent  of  tobacco  still  sickens   the   air, 

My  cigars  were  pronounced  a  success,  and  they 
were; 

Tommy  Travers,  who  come  to  me  down  in  the 
dumps, 

Made  a  joke  after  three  of  them.  There  are  the 
stumps. 

Ah,  youth  is  the  gaslight,  and  age  is  the  gray — 
Will   the   frolics   of   night  bear   the  beams  of  the 

day? 
It  is  hardly  for  butterfly  poets  to  preach, 
But  at  forty  thfe  learner  may  setup  to  teach. 
Giddy   boys,   go   long   with  your  jokes  and  your 

song, 
Which  are  all  very  pleasant  and  not  very  wrong, 
Biit  the  dawning  of  Reason,  Philosophy  tells, 
Only  leaves  empty  bottles — and  ashes — and  shells. 


"Seven  to  Ate."' 

The  other  day  the  President  and  his  cabi- 
net sat  down  to  a  little  private  lunch,  and 
the  servant  in  attendance,  glancing  from  the 
President  to  the  half  dozen  cabinet  officers, 
remarked : 

"An'  it  minds  ovthe  ould  electhoral  times, 
intirely." 

"What  does?"  asked  the  Secretary  of  the 
Navy. 

"This  bit  ov  a  dinner  an'  the  company," 
replied  the  servitor. 

"And  why?"  asked  the  Secretary  of  State. 

"Because,  thin,"  replied  the  faithful  ser- 
vitor, "there's  seven  to  ate." 

And  the  Secretary  of  the  Interior  said  that 
stumjued  him,  while  the  Postmaster  General 
made  a  quotation  from  the  '  'Life  and  times 
of  the  Governor  of  North  Carolina." 


They  say  Dr.  Mary  Walker  is  learning  to 
chew  tobacco,  which  explains  why  she  hasn't 
been  seen  on  the  street  for  six  days,  and  has 
all  her  meals  sent  up  to  her  room. 
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DEMOCRATS:  I  ''T'le  ^ht  ot°thf>r  da?8  »  faded', 
)  And  all  our  glory  past  and  gone. 


REPUBLICANS:  I  '!¥,*}$*  &nd  ^f  da,yvis  a°n?,' 
(  All  things  must  end  as  all  begun. 

NON-PARTISAN:  \  "To1be  °r.no*  l°  be"-more  especially        WORKINGMEN-  i  ^rough  years  °f  Wr,°ng'  »nd1clou?8  of  £eftr 
(         "not  to  be.  ■  j  A  light  is  breaking  calm  and  clear. 

WASP : — A  vaunt !  quit  my  sight !     There  is  no  health  in  you . 
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Tlic  Ycry  Freshest  American  Hnnior 

An  exchange  says  many  a  plant  ia  ruined 
by  too  much  soaking.     So  is  many  a  man. 

When  a  rider  is  thrown  over  a  horse's 
head  the  horse  becomes  the  power  behind  the 
thrown. 

Wilkie  Collins'  new  novel  is  entitled  "The 
Haunted  Hotel."  It  is  dedicated  to  Judge 
Hilton. 

A  bachelor  merchant's  advice  in  selecting 
a  wife:  "Get  hold  of  a  piece  of  callico  that 
will  wash." 

Politeness  is  like  an  air  cushion — there 
may  be  nothing  solid  in  it,  but  it  eases  jolts 
wonderfully. 

Even  with  butter  at  twenty-five  cents  a 
pound  there  are  sad  hearts.  Grief  is  no  re- 
spector  of  prices. 

A  professional  tenor  singer  is  accused  of 
beating  his  wife.  His  favorite  opera  no 
doubt  is — is — well,  something  about  Lam- 
mermoor. 

"One  is  glass  in  eyes  and  the  other  is  isin- 
glass." That  is  the  answer — and  a  very 
clever  one  it  is,  too.  What  we  want  now  is 
a  connundrum  to  fit  it. 

A  New  York  doctor  has  a  grown-up 
daughter  whose  head  resembles  a  pig's,  and 
her  voice  sounds  like  the  sqealing  of  that 
animal.  It  is  a  great  mistake  that  she  was 
ever  born  outside  of  Cincinnati. 

Mother. — "So  you  enjoyed  your  walk, 
Kate.  Did  you  go  all  that  distance  alone  ?" 
"Daughter — "Oh,  yes,  mamma,  quite  alone." 
Beastly  Brother — "Then  how  is  it,  Kit,  you 
took  out  an  umbrella  and  brought  back  a 
walking-stick  ?" 

"I  shouldn't  think  there  would  be  such  a 
word  as  breakfast,"  remarked  a  young  linguist 
to  his  mother  the  other  morning.  "Why  not, 
dear  ?"  asked  she.  "Because,  ma,"  replied 
the  boy,  "it  ain't  natural.  Things  never 
break  fast — they  break  loose." 

An  unassuming  little  book  has  just  been 
issued  with  the  title  of  "The  Thoughts  of 
Animals  Put  into  Words."  It  is  unassuming 
because  it  doesn't  attempt  to  put  into  words 
the  thoughts  of  a  two-quart  dog  while  trying 
to  paw  off  a  ten-quart  muzzle. 

The  Iowa  Poulterers'  Association  sends  us 
a  circular  with  the  request  that  we  hand  it  to 
some  enthusiastic  "chicken  fancier."  The 
most  enthusiastic  "chicken  fancier"  has  been 
in  jail  ever  since  the  last  dark  of  the  moon, 
but  we'll  hand  in  the  circular  to  the  Sheriff 
for  him.     He'll  get  it. 

Don't  take  down  your  stoves,  shed  your 
flannels,  or  put  your  overcoat  in  pawn  until 
August.  Prof.  Tice  predicts  several  hard 
frosts  in  July.  This  same  man  predicted 
snow  last  winter,  and  his  prediction  was  ful- 
filled— but  not  to  the  satifaction  of  the 
young  man  who  owned  a  horse  and  sleigh. 

The  Socialists  of  Germany  are  getting  al- 
together too  social,  and  if   the   coming  Em- 


peror is  not  born  with  a  cast  iron  cuticle  he 
had  better  not  come  at  all.  BeiDg  shot  full 
of  holes  is  not  so  objectionable  as  paying  a 
big  doctor's  bill— or  a  doctor's  big  bill — to 
have  the  lead  quarried  out  of  your  body.  It 
would  be  more  pleasant  to  be  born  an  Ah- 
koond  of  Swat. 

Mrs.  Brown — "Dear  me,  Mrs.  Jones,  are 
those  tall  yonng  ladies  really  yours  ?  I  had 
no  idea  you  had  daughters  grown  up."  Mrs. 
Jones  (who  is  still  possessed  of  considerable 
attractions) — "Oh,  yes!  I  was  unmarried  at 
fifteen,  you  know !  And  is  that  young  gen- 
tleman really  your  son  ?"  Mrs.  Brown  (who 
is  also  possessed  of  ditto  ditto  ditto) — "Yes 
— a — I  was  married  at  twelve !" 

Mrs.  Richard  Grant  White  has  presented 
her  husband  with  a  new  heir,  and  it  is  said 
the  philologic  father  is  in  a  quandary  as  to 
the  correctness  of  saying  "I  have  got  a 
baby,"  or  I  have  gotten  a  baby."  He  might 
get  over  the  difficulty  by  observing,  "I  have 
acquired  a  new  responsibilty."  Anyhow  it 
is  hoped  he  won't  discuss  the  distinction  in 
a  twelve  page  magazine  article. 

To  lend  a  man  "a  quarter"  politely,  re- 
quires considerable  coolness  and  self-control. 
To  be  slow  and  ceremonious  about  it  implies 
distrust;  to  slap  down  the  coin  with  a  "bang" 
indicates  irritation,  while  to  search  all  your 
pockets  in  succession  conveys  the  impression 
that  you  will  be  left  penniless  by  the  trans- 
action. A  smiling,  quiet  promptness  marks 
the  gentleman  in  this  crisis. 

A  Western  member  of  Congress  lounged 
into  the  bar-room  of  a  fashionable  up-town 
hotel  one  morning  recently,  to  get  his  matu- 
tinal invigorator.  When  the  necessary  uten- 
sils were  placed  before  him,  the  Hoosier 
statesman  deliberately  filled  the  glass  to  the 
brim  with  whisky.  "Goodness  gracious," 
exclaimed  the  astonished  bar-keeper,  "that 
isn't  a  drink;  that's  a  temperance  lecture." 

Two  enraged  duelists  meet  upon  the  dark 
and  bloody  ground.  Just  as  their  swords 
are  about  to  be  handed  them  the  first  en- 
raged duelist,  In  a  voice  trembling  with  sup- 
pressed bravery,  says:  "One  of  us  two  must 
remain  on  this  field."  "You're  talking," 
says  the  second  enraged  duellist.  "And  it 
shall  be  you,"  says  the  first  enraged  duelist; 
"for  I'm  going."  (Goes  with  the  velocity  of 
a  quarter-horse.) 

The  pious  trooper,  very  much  inebriated, 
is  striving  to  clamber  into  the  saddle,  at 
every  effort  calling  on  a  saint.  "Saint  Peter, 
to  my  aid,"  he  hiccups,  "Saint  Paul,  lend 
me  a  hand!  Saint  Fidelis  of  Sigmaringen, 
martyr,  boost  a  fellow  up !"  With  a  mighty 
effort  he  throws  himself  into  the  saddle  and 
rolls  off  on  the  other  side  of  the  horse.    "Not 

all  together,  you!     One  was  enough," 

yells  the  pious  trooper. 

Miss  Eastman,  of  Massachusetts,  has  seen 
a  crowd  of  men,  each  smoking  his  pipe  or 
chewing  tobacco,  yelling  for  bread  or  work; 
and  asks:  "What  would  be  thought  of  a  pro- 
cession of  destitute  women  demanding  relief 
and  every  one  of  them  eating  candy  ?"  We 
would  think  they  had  better  save  the  money 
they  spend  for  candy  and  buy  seven-button 
kid  gloves.  P.  S. — We  have  a  vague  idea 
that  this  is  not  the  correct  answer. 

A  good  story  is  told  of  a  Rochester  (N.  Y. ) 
deacon  who  thought  he  recognized  a  young 
lady  friend  leading  a  little  boy  up  the  street, 
and  stepping  to  her  side  he  asked;  "Why, 
Mary,  where  did  j'ou  get  that  child  ?"  The 
scarlet  face  instantly  turned  to  his  was  that 
of  an  entire  stranger,  and  her  quick  reply 
fully  satisfied  him.     "I  came  by  it  honestly," 


was  all  she  said,  and  the  good  old  man  had 
something  to  think  about  all  the  way  home 
to  dinner. 

A  Manayunk  man  went  home  the  other  eve- 
ning and  upset  the  suppertable,  kicked  the 
dog  four  times  around  the  room,  turned  his 
family  out  of  the  house,  and  broke  three 
chairs  into  kindling  wood.  As  he  is  not  a 
drinking  man  it  is  suspected  that  he  was  out 
of  humor  about  something.  He  was  prob- 
ably called  upon  a  short  time  previously  to 
subscribe  a  few  dollars  towards  paying  for  a 
brass  band  to  serenade  one  of  his  esteemed 
fellow  citizens. 

Two  sailors  happened  to  be  on  a  military 
parade  ground  when  the  soldiers  were  at 
drill,  going  through  the  evolution  of  mark- 
ing time.  One  sailor,  observing  the  other 
watching  the  movements  of  the  company  very 
attentively,  with  eyes  fixed  and  arms  akimbo, 
asked  him  what  he  thought  of  it.  "Well, 
Jack,"  replied  his  comrade,  "I  am  thinking 
there  must  be  a  very  strong  tide  running  this 
morning,  for  these  poor  fellows  have  been 
pulling  away  this  half  hour,  and  have  not 
got  an  inch  ahead  yet." 

Some  boys  in  Markland,  Mich.,  started  a 
show  in  a  cellar.  The  admission  was  two 
cents.  The  performance  ranged  from  recita- 
tions to  somersaults,  and  a  feature  was 
marksmanship  of  the  kind  that  killed  To- 
lante.  A  ten-year-old  boy  held  an  apple  on 
his  head  for  a  larger  boy  to  shoot  at,  but  just 
as  the  marksman  took  aim,  the  target  boy 
felt  the  apple  slipping  off,  reached  up  to 
catch  it,  and  had  a  bullet  hole  put  nearly 
through  his  hand.  The  wounded  lad's 
mother  made  a  raid  on  the  show  and  closed 
it. 

A  little  fellow  who  has  seen  scarce  half  a 
dozen  summers,  and  at  whose  home  hens 
have  been  kept  for  but  a  few  weeks,  visited 
a  neighbor's  a  day  or  two  since  to  get  com- 
pany in  his  play,  where  he  was  informed  that 
his  oft-time  playmate  was  suffering  from 
chicken-pox.  The  lady  of  the  house,  in 
tones  of  curiosity  not  a  little  tinctured  with 
solicitude,  asked  the  little  fellow  if  they  had 
haathe  chicken  pox  over  at  his  house,  and 
was  much  amused  at  the  repty,  with  all 
gravitj':  "No;  we  haven't  had  our  hens  long 
enough  yet." 

An  English  scientist  has  invented  a  con- 
trivance so  delicate  that  the  sound  made  by 
a  fly's  foot  in  walking  over  the  sounding 
board  can  be  heard  at  the  other  end  of  the 
telephone  miles  away.  The  English  scientist 
who  is  merely  an  imitator,  will  have  to  take 
a  back  seat,  however.  America's  inventor, 
Mr.  Edison,  has  perfected  a  machine  by 
which  j'ou  can  hear  a  fly  wink  in  London,  by 
cable,  and  the  noise  made  by  a  man  thinking 
is  distinctly  audible  thousands  of  miles  away. 
It  will  take  some  pretty  able-bodied  lying 
for  the  English  to  beat  this. 

Don  Ferreya,  now  in  New  York,  is  called 
the  "Man  Flute,"  because  he  perfectly  imi- 
tations of  the  big  drum,  cymbals,  and  all  the 
horns,  were  to  furnish  the  music  at  the  next 
Centennial  exhibition.  Every  man  his  own 
Brass  Band — how  convenient  that  will  be. 
He  can  get  out  of  bed  at  midnight  and  stand 
on  the  sidewalk  half  an  hour  serenading  him- 
self—  if  he  feels  like  it.  and  the  neighbors 
across  the  way  don't  plant  a  load  of  buck- 
shot in  his  back  before  he  finishes  one  tune. 
And  then  the  political  speaker,  after  talking 
fifteen  minutes,  and  dispersing  half  his  au- 
dience, can  break  off  suddenly  and  win  the 
wanderers  back  by  striking  up  a  Strauss 
waltz — "music  by  the  band."  And — but  the 
subject  is  becoming  too  voluminous  to  grap- 
ple, and  we'll  let  you  imagine  the  rest. 
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"All's   quite   along   the    Potomac."     The 

fishing  season  has  closed. 

The  United  States  army  is  now  reduced  to 
an  improper  fraction — more  officers  than 
men. 

Florida  wants  a  new  State  Constitution. 
It  would  seem  as  though  some  people  are 
never  satisfied. 

It  is  observed  that  last  winters  heavy  rains 
did  not  injure  the  crop  of  Fourth  of  July 
Orators  to  any  appreciable  extent. 

"We  are  authorised  to  deny  the  report  that 
that  Russian  Government  have  bought  the 
troop-ship  "Elaine"  from  H.  R.  H.  Stewart 
Menzie3. 

When  Mr.  Hayes  was  counted  in,  he  said 
would  not  accept  a  second  term.  Subsequent 
developments  indicate  that  he  was  something 
of  a  prophet. 

The  Chinese  style  their  Emperor  the 
"Brother  of  the  Sun";  but  Colonel  Bee  has 
a  pleasanter,  if  not  so  distinguished  position, 
that  of  "Brother  of  the  Daughter." 

Camp-meeting  time,  say's  an  exchange  will 
soon  be  around,  and  in  one  or  two  instances 
dates  and  places  have  been  announced.  We 
don't  care  much  about  places,  but  we  like 
dates. 

The  potato  bug  has  laid  siege  to  North 
Carolina,  and  in  consequence  the  Governor 
of  that  Commonwealth  is  unable  for  the  pre- 
sent to  extend  his  traditional  courtesy  to  the 
Chief  Magistrate  of  South  Carolina. 

While  much  wheat  yet  remains  to  be  cut 
in  the  rural  districts  of  this  State,  thrashing 
has  already  commenced  in  the  metropolitan 
city.  At  any  rate  two  husbands  thrashed 
their  wives  on  last  Saturday  evening. 

An  Oregon  paper  tells  of  the  finding  of  a 
snake  in  the  wilds  of  that  State,  big  enough 
to  swallow  a  calf.  Of  course  it's  all  a  lie; 
and  a  snake  as  big  as  the  lie  could  swallow 
not  only  a  calf  but  a  full  grown  bull,  horns 
and  all. 

The  new  laws  against  socialism,  which  are 
contempled  by  the  German  Government,  are 
so  strict  that  when  a  man  in  that  country 
wants  to  have  a  good  old  sociable  time,  he 
will  have  to  go  out  in  the  woods  and  drink 
healths  by  himself. 


A  rural  contemporary  states  that  he  re- 
ceived an  invitation  to  be  present  at  the  com- 
mencement exercises  of  the  Columbian  Col- 
lege, Washington,  D.  C.  But  he  neglects  to 
give  the  reason  why  he  did  not  go.  Can  it 
be  possible  that  there  is  impecuniosity  in  the 
pro 

We  notice  that  the  crowded  field  of  San 
Francisco  has  received  another  addition  to  it 
in  the  shape  of  the  Daily  Gunsip.  It  is  a 
somewhat  unique  publication,  printed  on  thin 
paper,  and  designed,  we  believe,  to  be  used 
in  stores  as  wrapping  paper.  The  new  pub- 
lication contains  a  good  deal  of  information 
of  a  directory  nature. 

The  Forrest  Dramatic  and  Social  Club  has 
elected  the  following  officers:  President, 
Wm.  Dreypolcher;  Vice-President,  Harry  T. 
Greenough;  Secretary,  John  B.  Harrington; 
Treasurer,  Jos.  Kohn,  Jr.;  Acting  Manager, 
Walter  C.  Hinkley;  Stage  Manager,  Charles 
Boldemann;  Properties,  E.  M.  Stolz.  An 
entertainment  and  ball  will  be  given  July 
10th  at  Pacific  Hall. 

The  amount  of  trouble  which  the  pastor  of 
Plymouth  Church  has  created  in  this  world 
if  something  amazing.  If  it  had  not  been  for 
him  Anderson  would  have  obtained  the  Con- 
sulship which  he  wanted  and  all  this  fuss 
would  have  been  avoided.  Just  at  the  wrong 
moment  he  steps  in,  abolishes  the  place  and 
then,  of  course,  the  consulate  is  withdrawn 
by  a  parsimonious  Congress. 

An  intelligent  farmer,  living  in  the  vicini- 
ty of  Stockton,  has  invented  a  henophone, 
on  the  principal  of  the  telephone,  by  which 
one  reliable  old  hen  occupying  a  central  of- 
fice in  the  henery,  sits  on  all  the  nests  about 
the  establishment,  leaving  the  other  fowls 
free  to  lay  eggs,  scratch  and  cackle.  As  fast 
as  the  new  uest  contains  the  full  complement 
of  eggs,  it  is  connected  with  the  central  office 
by  a  copper  wire  and  the  business  is  settled. 

That  celebrated  ecclesiastical  warrior,  Gen- 
eral Howard,  is  after  the  Bannocks.  This  is 
the  same  person  who,  last  year,  occupied  se- 
veral months  in  making  an  ineffectual  effort 
to  strike  Chief  Joseph  in  the  rear — and,  we 
might  add,  got  struck  in  the  rear  several 
times  himself.  Judging  from  the  past,  we 
should  immagine  that  he  will  be  after  the 
Bannocks  for  some  considerable  time,  but 
never  before  them.  In  fact  the  General  is 
more  effective  in  his  endeavors  to  strike  a 
Freedman's  Bureau  or  a  prayer  meeting. 

The  politest  railway  official  in  America  is 
a  passenger  conductor  on  the  Wabash  Rail- 
way. He  is  a  soft  spoken  man,  with  a  mild- 
ly beaming  eye,  a  tender  curve  to  his  lips,  an 
arm  like  a  derrick,  and  a  pair  of  shoulders  as 
broad  as  a  death  warrant.  When  he  roots 
an  impecunious  tramp  out  of  the  wood-box, 
he  doesn't  shake  the  skeleton  out  of  the 
trembling  wretch.  He  just  asks  him  the 
usual  questions  and  then,  in  tones  as  soft 
and  gentle  as  a  man  trying  to  borrow  money, 
say,  "I  will  have  to  ask  you  to  get  off  at  the 
next  station."  And  every  time  the  man  gets 
off.  This  fabula  docets  the  power  of  kind- 
ness, when  it  is  backed  up  by  a  285-pound 
striking  muscle. 


Not  His  Week. 

Patrick  Driscoll,  who  claims  to  be  distantly 
related  to  the  King  of  Portugal,  wasn't  exactly 
drunk  as  he  made  his  debut  on  Jefferson  ave- 
nue, but  he  did  want  some  advice  awful  bad. 
Meeting  a  stranger,  Patrick  halted  him  and 
asked: 

"Would  you  advise  me  to  buy  up  all  the 
Fourth  of  July  this  year  and  sell  it  out  again 
at  two  shillings  a  Fourth  ?" 

The  stranger  regarded  him  for  a  minute  and 
then  solennly  answered: 

"I'd  advise  you  to  wash  your  face,  curry- 
comb down  your  hair,  put  on  a  clean  shirt 
and  try'  to  resemble  a  decent  man." 

The  stranger  passed  on,  and  Patrick  fell  to 
thinking.  It  was  not  his  week  for  washing  his 
face  and  combing  his  hair,  and  the  more  he 
realized  it  the  madder  he  got.  Rushing  after 
the  stranger,  he  pulled  him  to  the  ground 
and  was  himself  fallen  upon  by  a  policeman. 
',I'll  give  you  some  advice,  Patrick,"  said 
His  Honor  as  the  prisoner  stood  before  him. 
"It  is  wery  kind  in  you,  sir,  but  I'd  rather 
have  some  breakfast,"  replied  Patrick. 

"You  will  soon  sit  down  to  a  table  spread 
with  mush  cooked  in  five  differend  styles,  my 
man.  In  the  interval,  let  me  recommend  you 
to  go  up  for  thirty  days  and  wrestle  with  a 
few  Turkish  baths." 

"I'd  rather  not,  sir,  I  seem  to  want  to  go 
home  right  away.  It  injures  my  feelings' 
sir,  to  be  talked  to  in  this  way." 

"Mr.  Driscoll,  you  are  booked  for  a  ride. 
If  your  heart  aches  as  the  south  wind  sighs 
around  your  little  window  —  if  your  back 
aches  as  you  quit  the  chair  trade  for  a  night's 
rest — if  the  unbidden  tear  springs  to  your 
eye  as  you  devour  bean-soup  from  an  iron 
spoon,  let  all  these  things  combine  to  make 
you  a  better,  if  not  a  cleaner  man.  Please 
canter  in  and  wait  for  the  buggy." 

'"Twill  be  the  death  of  me,  sure,  and  my 
ghost  shall  haunt  this  place  night  and  day !" 
exclaimed  the  prisoner." 

"Let  it  be  a  clean  ghost,  Patrick — one  with 
a  paper  collar  on,"  entreated  the  court,  as  he 
leaned  back  and  absently  bit  into  a  ten  penny 
nail  by  mistake  for  a  stick  of  peppermint 
candy. 

"Don't  haunt  around  here!"  whispered Bi- 
jah,  as  he  walked  away  with  the  man. 
"But  I  will!" 

"I'll  give  you  ten  cents  not  to!  I  ain't 
afraid  of  ghosts,  but  I  hate  to  have  'em 
screaming  around  and  spitting  tobacco-juice 
on  the  floors." 

After  due  reflection,  Patrick  entered  into  a 
solemn  agreement  and  took  the  money. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 

DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  with  30th  June,  1878,  a 
dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  eight  (8) 
per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term  Deposits,  and  six  and 
two-thirds  (6  2-3)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Ordinary 
Deposits,  free  of  Federal  Tax,  payable  on  and  after 
Tuesday,  July  16,  1878. 

LOVELL  WHITE,  Cashier. 
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CALIFORNIA    THEATRE. 

Mr.  Jefferson  continued  to  hold  the  boards 
at  this  house  throughout  the  week.  The 
programme  was  changed  three  times.  On 
Monday  and  Tuesday  "The  Rivals"  and  "A 
Regular  Fix"  being  presented;  on  Wednes- 
day and  Thursday  "The  Heir  at  Law"  and 
"Lend  me  Five  Shillings";  on  Friday  and 
Saturday  the  ever  welcome  "Rip  Van 
Winkle."  Good  houses  witnessed  each  per- 
formance to  laugh  and  cry  with  the  old  stock 
and  buskin  veteran.  On  Monday  next  Mr. 
Geo.  Rignold  in  "Henry  V."  will  replace 
Mr.  Jefferson.  Mr.  Rignold  will  be  recol- 
lected as  a  comely  young  English  actor  who 
created  considerable  sensation  here  about 
two  years  ago. 

Baldwin's. 

Mr.  Joseph  Murphy,  one  of  the  leading  re- 
presentatives of  the  modern  Irish  drama,  ap- 
peared at  this  place  of  amusement  on  Mon- 
day evening  last  in  a  play  called  "Kerry 
Gow."  Both,  Mr.  Murphy  and  "Kerry 
Gow,"  have  been  here  before,  but  that  does 
not  in  any  wise  detract  from  their  merit. 
Since  he  was  here  last,  Mr.  Murphy's  stage 
presence  has  become  more  prepossessing  and 
his  action  more  expressive  of  deep  meaning. 
"Kerry  Gow"  is  an  Irish  drama  of  about  the 
average  standard.  Great  pains  have  been 
taken  to  illustrate  the  main  points  by  appro- 
priate and  handsome  scenery.  On  the  whole 
it  is  a  highly  interesting  performance. 

BUSH    STREET    THEATRE. 

Harrington  &  Hart's  Combination  still  con- 
tinue to  hold  their  ground  at  this  house.  "Old 
Lavender"  having  been  received  with  such 
favor  has  been  continued.  The  other  por- 
tions of  the  programme  were  materially 
changed. 

woodward's  gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodfrard's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


The  benefit  in  aid  of  Vining  Bowers  takes 
place  on  the  28th. 

Maud  Granger  and  Maud  Harrison  are 
quite  ill  in  New  York. 

The  mother  of  J.  C.  Williamson  died  at 
her  home  in  Chicago  on  Tuesday. 

The  President  of  the  Cincinnati  Musical 
Festival  Association  reports  the  profits  of  the 
May  Festival  at  $29,600. 

Mrs.  Anna  Pray,  mother  of  Mrs.  Barney 
Williams  and  Mrs.  W.  J.  Florence,  died  in 
Brooklyn,  Wednesday. 

The  trouble  between  Lydia  Thompson  and 
her  husband  has  been  healed,  and  divorce 
proceedings  discontinued. 

Lotta  will  produce,  next  season,  a  version 
of  "La  Cigale,"  made  for  her  by  Olive  Lo- 
gan, who  has  adapted  it  from  both  original 
French  and  English  versions. 

John  T.  Raymond  is  making  arrangements 
with  Manager  Jack,  of  the  Oil  Circuit,  for  an 
extended  tour  of  the  country  next  season, 
embracing  all  the  smallest  cities  and  one- 
night  stands. 

Kate  Claxton  will  open  the  season  with  her 
own  combination  at  the  Park  Theatre  in 
August.  She  will  produce  a  new  piece — au- 
thor, title  and  plot  not  at  present  divulged, 
but  in  which  Stevenson  and  herself  will  be 
provided  with  good  parts. 

Gilmore's  Garden  opens  under  Shook  and 
Gilmore's  management.  Theodore  Thomas, 
with  his  newly  organized  orchestra  of  eighty 
musicians,  will  discourse  popular  airs  every 
evening  during  each  week,  except  one,  which 
will  be  exclusively  devoted  to  classical  mu- 
sic. 

It  is  said  that  Gussie  de  Forrest  has  been 
engaged  as  leading  lady  of  the  California 
Theatre.  Miss  de  Forrest  has  been  leading 
lady  at  Niblo's  during  the  past  season,  but 
never  received  any  very  flattering  criticism. 
Miss  Marie  Preseott  has  been  engaged  as 
leading  juvenile  for  the  same  theatre. 

Miss  Anna  Boyle,  the  fifteen-year-old  am- 
ateur, who  attracted  much  attention  in 
Washington  not  long  ago  by  her  performance 
of  "Juliet,"  has  adopted  the  stage  as  a  pro- 
fession. Last  week  she  played  an  engage- 
ment at  the  Philadelphia  Museum,  assuming 
the  title  role  in  "Fanchon,  the  Cricket." 

The  past  week  has  been  a  dull  and  unin- 
teresting one  among  the  New  York  theatres. 
Four  of  the  first  class — Wallaek's,  the  Union 
Square,  the  Fifth  Avenue  and  Booth's — are 
closed.  "A  Celebrated  Case"  holds  the  stage 
at  Niblo's;  "Our  Boys"  continues  at  the  Park 
and  "Fritz"  is  doing  a  fine  business  at  the 
Standard. 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  aod  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


— Recipes  how   to   manufacture   Liquors 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 


als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.      Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

— People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  ai'e  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


GABDEJN_  HOSE. 

50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $5.75 

W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    G-ASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


17-STRINGED 


CITHERNS! 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Country  Hotel  ($25). and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  E,  B.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 
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WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and   Sunday,  June   29th 
and  30th. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  $5  outfit  free. 
dress  H.  Hallbtt  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


W.  E.  Chambeklain,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

g^   320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


JOHN    ROBL, 


QrVT  T\  Any  worker  can  make  §12  a  day  at  home. 
\3(\JJ-tXJ  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co. 


Costly 
Augusta,  Maine. 


ytbrjeating  (^omgound 


AND   CUPS. 


One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  beat  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble, 

R.  HOE  &  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGEB  SAWS, 

yt  \~  _—    ^  /  ^-     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
4,\^HA*v'^'       out  any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading;  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

H.  L.  TATUM  &  00.,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  F. 
P.  0.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 


The  best  quality  of  stall-fed  Meats   always   on   Band 
at  the  LOWEST  MAEKET  RATES, 

5  &  6  California  Market, 

SAN    FRANCISCO. 

Goods  delivered  free  of  charge  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 

P.    KELLY, 

'flu  Boot  Kakoi 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 

combined.  For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.  The 
elastic  is  so  placed  back  of 
the  ankle  as  to  protect  it 
from  wear  and  it 
does  not  bind 
around  the  ankle 
like  the  old  style  Congress  (jaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  he  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from     -     -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny   Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 


FRENUH; 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FEANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dieeotoe. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free    of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  GDSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICEES: 


Peesident 

Vice-President 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.  C.  D.  O'SULLIVAN 


<D  FC  4-*-k   *ftO/"\  per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  S5  free. 
tj>t»    IU  <p£l\J  Address  SriKsON  4  Co.,  fortland,  Maine. 


SUBSCKIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

LLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


TRUSTEES- 

O.D.O'Sullivan,  M.  J.  O'Connor, 
John  Sullivan,  Gus.  Touchard, 
Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tbeasukeb. EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attohney RICHARD  TOBIN 


M.  D.  Sweeny, 
P.  MeAran, 
R.  J.  Tobin, 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  he  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  Bhonld  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  ' 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


SUMMER   ARRANGEMENT. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JUNE  10th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
■will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR  ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

r£^pAll  Postmasters  are  Agents.      Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


7r\{\  A.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Mail  and  Express 
•  v  v  train  via,  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healds- 
burg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Staj^e  connection  at  Santa 
Rqsa  for  Mark  West  Spring's;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's  Springs; 
at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  THE  GEYSERS. 

^^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  for  Korbel's,  Guemeville  the 
Russian  River  and  the  Redwoods. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  7.55  P.  M.] 

3f~\r\  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Express  via  Dona- 
*\J\J  hue.  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.      Stage  connec- 
tion at  Lakeville   for  Sonoma. 

Round  Trip  Tickets,  good  from  Saturday  till   following  Monday 
Donahue,  SI. 50;  Petaluma,  $2.00;  Santa  Rosa,  S3.00;    Healdsburg, 
S4.00;  Cloverdale,  §5.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  12.55  P.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Kates. 


8f\{\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
■  w  \J  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  §1.00,   Petaluma,  §1.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdsburg.  §3.00,  Cloverdale  §4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,   Korbel's, 
Guemeville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton  and   Laguna,  §2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and   Guemeville,  §3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 

SSL.Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,    A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  -Alirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 

YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Moms  msd!  Iat§II£g§ue§  J^sreaa 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  AN  J  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

g.  bayreutherT^ 

—PRACTICAL— 

'" iikl,  Plnmto. 


Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 


STOVES,  RANGES,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRONWARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

NO.    326    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 

BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  th< 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
WewsgaggPt  Beok  &  Job  Printer, 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Mark* 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisc 
Market* Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquo. 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


0.  D.  0.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  B.   KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

*  Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS.  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 

rea  sale. 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


,, _  ^^os%r. 


SAN  FRANCISCO.- 

cry  ja/0  couwr/ir  orders  f/fo/HPTi.t-  4rr£Arr£D  to  • 


^em    (jglassqs 


-AT— 

Mutter's  Optical  Depot 

135  Montgomery,  near  JBnsh.  , 


mm 


O!    Ah! 

MULLER 

13      THE 

XeadingOptician 

135  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

opposite  the  Occidental  Hotel, 

NEAR  BUSH  ST. 
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D  Q  A  N*  E    «3c    OO- 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  No.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


J3„  HICKS  «3fc  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   CiERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.  Parlors  2  and  3,  tip 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BURN'S, 

Agent  for 

The  Illustrated  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between   J  and   M 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

633  Kearny  Street,  corner  oi 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
I  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  oi 
kail  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
Herative  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
Nditians  of  weakness  consequent  upon 

|the  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 

Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  affiicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upoi 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europr 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  b. 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CUBED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DB.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


'Wholesale  de^^- 


** 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thikty-fite  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(LNVARIABLY    TN   ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  $4.00 

Six  Months          -          -  -          $2.00 

Three  Months          -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -         -         -         -        $5.00 
Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Countey  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
"WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — "When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  602  California  street, 
San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  JULY  6,  1878. 

The  disclosures  made  last  week  in  regard 
to  the  influences  which  are  most  potent  in 
obtaining  a  position  on  the  police  force  of 
this  city  are  highly  interesting,  though  not 
by  any  means  re-assuring.  There  was  a  gen- 
eral, and,  we  believe,  well  founded,  impres- 
sion prevailing  in  the  public  mind  that  un- 
der the  old  regime  our  police  department 
was  the  worst  managed,  the  most  useless, 
and  the  most  corrupt,  within  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  United  States — and  that  is 
saying  a  good  deal.  But  it  was  hoped  that 
the  re-constructed  force  under  the  new  Com- 
missioners would  be  a  widely  different  insti- 
tution. And  there  have  been  vast  changes 
for  the  better  since  their  induction  to  the 
duties  of  the  office,  but  still  it  somewhat 
cools  our  admiration  for  them  to  find  that 
they  are,  whether  unwillingly  or  not,  sus- 
ceptable  to  such  influences.  So  far  as  their 
own  integrity  is  concerned  we  still haveevery 
confidence  in  the  personnel  of  the  Commis- 
sioners, but  we  must  be  pardoned  for  saying 
that  we  have  had  our  faith  in  their  shrewd- 
ness somewhat  shaken.  We  will  take  the 
liberty  of  suggesting  to  them  the  advisability 
of  abolishing  the  Star  Chamber  and  the 
Counsellor  at  the  earliest  opportunity.  The 
latter  has  been  connected  with  the  force  too 
long  for  its  good. 


Our  Greatness  in  Crookedness. 

MEDICAL    HUMBUGS. 

There  is  no  phase  in  American  life  into 
which  the  prevailing  spirit  of  humbuggery  is 
so  amply  diffused  as  it  is  amongst  what  are 
termed  the  learned  professions.  We  have 
lawyers  a  majority  of  whom  know  nothing  of 
that  subtle  philosophical  logic  of  right  and 
wrong  which  is  denominated  law.  We  have 
architects  who  are  totally  ignorant  of  the  re- 
quisities  and  proprieties  of  design  in  a  sym- 
metrical and  convenient  building.  We  have 
clergymen  whose  acquaintance  with  the  mys- 
teries of  theology  is  limited  to  superficial 
cant.  But  above  all  and  beyond  all  we  have 
doctors  utterly  destitute  of  information  re- 
garding the  intricate  science  which  they  pro- 
fess to  understand.  The  lawyer  may  ruin 
our  cause,  the  architect  may  spoil  our  build- 
ing, and  the  clergyman  may  mislead  us  in 
regard  to  which  is  the  true  doctrine  or 
dogma,  and  yet  we  may  recover  easily  enough 
from  all  the  injuries  which  they  inflict  upon 
us.  But  the  medical  who  undertakes  to  heal 
our  bodies  without  understanding  how  to  do 
so,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  inflicts  upon  us 
irretrievable  injuries.  No  intelligent  observer 
of  the  life  which  is  around  him  need  under- 
estimate the  importance  of  this  question. 
Every  grave-yard  is  full  to  the  overflowing 
with  the  victims'of  the  "Quack";  every  street 
you  pass  along  is  crowded  with  sallow,  pal- 
lid-faced, unhealthy,  unhappy,  prematurely 
brokt  n  down  men  and  women — they  are  all 
the  product  of  the  medical  charlatan;  almost 
every  house  you  pass  by  contains  one  or 
more  inmates  whose  bed  gives  no  rest,  upon 
whom  the  morning  sun  dawns  and  brings  no 
ray  of  hope — they  are  those  whose  lives  have 
been  blasted  by  the  system  which  permits 
ignorance  to  assume  the  duties  appertaining 
to  wisdom  and  learning;  every  mad-house 
contains  poor  miserable  beings  wrecked 
alike  in  body  and  mind  by  the  hand  which 
they  called  to  their  aid  in  a  moment  of  sick- 
ness; not  an  hour  passes  over  our  heads  in 
this  great  and  bustling  city,  with  all  its  life 
and  apparent  happiness,  but  that  a  great  si- 
lent cry  of  anguish  (which,  if  gathered  in  one 
volume,  would  penetrate  the  heavens)  arises 
in  thousands  of  bitter  hearts — it  is  the  fruit 
of  the  criminal  negligence  of  society  in'  not 
properly  protecting  itself  against  impostors. 

Medical  humbugs  are  of  various  kinds  and 
their  number  is  legion.  They  take  every  con- 
ceivable shape  and  form  in  which  they  are 
most  likely  to  meet  with  success  in  be-fool- 
ing  the  sublimely  credulous  people  by  whom 
they  are  surrounded.  We  have  doctors  (God 
save  the  mark!)  turned  out  in  scores  by  so- 
called  universities,  regularly  equiped  and 
licensed  to  sail  in  and  make  war  upon  the  hu- 
man race,  after  undergoing  a  course  of  train- 
ing amounting  in  all  to  two  academic  years. 
That  is  done  in  the  face  of  the  notorious  fact 
that  it  takes  from  four  to  five  years  of  earnest 
application,  on  the  part  of  a  student,  before 
it  is  safe  to  permit  him  to  venture  upon  the 
actual  practice  of  the  healing  art.  Then  we 
have  those  members  of  the  profession  who 
graduated  and  obtained  their  diplomas  in  the 


capacity  of  coachman  or  office  boy,  to  some 
doctor.  Clinics  and  Materia  3Iedica  are  dead 
letters  to  them,  but  they  are  nevertheless 
shrewd,  sharp,  observing  men.  It  is  an  open 
question  whether,  of  the  two  evils  they  are 
not  a  lesser  one  that  the  half-educated  shirt- 
collared  buffoons  who  are  yearly  turned  out 
by  "our  medical  schools."  Then  we  have 
the  patent  medicine  men;  those  gifted  indi- 
riduals  who  can  in  five  minutes  time  discover 
properties  in  a  drug  which  centuries  of  re- 
search, on  the  part  of  the  ablest  chemists, 
had  failed  to  disclose.  Who  can  by  some 
unknown  slight  of  hand  endow  one  article 
with  half  a  dozen  or  more  different  effects  of 
an  opposite  and  antagonistic  nature.  Bril- 
liant geniuses  who  can  in  five  minutes  sup- 
ply you  with  a  specific  which  cures  chronic 
ills  which  the  combined  medical  faculties  of 
the  world  could  not  relieve.  A  remedy  be- 
fore which  all  diseases  vanish  as  the  dark- 
ness does  before  the  rays  of  the  morning  sun. 
In  conclusion  we  may  say  that  it  is  our  in- 
tention, from  time  to  time,  to  devote  con- 
siderable attention  to  the  medical  world  and 
all  things  esculapian. 


Why  do  People  go  to  Church? 
We  asked  ourselves  this  question  some  time 
ago  and  we  have  been  pondering  over  it  ever 
since.  Charity  begins  at  home,  so  do  a  great 
many  other  virtues.  We  commenced  to  look 
for  an  answer  to  this  query  at  home.  AYe  go 
to  church  with  commendable  regularity  twice 
a  day  each  sabbath.  Consequently  we  put 
the  question  to  ourselves  with  a  directness 
and  clearness  which  rendered  abortive  any 
attempt  to  get  away  from  it.  We  turned  it 
over  from  side  to  side,  we  put  it  on  it  on  its 
back,  we  stood  it  on  its  head  and  then  placed 
it  upright,  we  viewed  it  in  all  possible  posi- 
tions and  aspects,  and  still  we  were  unable 
to  arrive  at  any  satisfactory  solution  of  the 
difficulty.  In  dispair  we  sought  to  investi- 
gate our  neighbors  and  if  possible  ascertain 
from  them  the  information  which  our  own 
barren  selves  could  not  supply.  We  chose 
the  church  itself  as  the  place  to  conduct  the 
inquiry  in.  We  commenced  with  Jones,  he 
occupies  the  pew  in  front  of  us,  but  we  failed 
utterly  and  ignomoniously.  No  matter  how 
astute  a  person  you  may  be,  you  cannot  read 
the  moving  impulse  of  a  man  through  his 
broad  shoulders  and  bald  head.  Touching 
that  bald  head  of  Jones',  we  can't  understand 
why  it  should  shine  and  glisten,  like  a  well 
polished  billiard  ball,  while  he  is  in  church. 
We  know  it  don't  do  so  elsewhere.  We  sat 
behind  him  at  a  different  kind  of  perform- 
ance which  took  place  at  the  Bush  Street 
Theatre  some  months  ago,  it  didn't  shine  in 
that  self  assertive  way  then.  There  may 
possibly  be  some  theological  secret  involved 
in  this  matter,  we  know  that  we  have  lost  the 
thread  of  several  instructive  discourses  while 
our  mind  was  deeply  engrossed  in  specula- 
ting upon  that  hirsutecally  destitute  caput. 
But  we  are  wandering  from  our  subject.  As 
we  said  before,  we  failed  to  find  out  what 
took  Jones  to  church,  so  we  turned  to  Mrs. 
Jones.  Mrs.  Jones  sits  right  in  front  of  us 
and  the — a — we  don't  know  what  to  call  it — 
on  top  of  her  head  often  obstructs   our  view 
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when  we  wish  to  catch  the  inspiration  on  the 
speaker's  face  during  the  delivery  of  a  well 
rounded  passage.  But  we  could  make  no- 
thing out  of  her  either,  except  that  the  stones 
in  her  ear-rings  were  pure,  and  that  the  gold 
chain  around  her  neck  was  of  intricate  work- 
manship and  must  have  cost  a  heap  of 
money.  Then  we  fell  back  upon  Miss  Jones 
— figuratively  only.  She,  however,  was  as 
inexplicable  an  enigma  as  her  mama..  We 
don't  know  why  she  goes  to  curch;  but  we 
have  a  suspicion  that  the  young,  man  envel- 
oped in  the  big  collar,  who  sits  three  seats 
further  up  on  the  left,  does.  We  don't  care 
to  ask  him  though,  he  is  reckoned  to  be  an 
athlete.  Then  there  are  several  smaller 
members  of  the  Jones  family  and  we  had 
more  satisfaction  with  them  than  with  their 
elders.  We  think  we  understand  why  they 
go  to  church.  We  are  not  sure,  but  we  have 
a  shrewd  suspicion  that  they  are  not  free 
agents  in  the  matter  or  they  would  not  be 
there  at  all.  But  since  they  do  come,  it  is 
quite  apparent  to  us  that  their  chief  object 
while  there  is  to  prod  each  other  with  pins, 
and  to  make  faces  at  each  other,  and  to  make 
us  nervous  and  fidgety  and  inattentive.  The 
pew  behind  us  is  occupied  by  Mr.  Tumble- 
bug  and  Mrs.  Tumblebug.  They  are  young 
people  and  have  only  recently  been  married. 
We  thought  we  would  be  able  to  read  their 
innermost  thoughts  because  they  are  young 
and  guiltless.  So  we  looked  round,  and 
again  we  were  brought  to  bay  in  our  search 
for  knowledge.  Mr.  Tumblebug  was  asleep 
Mrs.  Tumblebug  was  engrossed  in  the  con- 
templation of  her  neighbor's  toilet.  The 
eyes  are  the  windows  of  the  soul  and  you 
cannot  look  into  the  soul  while  the  windows 
are  occupied.  So  we  threw  our  own  argus  eyes 
around  the  building,  we  brought  our  pierc- 
ing, penetrating  optics  to  bear  on  the  heaven 
bound  pilgrims.  One  countenance  was  sto- 
lidly immobile,  another  was  smilingly  happy 
(at  the  near  prospect  of  dinner),  another  was 
expressively  sad,  another  was  solemn, 
another  was  facetious.  Every  conditicm  of 
life  and  every  variety  of  feeling  seemed  re- 
presented in  that  heterogeneous  gathering, 
yet  we  could  make  nothing  out  of  it.  At 
last  our  gaze  struck  the  pastor  full  in  the 
face;  it  did  not  hurt  him,  and  we  learned  a 
great  deal  thereby.  There  was  a  divine  look 
upon  his  countenance,  an  angelic  light 
beamed  from  his  eyes,  and  the  words  which 
issued  from  his  mouth  were:  "The  laborer 
is  worthy  of  his  hire."  We  cannot  tell  why 
the  majority  of  that  congregetion  go  to 
church.  We  think  it  is  a  secret  which  will 
never  be  known;  but  we  fancy  we  know  what 
took  the  Keverend  leader  there.  We  might 
possibly  be  wrong  in  our  surmise,  and  so 
"mum's  the  word." 


[See   Double-page  Illustration."! 

What  We  Are  Drifting  To. 
No  intelligent  observer  of  passing  events 
will  venture  to  dispute  the  accuracy  of  the 
pictorial  allegory  which  we  present  on  our 
double-page.  As  a  community  we  are  in  the 
toils,  and,  if  help  does  not  come  to  us,  and 
that  speedily,  we  shall  assuredly  be  de- 
stroyed.     Destroyed  by  vices  and  wrongs 


which  we  contain  within  ourselves.  Evils  of 
a  necessarily  fatal  nature  have  been  permit- 
ted to  grow  up  amongst  us,  have  been  actu- 
ally fostered  and  encouraged  until  they  ob- 
tained such  maturity  and  proportions  that 
they  are  enabled  to  defy  the  hand  which 
reared  them.  And  this  situation  is  intensi- 
fied and  complicated  by  the  fact  that,  though 
the  danger  is  glaringly  apparent  to  us  all, 
no  well  directed  movement  tending  towards 
averting  it  has  been  inaugurated.  If  there 
was  it  would  not  be  supported,  because  we 
so  many  conflicting  interests,  because  we  con- 
tain so  much  selfishness  and  possess  so  little 
public  spirit.  As  a  body,  our  population  will 
support  and  encourage  no  public  movement 
the  object  of  which  does  not  directly  and  be- 
neficially affect  themselves.  That  which  a 
correct  appreciation  of  right,  of  justice,  and 
of  propriety,  suggests  receives  but  a  momen- 
tary and  passing  consideration;  while  that 
which  appeals  to  personal  prejudice  or  to  in- 
dividual advantage  calls  up  our  most  active 
exertions  and  arouses  our  deepest  feelings. 
This  condition  of  things  can  have  but  one 
result  and  that  is  "General  Destruction." 

Nor  does  this  Commonwealth  stand  alone 
in  respect  to  this  great  danger.  The  same 
fundamental  principles  of  wrong  are  leading 
directly  and  swiftly  to  similar  results  in  every 
State  in  the  Union.  To  results  which  differ 
from  ours  only  so  far  as  geographical  posi- 
tion, social  conditions,  and  industrial  pro- 
ductions, cause  them  to  develop  in  different 
particulars.  The  evils  of  Chinese  immigra- 
tion and  the  debasing  tendency  of  their  la- 
bor have,  so  far,  affected  this  Coast  only,  but 
it  is  a  mere  question  of  time  for  them  to 
throw  their  blighting  shadow  over  the  whole 
land.  Stock  gambling  is  also  another  evil 
which,  though  it  is  not  our  exclusive  proper- 
ty, belongs  to  us  more  than  to  any  other 
community  from  Maine  to  Oregon.  But  the 
hand  of  the  Land  grabber  lies  heavily  upon 
the  broad  acres  of  the  North,  the  South,  the 
East  and  the  West,  with  charming  imparti- 
ality, Kotten  Savings  Banks  with  urbane 
presidents,  sweet-mannered  tellers,  and  pre- 
tentious offices,  are  everywhere  ready  to 
swallow  up  the  hard  earnings  of  the  frugal 
and  industrious  without  regard  to  race, 
color,  creed,  or  previous  condition.  Gov- 
ernment affairs  are  conducted  without  honor 
or  honest}'  from  the  most  insignificant  mu- 
nicipality to  that  of  the  federation.  Gigan- 
tic monopolies  are  banded  together  for  one 
common  object.  In  this  State  the  Central 
Pacific  Kailroad  rules  the  roo3t.  It  elects 
Governors  and  U.  S.  Senators;  and  it  con- 
trols the  course  of  local  legislation.  In  con- 
junction with  other  and  like  corporations  it 
governs  the  whole  country,  at  least  so  far  as 
everything  relating  to  its,  and  their,  own  ad- 
vantage is  concerned.  Sand-lot  political 
economy  is  not  by  any  means  so  local  an  ir- 
itation  as  it  is  generally  supposed  to  be. 
It  is  a  combination  of  the  vicious  and  unfor- 
tunate elements  of  society  struggling  for- 
ward towards  an  end  which  it  can  but  dimly 
see.  Adopting  as  a  battle  cry  the  significant 
word  "honesty,"  and  proclaiming  its  mission 
to  be  the  amelioration  of  the  condition  of  the 
toiling  masses  it  has  gathered  around  it  the 
strong  sujiport  of  honest  industrious  people, 


who  take  to  it  in  preference  to  the  played 
out  "Jeffersonian  principles"  of  the  Demo- 
cracy and  the  mythical  "advancement  and 
enlightenment"  of  the  Republicans.  But  the 
new  evangel  is  not  honest  in  its  professions. 
Many  of  its  leading  principles  are  destruc- 
tive to  the  social  system,  and  it  is  without 
the  ability  to  effect  any  substantial  purpose 
whatever.  In  conclusion  we  will  take  leave 
to  reassert  that  we  are  in  the  toils;  our  fate 
is  impending.  There  is  but  one  thing  which 
will  sava  us  and  that  is  a  return  to  doing 
right,  simply  because  it  is  right.  And  an 
individual  yet  general  movement  all  along 
the  line  against  those  evils  which  we  have 
pointed  out. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
The  Latest  Peddling. 
If  the  American  people  are  distinguished 
for  one  characteristic  more  than  another, 
surely  that  one  must  be  their  faculty  for  traf- 
ficing.  The  methodical  German  and  the 
slow-going  Englishman  may  have  their  heir- 
looms which  no  money  can  buy,  but  the  gen- 
uine American  rises  superior  to  such  follies 
and  possesses  nothing  which  has  not  an 
equivalent  in  dollars  and  cents.  Their  fame 
as  solicitors  has  spread  from  pole  to  pole; 
the  facility  and  ease  with  which  they  invade 
the  domestic  circle  with  the  sewing  machine 
and  patent  medicine  is  sublimity  itself.  If 
we  but  take  our  girl  over  to  Oakland  to  en- 
joy the  festive  picnic,  a  one-legged  fiend 
makes  overtures  to  us  with  pop  corn  and 
chewing  gum,  and  we  are  forced  to  satisfy 
his  mercinary  craving  or  run  the  risk  of  de- 
stroying love's  young  dream.  If  we  go  out 
in  the  street  to  observe  the  rushing,  bustling 
crowd,  we  are  assailed  by  the  much-nosed  man 
with  "the  finest  cough  candy  in  the  world"; 
another  soft-spoken  one  insinuates  that  we 
should  wear  socks — at  least  he  offers  to  sell 
us  quite  a  number  for  a  fabulously  small  sum 
of  money;  a  third  plants  himself  in  front  of 
us,  proclaiming  "six  collar-studs  for  a  dime," 
and  if  we  don't  purchase  he  withdraws  with 
a  look  on  his  countenance  which  says  plainly 
to  the  surrounding  multitude  "Cast  not  thy 
pearls  before  Swine"  and  we  escape  whole  in 
pocket  but  degraded  in  dignity.  If  our  pa- 
triotism takes  us  to  Sacramento  to  observe 
the  opening  of  the  legislative  menagerie, 
some  lobbyist  observing  our  air  of  opulence, 
insults  us  by  offering  to  provide  us,  at  reason- 
able rates,  with  a  United  States  Senatorship, 
a  railroad  subsidy,  or  some  other  contemp- 
table  thing  which  we  don't  want.  If  our 
neighbor,  forgetful  of  the  obligations  of  true 
manhood  and  high  integrity,  treats  us  un- 
fairly, and  we  are  obliged  to  go  into  a  court 
of  law  to  obtain  for  ourselves  our  just  rights, 
some  unprincipled  scoundrel  endeavors  to 
get  us  to  ruin  our  conscience  by  purchasing 
a  verdict  in  our  favor.  And  now  what  we 
have  hitherto  regarded  as  a  badge  of  honor, 
the  star  of  distinction,  the  reward  of  virtue 
and  patriotism — a  position  on  the  San  Fran- 
cisco police  force — is  sold  for  filthy  lucre, 
and  we  are  "let  out."  Our  confidence  in 
humanity  is  shaken.  Our  faith  in  the  future 
is  gone.  Where  there  is  no  hope  then  all  is 
H.  W.  B. 
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THE    STUPID    DOG. 


IN    TWO    PARTS-PART  I. 


Mary's  pet  was  a  little  poodle  dog, 
As  round  and  as  plump  as  any  hog. 


She  taught  it  to  sit  upon  the  table, 
And  eat  as  long  as  it  was  able. 


They  slept  together  in  a  bed  at  night 
Having  first  very  carefully  put  out  the  light. 


They  take  a  stroll  through  the  streets  so  fair, 
But  somebody's  waiting  to  meet  them  there. 


Somebody  who  acts  so  nice  and  free, 
And  offers  the  dog  a  cake  for  tea. 


But,  may  the  very  bricks  arise! 

He  turns  out  a  poundman  in  disguise. 
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The  quiet  fellow  in  the  corner  who  lets  his 
rivals  do  all  the  talking  generally  marries  the 
girl. 

The  apple  harvest  is  here  but  boys  having 
spent  all  their  money  on  the  Fom-th  of  July 
cannot  be  tempted. 

Mrs.  Emily  Pitt-Stevens  says:  peas,  corn, 
and  young  men,  are  not  half  so  nice  after 
they  get  over  being  green. 

A  good  bareback  rider  gets  $300  per  week. 
A  good  cleryman  from  $30  to  $50.  It  is  said 
they  would  both  be  dear  at  half  the  money. 

Times  have  been  so  hard  in  this  city  during 
the  past  j'ear  that  twenty-five  per  cent,  of 
our  leading  business  men  are  corn-ed,  or  cor- 
nered. 

The  number  of  men  who,  can  play  a  good 
game  of  billiards  with  their  nose,  is  limited; 
but  the  number  of  those  who  can  do  so  with 
their  mouth  is  illimitable. 

No  man  can  have  any  idea  of  th'e  cash  value 
of  an  old  three-legged  stove  or  a  shaky  bed- 
stead until  the  same  is  put  up  at  auction  and 
two  women  get  bidding  against  each  other. 

"Who  will  come  above  me  sighing, 
When  the  grass  grows  over  me  ?" 

Who  do  you  suppose,   you   chattering  jack- 
daw?    A  hungry  cow,  to  be  sure. 

Mk.  Bayard  Taylor  is  very  ill,  suffering 
from  extreme  nervous  prostration,  the  result 
of  great  fright.  He  had  an  awful  dream  the 
other  night.  He  dreamt  he  was  living  in  a 
boarding  house  and  that  he  was  late  for 
breakfast. 

The  St.  Louis  Journal  estimates  that 
"American  tourists  will  leave  $20,000,000  in 
Europe  this  year."  We  are  aware  that  one 
prominent  San  Francisco  journalist  took 
$19,000,000  away  with  him  for  that  purpose, 
but  where  will  the  other  $1,000,000  come 
from,  we  wonder? 

United  States  Surveyor-General  Wagner 
has  issued  an  order  directing  all  employes  in 
his  office  to  be  at  their  duties  at  9  A.  M.  and 
there  to  remain  until  i  P.  M.  And  yet  the 
Fourth  of  July  orators  with  their  customary 
cheek  have  told  a  thousand  listening  hills 
that  this  is  a  free  country. 

A  couple  of  weeks  ago  or  so,  a  horse  named 
McWhirter  broke  his  legs  on  the  race  track 
at  St.  Louis.  He  is  going  to  have  a  monu- 
ment erected  to  his  memory.  If  he  had  been 
a  man  and  devoted  the  greater  portion  of  his 
life  to  the  furtherance  of  some  scheme  hav- 
ing for  its  object  the  real  advancement  of  the 


human  race,  he  might  have  broken  his  legs 
and  his  neck  too,  and  yet  he  would  have  got 
nary  a  monument. 

The  U.  S.  Senate  decided  during  the  last 
session  that  it  was  unwise  to  change  the  to- 
bacco tax.  The  tax  is  all  right;  but,  to  re- 
store confidence  between  man  and  man  in 
this  community,  we  want  a  law  rendering  it 
a  penal  offense  for  one  citizen  to  say  to 
another:  "got  any  tobacco,  I  forgot  to  get 
some  when  I  was  coming  past  the  place  I 
deal  in." 

A  contemporary  conveys  the  information : 
"Bricks  are  being  used  up  now  just  as  fast 
as  the  yards  can  turn  them  out."  Who  is 
using  them?  Is  it  possible  that  Benjamin  is 
laying  in  a  stock  of  amunition  thus  early  ? 
It  was  thought  that  last  session's  supply  was 
not  quite  exhausted.  In  fact,  the  impression 
was  general  that  the  mortars  were  all  out  of 
order  and  would  not  go  off. 

There  is  a  legend  told  of  a  certain  city 
which  the  Deity  covenanted  not  to  desti'oy  if 
a  certain  number  of  righteous  men  could  be 
found  in  it.  San  Franciscans  may  take  hope; 
an  honest  man  has  been  found  connected 
with  the  city  government — and  the  stench  of 
corruption  around  him  was  so  great  that  he 
wrs  forced  to  resign.  Strange  to  say  he  is  of 
foreign  birth.  Surely  it  is  time  for  the 
Know-nothing  Party  to  be  resuscitated. 

In  Japan,  when  a  dog  barks  at  night,  the 
owner  is  sentenced  to  work  a  year  for  the 
neighbors  who  are  disturbed  in  their  rest. 
We  are#,  progressive  people,  and  an  observ- 
ing people.  And  we  are  not  adverse  to  seiz- 
ing upon  that  which  belongs  to  our  neigh- 
bors— especially  if  it  be  good  and  worthy  of 
absorption.  Why  not  appropriate  this  Japa- 
nese idea  and  then  we  will  become  real  com- 
munists and  work  for  each  other  all  the 
time. 

As  a  nation  we  are  not  at  all  backward 
about  letting  the  world  know  that  as  regards 
all  things  appertaining  to  good  government 
and  intelligence,  we  are  on  top  of  creation. 
Any  person  who  ventures  to  doubt  the  cor- 
rectness of  that  view  is  respectfully  referred 
to  the  occurrences  in  East  St.  Louis  last  Sun- 
day and  to  the  condition  of  affairs  which  has 
existed  there  for  the  past  six  months  or  so. 
The  proof  of  the  pudding  lies  in  the  eating 
thereof. 

The  confession  box  was  at  one  time'thought 
to  be  the  private  property  of  the  Roman  Ca- 
tholic Church.  It  would  seem,  however,  as 
though  the  term  for  which  the  patent  was 
issued  had  run  out.  Everybody  seems  to  be 
suffering  from  a  "quickened  conscience"  at 
the  present  time.  Eliza  Pinkston  is  the 
latest  victim  of  the  epidemic.  Who  can  tell 
where  this  thing  is  going  to  end?  Suppose 
it  should  extend  to  the  members  of  our  late 
legislature  ? 


Recreations  of  the  Ancients. 

Paulus    iEmilius    came   into    the  Roman 

camp  one  day,  just  before  the  battle  of  Can- 

na?,  with  a  last  summer's  hat  on  his  head.  It 

was  crushed  and  dented;  it  had  been  slept  in 


many  times  too  often;  once  it  had  been  hit 
with  half  a  watermelon;  the  boys,  on  one 
occasion,  had  filled  it  half  full  of  bricks  and 
set  it  out  on  the  sidewalk  for  Roman  citizens 
to  kick,  (April  1,  B.  C.  218),  and  altogether 
it  was  not  just  the  kind  of  a  hat  a  Roman 
consul  might  be  expected  to  wear  in  camp. 
To  him  his  colleague,  Varro: 

"iEinilius,  why  is  that  hat  of  yours  like 
your  wife's  new  bonnet  1" 

iEmilius,  who  was  probably  thinking  of 
the  dreadful  thrashing  Hannibal  was  going 
to  give  him,  sighed,  and  said  he  didn't  know, 
unless  it  was  "mashed"  on  her  husband. 

But  Varro  wouldn't  listen  to  that,  and 
iEmilius  tried  again: 

"Because  there's  a  good  deal  of  illusion 
about  it,"  he  said. 

Terentius  told  him  he  couldn't  stay  in  un- 
less he  could  put  up  something  better  than 
that. 

iEmilius  suggested  that  the  bonnet  you 
had  to  tie  on  the  hair  while  the  hat  would 
hie  on  the  tear  itself. 

But  his  colleague  said  this  was  no  sample 
room,  and  he  hoped  he  would  remember  he 
was  a  consul  at  Rome. 

And  then  iEmilius  said  if  it  wasn't  because 
they  were  both  "worn  out,"  he  wouldn't 
guess  any  more. 

"It  is  because,"  replied  Terentius  Varro 
with  great  severity,  "it  is  an  used  tile." 

"Hey?"  inquired  his  colleague,  in  great 
amazement. 

"It  is  an  used  tile — a  new  style,"  Varro  re- 
plied. 

JEmilius  respondit  non,  (didn't  say  any- 
thing) sed  maximus  cumulous  accesserit,  (but 
thought  within  himself)  guum  autem  praesli- 
terim  tamdin  (that  he  didn't  see  why  he 
should  call)  ejus  non  juit  recucandum,  (his 
hat  a  tile,)  nisi,  (unless,!,  hac  practesuxda 
non  sunt  (because  he  has  so  often)  per  hosce 
annos  (of  late  years)  ilr  sejain  pro  cive.  (had 
a  brick  in  it). 


INCONSTANT. 

BY  DR.  GUSTAVUS  HAAS. 

Inconstant!  can  it  be  ? 

I,  who  thought  thee, 

So  truly  and  fondly  loving — 

Can  be  false  to  me  ? 

0,  God!  thy  heart  inconstant  ever — 

1,  who  but  lived  for  thee, 

And  gave  my  years  without  a  strife, 
For  this  cold  and  cheerless  life ! 

Ay,  gave  thee  the  sweetest  holiest  joys, 
Of  mother  earth — the  very  best, 
To  cheer  and  make  thee  happy, 
In  ecstatic  heartfelt  rest. 

Inconstant!  home  and  love  apart — 
Can  thy  heart, 
Beat  with  throb  basely  false, 
Once  pierced  with  Cupid's  dart  ? 

O,  can  another  rest  in  peaceful  sleep, 
Aside  thy  unhallowed  breast  ? 
A  wanton  love  without  a  soul, 
With  lustful  passion  an  only  goal! 

Inconstant!  proof  too  true — 

With  smiles  and  caresses  false, 

Thou  stole  my  heart  with  oaths  of  love, 

And  at  the  altar  swore — to  love  me  evermore! 
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[Reprinted  from  ike  Banbury  News.] 

BERTIE. 


BY   EMMA    SARA  J. 


IT  is  a  clear,  brilliant  morning,  and  the 
sun,  with  the  sweet  warmth  of  early  summer,  is 
shining  into  the  breakfast-room  of  Ainslee  Court. 
The  birds  are  singing  sweetly,  and  through  the  open 
windows  is  floating  the  mingled  seent  of  musk  and 
roses  from  the  well-cared-for  garden,  while  all  over 
the  room  there  are  deep  china  bowls  and  tall  grace- 
ful vases  full  of  sweet  June  flowers.  A  very  hand- 
some, well-furnished  mansion  is  this  that  the  Cloqu- 
houns  have  lived  in  for  so  many  generations — one  of 
those  old-fashioned  but  graceful  building  of  Gothic 
structure,  with  long  low  wings  at  either  side,  and 
quaint  old  gables;  it  is  of  gray  stone,  with  figures  in 
niches  over  the  doors  and  between  the  windows,  and 
a  large  heavy-looking  portico,  supported  on  massive 
pillars,  shading  the  entrance-hall  and  the  broad  low 
steps  leading  to  it.  There  is  a  splendid  drive 
through  the  grounds,  an  avenue  of  luxuriant  horse- 
chetnuts,  that  are  just  now  in  a  perfect  blazes  of  glo- 
rious blossom;  and  opposite  the  drawing-room  win- 
dows is  a  large  velvet-green  lawn,  while  just  above  it 
is  a  white  stone  terrace,  with  large  marble  stands  full 
of  scarlet  geraniums,  ferns,  and  mignonnette.  At 
one  side  of  the  house  is  a  cluster  of  copper  beeches 
and  silver  elms  that  glisten  and  glitter  in  the  strong 
morniDg  light;  and  on  the  other  side  there  are  the 
greenhouse  and  vineries;  for  to  the  charm  of  ancient 
grandeur  that  everywhere  apparent  had  been  added 
all  the  refinements  of  a  later  age  and  the  improve- 
ments of  modern  times. 

The  present  owner  of  Ainslee  Court  is  a  widower, 
with  one  daughter,  Clare,  who  has  grown  up  under 
the  strict  supervision  of  her  maiden  aunt,  Miss  Pris- 
cilla  Grand,  a  lady  of  a  certain  age  but  very  uncer- 
tain temper,  who  acts  as  housekeeper  and  chaperon, 
and  has  taken  the  whole  supervision  of  the  estate 
into  her  hands — indeed,  in  this  she  has  perfect  right 
on  her  side,  as,  if  it  had  not  been  for  her  very  hand- 
some income  everything  would  long  since  have  come 
under  the  auctioneer's  hammer,  for  in  his  youth 
James  Colquhoun  had  been  very  extravagant,  and 
had  spent  all  his  wife's  fortune  and  nearly  all  his 
own. 

Clare  has  now  just  turned  nineteen,  and  having 
lived  so  quietly  all  her  life  is  comparatively  uncon- 
scious of  the  beauty  with  which  she  is  endowed.  Her 
hair  is  of  rich  golden  brown  which  is  of  so  infinitely 
rare  and  becoming,  and  her  eyes  are  of  the  sweetest, 
brightest  blue,  shaded  by  the  darkest,  longest  lashes, 
that  were  ever  seen  out  of  Ireland.  Her  lips  are  red 
and  beautifully  moulded,  and  her  nose  is  the  sweet- 
est little  feature  that  ever  graced  the  countenance  of 
a  flirt.  For  flirt  she  is  and  has  been  ever  since  child- 
hood. 

It  is  about  a  fortnight  now  since  the  Salf  ord  county 
ball,  and  the  gayest,  most  enjoyable  fortnight  that 
Clare  ever  remembers;  all  the  Colquhoun's  neighbors 
are  so  old  and  ugly  that  it  is  quite  a  relief  to  come 
in  contact  with  the  young  officers,  for  most  of  them 
are  good-looking,  and  all,  to  the  girl's  inexperienced 
eyes,  seem  nice.  Bertie  has  always  lived  with  his 
relatives,  and  Captain  Hay,  as  a  particular  friend, 
has  been  cordially  welcomed  by  Mr.  Colquhoun  and 
Clare;  but  Miss  Grand  does  not  like  him,  and  makes 
no  secret  of  her  sentiments — Captain  Cain  is  her  fa- 
vorite, having  called  several  times  in  spite  of  Bertie's 
strenuous  efforts  to  keep  him  from  becoming  intimate 
and  succeeded  in  making  himself  very  agreeable  and 
entertaining.  The  old  Colonel  too  is  wonderfully 
taken  with  Clare's  beaux  yeux,  and  two  or  three  times 
a  week,  for  the  sake  of  a  smile  or  the  few  gracious 
words  which  she  so  carelessly  gives  him,  toils  along 
the  dusty  road  that  leads  to  Ainslee  Court. 

On  this  particular  morning  Clare  is  seated  at  the 
head  of  the   table,  ministering  to  the   wants    of  her 


father  and  aunt.  The  latter  is  looking  very  disturbed 
and  her  tones  are  very  severe  as  she  asks — 

"Clara,  how  was  it  that  my  nephew  Herbert  did 
not  come  to  see  us  yesterday?" 

"My  name  is  not  Clara,"  answers  her  niece  petu- 
lantly. "I  wish  you  would  remember  that  aunt  Pris- 
cilla." 

""Well,  it  ought  to  have  been,"  is  the  determined 
reply  "I  have  no  patience  with  people  who  are  not 
satisfied  with  the  good  old  English  names,  and  must 
try  to  Frenchify  them." 

Clare  does  not  answer,  but  goes  on  pouring  out 
some  coffee  for  herself,  which  after  all  she  forgets  to 
drink,  and  leaves  untasted. 

"But  that  is  no  answer  to  my  question,"  continues 
the  old  lady  sternly.  "I  asked  you  why  my  nephew 
Herbert  did  not  come  near  us  yesterday?" 

"And  I  think,  my  dear  Prisciila,"  interrupts  Mr. 
Colquhoun  suavely,  speaking  now  for  the  first  time, 
"that  you  are  a  little  indiscreet  in  putting  so  leading 
a  question — one  should  not  inquire  too  deeply  into 
the  causes  of  lovers'  quarrels." 

"It  is  not  a  lovers'  quarrel,  papa,"  says  Clare  in  a 
low  voice,  bending  down  while  she  arranges  the  pale 
tea-rose  that  is  fastened  in  her  holland  dress. 

"There,  James,  you  see  all  the  good  you  do  by  in- 
terfering! Leave  the  girl  to  me,  and  let  us  under- 
stand each  other  once  for  all.  Do  you  or  do  you  not 
intend  to  marry  my  nephew  Herbert?  That's  what  I 
want  to  know?" 

"You  see,  my  dear  Clare,"  ventures  her  father 
again,  but  very  meekly,  "Herbert  will  have  five 
thousand  a  year  of  his  own,  directly  he  is  of  age, 
which  will  be  nest  month — and  you  know  that  my 
income  is  very  much  below  my  expenses,  Of  course 
we  could  not  live  on  oar  own  miserable  pittance,  was 
it  not  for  your  aunt's  great  kindness  and  gener- 
osity." 

"Hold  your  tongue,  James!"  says  Miss  Prisciila 
sharply.  "All  I  have  to  say  is  this — I  have  a  pretty 
good  fortune  of  my  own,  as  you  doubtless  well  know, 
James  Colquhoun" — turning  round  on  him  sudden- 
ly— "but  every  shilling  I  possess,  and  evflry  bit  of 
jewelry— yes,  even  the  diamonds  I  lent  to  Clare  the 
other  night — go  to  Herbert's  wife." 

"But  he  is  so  young,"  demurs  Clare. 

"As  for  the  matter  of  that,  so  are  you,"  is  the  un- 
relenting retort — "much  too  young  to  know  your 
own  mind,  but  you  know  mine  now,  so  you  cannot 
say  I  did  not  warn  you;"  and  Miss  Prisciila  sweeps 
out  of  the  room,  with  her  stiff  skirts  rustling  after 
her,  and  the  tapping  of  her  gold-headed  walking- 
stick  echoing  through  the  spacious  hall. 

"There,  my  dear,"  says  Mr.  Colquhoun,  sighing 
resignedly,  "you  have  vexed  your  aunt,  and  I  shall 
have  to  go  and  pacify  her!  "Why  on  earth  can't  you 
listen  to  reason,  Clare?" 

And  without  waiting  for  an  answer  he  follows  his 
irate  sister-in-law  to  try  to  coax  her  into  a  better 
frame  of  mind. 

Poor  Clare,  who  is  half  bewildered  and  half  irri- 
tated, sits  still  for  some  few  moments  they  have  left, 
and  then  jumps  up  hastily. 

"I  wish  Aunt  Prisciila 's  nephew  Herbert  were  at 
Jerusalem,  or  the  Antipodes,  or  somewhere!"  she 
cries  crossly,  stamping  one  little  foot  impatiently; 
but  at  that  moment  a  young,  handsome  face  peers 
in  at  one  of  the  French  windows. 

"I  say,  Clare,"  says  Bertie  cautiously. 

Despite  her  anger  against  him,  as  being  the  cause 
of  her  aunt's  displeasure,  Clare  cannot  resist  giving 
a  smile  of  welcome  in  answer  to  his  wistful  glance. 

"Are  they  coming  back  again?  May  I  come  in  and 
speak  to  you?"  he  continues  eagerly,  throwing  one 
leg  over  the  window-sill. 

"You  may  come  in  if  you  like,"  is  the  spiritless  re- 
ply- 

"I  peeped  in  just  now,"  goes  on  Bertie  as  he 
swings  himself  in,  "but  Aunt  Priscilla's  face  was  so 
uninviting  that  I  slipped  back  and  thought  that  I 
would  hang  about  until  they  were  gone.  Come  and 
have  a  stroll,  do,  it  is  such  a  joily  morning." 

"Can't.  I  have  a  headache,"  answers  Clare 
shortly. 


"They've  not  been  bothering  you?"  questions 
Bertie  anxiously. 

"They  are  always  bothering  me,"  she  says  hope- 
lessly. 

"About  me?"  asks  Bertie  in  a  low  voice,  looking 
down  on  the  ground  and  shuffling  his  feet  uncomfort- 
ably. 

Clare  nods  her  head.  Bertie  turns  and  goes  to 
the  window,  gazing  dolefully  over  the  brilliant  flower 
beds,  that  only  seem  to  mock  his  present  misery. 

"Never  mind,  Bertie;  I  don't  mind — 'much,"  says 
his  cousin  gently,  coming  up  beside  him  and  laying 
her  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

He  wheels  round  hastily. 

"Clare,  why  can't  you  love  me?"  he  cries  earnest- 
ly.    "Am  I  so  very  repulsive  and  unlovable?" 

Clare  turns  from  him  quickly,  as  though  startled 
by  his  sudden  appeal. 

"Heaven  knows  how  dear  you  are  to  me,"  contin- 
ues the  boy  passionately — "and  you  would  surely 
grow  to  love  me — in  time." 

He  has  taken  her  hand  in  his,  and  waits  eagerly 
for  her  reply;  but  none  is  forthcoming,  and  presently 
he  resumes — 

'  'I  was  asking  Hay  the  other  day  whether  I  was  the 
sort  of  a  fellow  that  a  woman  could  like — not  from 
vanity,  yon  know,  and  he  knew  that,  or  he  would 
not  have  answered  as  he  did.  I  thought  I  should 
like  to  know  for  your  sake." 

Clare  laughs  in  spite  of  herself,  though  the  tears 
are  standing  in  her  eyes. 

"Whataqueer  boy  you  are!"  she  says,  half  amused, 
and  then  shyly,  ."Well,  and  what  did  your  friend 
say?" 

"He  said,"  answers  Bertie  impressively,  "that  a 
woman  must  be  very  hard-hearted  indeed  who  could 
not  love  me." 

"Oh!"  says  Clare,  drawing  a  long  breath,  and 
fingering  the  window-cord  nervously.  "I  dare  say  I 
should  have  loved  you,  Bertie,  if  we  had  not  been 
cousins,  and  if  I  had  not  been  worried  so  by  papa 
and  aunt.     Besides,  you  have  so  much  money." 

"Borher  the  money!"  ceies  Bertie  impatiently. 

"So  say  I,"  agrees  Clare  heartily. 

Then  silence  reigns  between  them  for  some  mo- 
ments; Bertie  retires  to  his  window,  and  Clare  takes 
up  her  work,  and  devotes  herself  most  assiduously 
to  it;  while  the  servant  clears  the  table  and  puts  the 
room  in  order.  Presently  everything  is  settled,  the 
door  closes  behind  the  officious  abigail,  and  Bertie 
breathes  freely  again. 

"Now,  Clare,"  he  commences  gravely,  drawing  a 
footstool  near  her  chair,  and  looking  up  very  earn- 
estly into  her  face,  "let  us  talk  the  matter  over 
quietly." 

"I  am  quite  willing,"  she  answers  resignedly. 

"Well,  then,  in  the  first  place,  are  you  happy  as 
things  are  now?" 

"Not  since  Aunt  Pricilla  got  this  ridiculous  idea 
into  her  head." 

"But,  depend  upon  it,  the  idea  once  having  taken 
root,  nothing  on  earth  will  displace  it,"  says  the  lad. 

■'Yes,  I  suppose  you  are  right,"  acquiesces  Clare, 
with  downcast  eyes. 

"And  if,"  he  goes  on  slowly,  "she  is  vexed  in  this 
particular,  she  will  leave — and  you  know  what  that 
means  to  your  father,  Clare?" 

"Yes,  it  means  ruin,"  she  says  quietly. 

"I'm  afraid  it  does,  little  cousin.  You  know  I 
have  lots  of  money,  and  would  willingly — oh,  Clare, 
so  willingly — share  it  with  you  and  with  my  uncle; 
but  I  have  not  the  power  to  make  over  a  penny  of  it 
while  I  live — so  don't  you  see  there  is  nothing  left 
for  you  to  do?" 

"Yes,  I  see,"  says  the  girl  in  the  same  quiet  emo- 
tional voice. 

"And  yon  are  not  in  love  with  any  one  else?" 

"No,  of  course  not!"  she  exclaims,  flushing  up 
excitedly. 

"No,  of  course  not,"  agrees  Bertie  seriously; 
there  is  no  one  to  be  in  love  with.  Aunt  Prisciila 
takes  good  care  that  you  do  not  see  too  much  of  any 
one.  "Why,  I  had  a  difficulty  in  getting  her  to  allow 
Captain  Hay  to  come  here  so  often,  although  he  is 
quite  thirty-five,  and  does  not  care  a  rap  for  women. 
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He  flirts  with  them  shuniL*fully,  I  admit,  but  he  does 
not  nieun  anything.1' 

"Never  niiml  Oaptain  Hay,  Bertie;  tell  me  what 
you  were  going  to  say?"  says  Clare  coldly. 

"Only  this— that,  if  it  were  for  your  happiness,  I 
would  go  away  at  once  nnd  never  see  you  again,  al- 
though it  would  seem  like  death  to  part  from  you; 
but,  as  it  is,  why  can't  you  try  and  like  me.  I  will 
be  very  good  to  you,  Clare,  if  you  will  give  yourself 
in  my  keeping. " 

Bertie  raises  his  beautiful  eyes  pleadingly  to  her 
face,  holding  one  of  her  hands  tightly  in  both  of  his. 
"With  the  Other  she  strokes  back  the  fair  curly  hair 
from  his  forehead,  as  she  answers  sadly — 

"It  would  be  doing  you  a  wrong  too,  Bertie." 

"Never  mind  that,  darliug,"  he  answers  brightly. 
"Only  try  to  love  me,  and  I  shall  be  content." 

"If  you  wish  it,  I  will   try,"  she  whispers  faintly. 

"If  I  wish  it?"  cries  Bertie  rapturously,  as  he 
catches  her  in  his  arms  and  kisses  her.  "I  should 
rather  think  that  I  did  wish  it." 

"When  Greeks  joined  Greeks, "  says  Miss  Grand 
severely — "yon  kuow  the  rest,  I  presume,  James 
Colquhoun.?" 

"Yes,  I  know  the  rest,  but  I  don't  see  how  it  ap- 
plies iu  this  case,"  answered  the  long-suffering  man 
meekly. 

"Don't  yon?  Well,  I  do.  Your  daughter  Clare  is 
the  wickedest  little  coquette  that  ever  breathed,  and 
that  man,  Captain  Gordon  Hay,  as  he  calls  himself, 
though  lie  looks  like  a  tenor  out  of  an  engagement, 
with  that  ridiculous  long  moustache  of  his — that  man, 
I  say,  is  not  only  a  notorious  flirt,  but  he  is  also 
entirely  without  either  morals  or  principles." 

"My  dear  Priscilla!"  says  Mr.  Colquhoun  in  mild 
remonstrance. 

"Yes,  James,  I  know  it,  and  on  good  authority. 
Captain  Cain  was  my  informant,  a- most  gentlemanly 
young  man,  who  could  have  said  much  more  had  he 
wished,  ontyas  he  hitnself  delicately  expressed  it,  he 
would  refrain  from  shocking  me." 

"Very  considerate  of  him,  I'm  sure,"  answers  her 
brother-in-law  gravely. 

"He  is  altogether  .very  superior  to  the  usual  class 
of  our  young  men,  and  a  charming  friend  for  our 
Herbert." 

"I  don't  know  about  that,"  is  the  dubious  reply. 
"I  don't  quite  approve  of  people  taking  away  their 
friends'  characters  behind  their  backs;  it  is  not  good 
form,  and — aud  it  is  very  unmilitary." 

"But,  my  dear  James,  the  young  man  smothered 
all  scruples  that  he  felt  for  our  sakos,  so  that  we 
ought  not  to  judge  him  severely;  he  felt  the  greatest 
pain  in  so  speaking,  but  duty-; — "  and  Miss  Priscilla 
shook  her  head  impressively,  as  though  to  imply 
that  there  was  no  lengths  to  which  that  devoted 
young  man  would  not  go  for  the  sake  of  having  the 
knowledge  that  he  has  done  rightly. 

"Well,  I'm  sure  it  is  very  considerate  of  him  as  I 
said  before,"  says  Mr.  Colquhoun  gently;  '  and — 
and  what  was  his  motive?" 

"Motive?  Why,  to  serve  me  of  course,  and  your 
daughter!" 

"My  daughter  can  take  care  of  herself,  without 
any  interference  of  his,"  he  interrupts  testily.  "You 
say  she  is  a  flirt." 

"And  so  she  is,"  breaks  in  Miss  Priscilla,  tapping 
her  walking-stick  decisively  on  the  stone  floor  of  the 
terrace  where  they  are  sitting. 

"Well,  then,  depend  upon  it,  she  is  only  flirting 
with  Hay,  though  he  is  the  nicest  young  fellow  I 
have  seen  for  a  long  time;  and  if  it  were  not  for  Ber- 
tie, there  is  no  one  I  would  rather  have  as  a  husband 
for  my  little  girl." 

"And  what  would  your  'little  girl'  have  to  live  on, 
I  should  like  to  know,  with  a  penniless  husband?" 
cries  Miss  Priscilla  satirically.  "Bread  and  cheese 
and  kisses,  I  suppose." 

"They  might  have  worse  fare  than  that,"  says  Mr. 
Colquhoun,  smiling  ruefully  as  he  thinks  of  the 
"stalled  ox,  and  strife  therewith,"  of  which  he  is  a 
daily  partaker,  and,  being  neither  gourmand,  nor 
epicure,  he  thinks  tlrtit  even  the  peaceful  dinner  of 
herbs  would  be  preferable. 

But  his  sister-in-law  does  not  hear  this  remark,  all 
her  attention  being  fixed  on  the  lawn  beneath  them. 
["to  be  continued.  I 
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H^No  communication  will  be  inserted  uuIcrs  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  num  de  /</"""',  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  he  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrautee  of  good  faith. 

Yankee. —  Cleopatra's  needle  was  erected 
iu  London  for  the  purpose  of  supplying  a 
want  long  felt  by  the  Scotchmen  resident  in 
that  city — a  scratching  post. 

Oakland. — The  city  of  San  Francisco  has 
an  immense  ear  for  music,  but  it  fades  into 
insignificance  when  placed  alongside  the  ex- 
tent of  mouth  which  she  has — for  beer. 

Wii.  Doebs. — Informs  us  that  a  great  num- 
ber of  counterfeit  $100  notes  are  in  circula- 
tion. Well !  Suppose  there  are.  We  ain't 
afraid.  We  are  always  careful  in  counting 
and  examining  our  small  change. 

Bidelia. — The  great  bell  of  Moscow  can- 
not be  heard  in  San  Francisco,  but  a  great 
number  of  dinner  bells  are  heard  every  day. 
Sometimes,  when  they  are  little  late,  epitetets 
more  forcible  than  elegant  can  also  be  heard. 

Angelina. — We  don't  know  whether  there 
are  any  "old  line  AVhigs"  residing  in  this 
community.  You  should  investigate  the 
matter  far  yourself.  If  you  find  one  you  will 
easily  recognize  him  from  the  fact  that  he 
will  be  smoking  a  "Clay"  pipe.  Try  the 
sand  lots. 

Solomon. — Writes  to  know  if  the  widow  of 
a  soldier  who  served  in  the  war  of  1812  is  en- 
titled to  a  pension?  That  depends  on  cir- 
cumstances. She  would  have  to  prove  the 
exact  number  of  shots  which  the  deceased 
warrior  fired,  and  also  the  number  of  the 
enemy's  cannon  lie  captured.  If  the  aggre- 
gate comes  up  to  the  requirements  of  the 
statute,  she  has  got  a  good  claim. 

Artemus. — Wants  to  know  if  we  can  put 
him  on  an  easy  track  to  acquire  knowledge. 
We  don't  know  exactly  what  kind  of  infor- 
mation our  correspondent  desires  to  obtain, 
but  we  may  suggest  to  him  that  if  he  stands 
behind  a  mule  and  tickles  its  ribs  with  a 
short  pointed  stick  he  will  readily  acquire 
some  knowledge  about  the  velocity  with 
which  a  human  being  can  be  sent  to  grass  by 
a  brute  being. 

Dundreary. — This  inquisitive  person  wishes 
to  be  informed  as  what  is  the  easiest  way  of 
raising  Petroleum,  as  it  is  down  in  the  mar- 
ket just  now.  We  would  respectfully  sug- 
gest to  him  that  he  might  sit  down  upon  a 
barrel  of  it  and  apply  a  match  to  J;he  bung- 
hole.  If  the  result  is  not  satisfactory,  he  can 
apply  to  us  for  further  information — when 
he  comes  down  again.  As  it  is  possible  that 
the  staff  of  this  office  may  be  subjected  to 
considerable  change  before   that   period   ar- 


rives, we  will  leave  a  memorandum  of  the 
matter  behind  us.  It  will  be  an  interesting 
experiment,  from  a  scientific  stand-point. 

W.  R.  K.— Writes  as  follows: 

Editor  Wasp: 

Should  you  ask  me  why  this  missive, 

"Why  this  letter  of  inquiry, 

I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  you — 

Tell  you  truly  and  sincerely — 

'Tis  about  the  Wasp  so  famous, 

Made  so  by  the  hand  of  Keller, 

Aud  the  jokes  and  (piihs  of  punsters — 

"Which  I've  read  with  gain  and  pleasure 

For  the  past  six  months  and  over; 

This  I'd  ask  j'ou,  ask  you  truly, 

"Without  fear  of  imposition: 

Can  I  get  the  old  back  numbers, 

Get  them  full  aud  all  complet — o, 

With  the  covers  for  each  volume, 

At  the  office  of  your  paper  ? 

Will  the  "Dollar  of  our  Daddies," 

Dollars  o'er  which  many  hundred 

Paragraphers  have  grown  wealthy, 

Making  puns  without  a  pointer — 

Pay  the  cost  of  all  such  Wasscps 

As  will  make  my  files  complet — o  ? 

If  so,  send  to  yours  truly, 

To  the  new  Recorder  office, 

On  Bear  river,  town  of  Wheatland, 

All  the  Wasps  from  the  initial 

Number  down  to  July  fifteenth. 

W.  K.  K. 

We  are  sorry,  Oh!  so  sorry, 
We  cannot  with  your  wish  comply; 
For  we  have  not  got  the  insects 
AVliich  you  so  eagerly  desire. 
But  our  thanks  we  beg  to  offer, 
For  your  kind  and  generous  words 
Of  commendation  and  regard. 
And  we  will  express  the  hope,  that 
The  Sun  of  fortune  will,  upon 
The  Recorder's  wigwam,  its  smile 
Continue. 


Saw  the  Point. 

William  Cavender  was  restless  and  dis- 
turbed while  the  officer  related  how  he  had 
found  him  kicking  at  the  door  at  midnight 
and  cursing  the  air  around  him.  When  the 
officer  had  finished  his  story  the  prisoner 
asked : 

•  "Is  it  the  intention  of  the  court  to  convict 
me?" 

"It  is  the  intention  of  the  court  to  bring 
out  all  the  facts,"  was  the  reply.  "Have  you 
any  defense?" 

"Yes,  sir — I  am  a  Son  of  Malta!" 

"Can't  help  whose  son  you  ai-e,  Mr.  Caven- 
der; law  is  law.   Where  are  your  witnesses  ?" 

"I  don't  see  'em  around  here,  Judge. 
There  seems  to  be  an  intention  to  find  me 
guilty." 

"Yes;  I  find  you  guilty,  and  I  give  you 
thirty  days." 

"Is  it  your  intention  to  send  me  up, 
Judge?" 

"It  is." 

"Then  I  see  the  point.  I  thought  you 
wouldn't  go  over  all  this  programme  for 
nothing,  If  I  am  sent  up,  I  shall  go  up,  and 
be  up,  and  stay  up  and  act  up!" 

"And  take  an  up-per  cell,"  remarked  the 
court. 

He  now  belongs  to  the  upper-crust. 


"O,  for  some  new-coined  name  by  which 
to  call  him!  O,  for  some  name  no  other  lips 
could  give!"  was  the  prayer  of  Violet  Fane, 
until  she  married  him.  Now  she  is  content 
to  call  him  Old  Beeswax. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year, 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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THE    ILLTJSTKATED    WASP. 


The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

Pope  Pius  IX.  left  a  fine  black  cat  which  is 
well  cared  for. 

It  is  because  of  this  everlasting  "soar 
aloft"  that  the  American  eagle  is  baldheaded. 

"All  flesh  is  grass"  yet  a  very  poor  quality 
of  hay  is  obtained  by  "cutting"  one's  friends. 

A  man's  father-in-law  will  not  visit  him  with- 
out written  permission  in  parts  of   Scotland, 

"Time  and  tide  wait  for  no  man,"  which  is 
proof  positive  that  time  and  tide  are  not  fe- 
males. 

That's  a  Goodrich  joke  on  Librarian  Spof- 
ford.  He  cannot  get  a  complete  set  of  Peter 
Parley's  works. 

A  barefoot  Syracuse  girl  kicked  a  burglar 
out  of  a  house,  and  an  observing  mule  went 
behind  the  barn  and  wept. 

Several  papers  declare  that  the  late  Lydia 
Sherman  was  the  wickedest  woman;  but 
Simon  Cameron  says  he  knows  better. 

What's  the  use  of  going  abroad  to  the  ex- 
position to  view  the  Paris  sights,  when  right 
here  at  home  we  may  see  parasites  in   shad '? 

The  friendly  Bannock  tribe  has  run  awaj' 
from  the  agency  to  prevent  starving  to  death. 
This  shows  that  the  Indian  is  not  to  be  relied 
upon. 

What's  the  use  of  one  fellow  inventing  a 
Weed-Grubbing  Machine  so  long  as  another 
fellow  is  allowed  to  invent  a  Weed-Sewing 
Machine  ? 

The  position  of  baggage  master  at  this  sea- 
son of  the  year  is_  one  of  solemn  responsibili- 
ty, involuntarily  profanity  and  unlimited  per- 
spiration. 

"The  best  way  to  prevent  an  Indian  war," 
says  the  Pittsburg  Telegraph,  "is  to  kill  all 
the  Indians."  .  Capital  idea;  but  see  here! 
they  won't  let  us. 

Dan  Rice  couldn't  run  a  twenty-horse  cir- 
cus in  a  one-horse  town  any  better  than  the 
Western  editor  could  print  a  nonpariel  news- 
paper in  a  long  primer  town. 

Trickett,  the  famous  Australian  sculler, 
has  lost  two  fingers  while  handling  a  cask  of 
liquor.  It  is  usually  the  cask  that  loses  two 
or  three  fingers  while  being  handled. 

Another  shipload  of  Russians  is  expected 
off  the  coast  of  Maine.  Can  it  be  possible 
that  this  is  a  movement  to  Russianize  us  just 
as  we  are  getting  ready  to  Mexicanize  ? 

Many  persons  are  going  to  Europe  for  their 
health.  This  is  all  right  if  their  health  is 
rich,  but  our  health  is  too  poor  to  afford  a 
trip  to  Europe — and  make  us  go  after  it. 

The  word  whisky  has  no  e  in  it,  and  its 
plural  is  whiskies,  not  whiskeys. — Syracuse 
Typo.  And  still  we  have  seen  the  editor  of 
the  Typo  put  whisky  in  his  garret  with  all  .the 
e's  imaginable. 


Emerson  defines  a  weed  as  a  "plant  whose 
virtues  have  not  yet  been  discovered." 
Another  good  definition  for  a  weed  would  be 
"a  cabbage  leaf  trying  to  palm  itself  off  for 
pure  Havana  tobacco." 

Stop  in  front  of  a  shop  window  where  no 
one  has  stopped  for  hours  and  a  crowd  will 
soon  come  and  elbow  you  away.  Men  are  a 
good  deal  like  hens  in  this  regard,  provided, 
of  course,  that  hens  have  elbows. 

A  "fifteen-horse-power  steam  boiler"  is  ex- 
posed for  sale  on  Fairfield  Avenue.  We 
don't  know  what  sort  of  a  boiler  the  Globe 
Democrat  steals  with,  but  if  there  is  horse- 
power enough,  this  might  be  a  good  oppor- 
tunity for  that  journal. 

The  most  beautiful  hair  on  record  is  at  the 
Paris  Exposition.  It  is  silken  and  golden 
and  rich  and  seven  feet  long.  It  belonged 
to  a  poor  Norman  girl  who  sold  it  wholesale. 
Sbe  ought  to  have  kept  a  boarding  house  and 
let  it  out  by  retail,  four  hairs  to   the   pound. 

The  champion  early  riser  of  Saratoga 
county  is  Telum  Dayton.  He  is  eighty-five 
years  of  age  aud  has  beaten  the  sun  every 
day  but  one  for  twenty  years.  Such  stories 
are  absurd.  Telum  on  the  first  of  April; 
that's  the  only  Dayton  which  they're  appro- 
priate. 

Mr.  Evarts  has  signified  his  intention  to 
test  Edison's  phonograph,  aud  the  inventor 
is  having  an  instrument  made  like  a'telescope, 
so  that  it  can  be  carried  along  and  operated 
by  an  Erie  express  train.  The  distance  from 
Jersey  City  to  Buffalo  will  accommodate  one 
sentence. 

You  have  heard  of  the  "silence  of  the 
mist."  But  there  must  be  a  dreadful  mis- 
take about  it.  The  people  of  Newport  have 
petitioned  for  the  abolishment  of  the  fog- 
horn, because  it  keeps  them  awake  nights. 
People  with  fog-horn  conclusions  are  apt  to 
be  mis-taken. 


A  Maddletown  girl  placed  some  nearly 
hatched  ducks'  eggs  in  her  bosom  and  thus 
helped  a  brood  of  young  ducks  into  the 
world.  Young  men  in  that  region  will  do 
well  to  omit  in  the  interests  of  the  poultry 
crop  their  usual  Saturday  evening  embraces 
until  after  the  hatching  season. 

A  fashion  item  says  "puffs  and  false  braids 
are  being  dispensed  with;"  but  when  you  see 
a  woman  drowning,  and  you  reach  the  spot 
as  see  is  going  down  the  third  time,  you  want 
to  grab  her  pretty  close  to  the  skull,  or  you 
may  have  seven  dollars  worth  of  false  locks 
and  your  labor  for  your  pains. 

Once  upon  an  evening  dismal,  I  gave  her 
a  kiss,  paroxysmal  and  called  her  name  bap- 
tismal; precious  name  I  loved  of  yore.  Ah, 
she  was  a  darling  creature,  pert  of  speech 
and  fair  in  feature;  but  egad,  you  couldn't 
teach  her,  for  she  had  been  there  before,  and 
only  murmured,  "Buss  me  more." 

A  poet,  in  some  lines  "To  Miss  Vinnie 
Ream,"  says:  "She's  like  the  sunny  fragrant 

Spring She's   lovely  as  a  Summer 

morn Her  beauty's  like  an  Autumn 

day."  From  which  it  would  seem  that  she 
is  a  very  "seasonable"  woman.  Hope  her 
temper  is  not  "like  a  Winter's  stormy  night  " 

The  new  style  of  panteloons  are  going  to 
make  no  end  of  the  trouble.  A  young  man 
on  Government  hill  bought  a  pair  the  other 
night,  and  in  the  morning  he  and  his  brother 
got  up  and  dressed,  and  wandered  around 
fhe  house  until  nearly  breakfast  time  "before 
they  discovered  that  they  had  both  got  on 
the  same  new  pair  of  nether  garments. 


Practical  illustrations  are  not  wanting  of 
England's  prowness  on  the  seas.  A  dispatch 
brings  the  startling  intelligence  that  an  Eng- 
lish war  vessel  has  captured  the  entire  Sa- 
moan  navy,  to- wit:  one  small  boat.  The 
United  States  should  be  warned  in  time,  and 
hasten  to  take  precautionary  measures.  Let 
our  navy  be  drawn  up  on  shore  out  of  harm's 
way, 

Cantelopes  having  made  their  appearance, 
we  may  expect  to  see  that  reverend,  bald- 
headed,  toothless,  spectacled,  lame  and  im- 
potent circus  joke  about  the  "girl  that  can't 
elope"  going  the  rounds  of  the  provincial 
press.  We  print  this  observation  because  it 
is  paid  for  by  a  subscriber  and  because  we 
hope  it  may  serve  as  a  warning  to  our  ex- 
changes. 

He  was  a  St.  Paul  clerk,  and  he  was  try- 
ing to  amuse  himself  by  questioning  a  little 
girl  in  a  big  bonnet,  near  South  Stillwater. 
"What  do  you  set  hens  for?"  he  asked. 
'•To  hatch  chickens,"  she  replied,  promptly. 
"What  do  they  set  milk  for?"  he  queried. 
"To  hatch  calves,"  said  she,  and  she  said  it 
in  a  way  that  caused  the  St.  Paul  chap  to 
close  the  conversation  p.  d.  q. 

A  happy  deliverance  for  hundreds  who  have 
more  wife  than  they  want,  is  found  in  the 
"Anti-Fat"  of  a  patient  medicine  man,  who 
guarantees  that  his  preparation  will  reduce 
the  weight  of  a  fleshy  person  five  pounds  a 
week.  It  doesn't  take  much,  arithmetic  to 
ascertain  that  the  man  who  can  persuade  his 
260-pound  wife  to  use  it,  will  at  the  end  of 
a  year  have  fifty  pounds  less  than  no  wife  at 
all. 

She  had  invited  him  to  stop  to  supper,  and 
he  was  trying  to  appear  easy  and  uncon- 
cerned, while  she  was  on  her  prettiest  be- 
havior. "Have  you  used  the  sugar,  John  ?" 
inquired  the  mother  in  a  winning  manner. 
"John  don't  want  no  sugar,"  ejaculated  the 
young  heir  abruptly.  "Why  not?"  inquired 
the  father,  curiously,  while  John,  in  bis  sur- 
prise, swallowed  a  bit  of  toasted  crust,  and 
nearly  cut  his  throat  open.  "Cos  he  don't," 
explained  the  heir,  in  artful  manner.  "I 
heard  him  tell  Mary  last  night — "  "You 
keep  still-"  interrupted  Mary  in  an  hysterical 
manner,  while  the  young  man  caught  his 
breath  in  dismay.  "I  heard  him  say,"  per- 
sisted the  heir,  with  dreadful  eagerness, 
"that  she  was  so  sweet  that  he  shouldn't 
never  use  no  more  sugar  no  mor — an'  then 
he  kissed  her,  an'  I  said  I'd  tell,  an' — "  The 
young  heir  was  lifted  out  of  the  room  on  his 
ear,  and  the  supper  was  finished  in  moody 
silence. 

The  following  is  the  Chinese  version  of 
"Mary  and  her  lamb:" 

Was  gal  name  Moll  had  lamb, 
Elea  all  samee  white  snow, 
Evly  place  Moll  gal  walkee, 
Ba  Ba  hoppee  long  too. 

We  heard  a  son  of  Erin  trying  to  surround 
Mary  aud  her  little  lamb  the  other  day,  and 
this  is  the  way  he  understood  it: 
Begorry,  Marry  had  a  iittle  shape, 
And  the  wool  was  white  intoirly; 
An'  wherever  Mary  would  sthir  her  sthiunps, 
The  young  shape  would  follow  her  complately . 

So  celebrated  apoem  should  have  a  French 
version : 

La  petite  Marie  had  le  June  muttoug, 

Zee  wool  was  blanche  as  ze  snow; 

And  everywhere  la  belle  Marie  went, 

Le  June  muttoug  was  sure  to  go. 

Oui,  monsieur;  vou  avez  un  very  lage  ima- 
gination; mais  comment  est  this,  pour 
Deutsche: 

Dot  Mary  haf  got  ein  leedle  schaf ; 

Mit  hair  yust  like  some  vool; 
TTnd  all  der  blace  dot  gal  did  vent, 

Das  schaf  go  like  ein  fool. 
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Next  week's  Wasp  'will  contain  a  spirited 
double-page  cartoon  on  on  the  ever  glorious 
Fourth  of  July.     Look  out  for  it. 

This  is  the  season  for  the  youth  to  spend 
his  vacation  with  his  relatives — begins  at  his 
"uncles"  and  stops  at  his  antes. 

There  are  only  about  40  women  florists  in 
the  United  States,  but  the  number  of  women 
temperance  leaders  is  considerably  greater. 

A  Mississippi  paper  says  that  land  can  be 
bought  in  that  State  at  ten  cents  an  acre,  but 
the  people  prefer  whisky  at  fifteen  cents  a 
drink. 

Our  country  exchanges  report  that,  with 
the  exception  of  delinquent  subscribers, 
everything  is  about  a  fortnight  earlier  than 
usual  this  year. 

Lottie  Gallagher,  of  Philadelphia,  assaul- 
ted her  husband  with  a  hammer  and  knocked 
out  one  of  his  eyes.  That  woman  is  evident- 
ly what  Mr.  Wellock  would  call  "an  Ham- 
merican." 

The  Atlanta  Judge  to  whom  'was  referred 
the  legality  of  the  ordinance  against  opening 
barber-shops  on  Sunday,  has  decided  that 
shaving  is  a  moral  necessity.  The  country 
breathes  once  more. 

General  Grant  and  his  family  intend  to  re- 
main in  Paris  until  after  the  4th  of  July. — 
Ex.  So  far  as  we  are  concerned,  we  give 
them  full  and  free  permission  to  stop  there 
until  after  Christmas — or  the  millenium. 

Emir-al-Mumenin,  Sultan  of  Morrocco,  is 
dead.  The  grief  of  this  appalling  announce- 
ment is  somewhat  softened  by  the  fact  that 
the  complextion  of  the  coming  Constitutional 
Convention  will  soon  be  definitely  settled. 

Mrs.  Pry,  of  Albion,  New  York,  will  be 
108  years  old  on  the  10th  of  September  next. 
She  has  injured  her  health  by  using  tobacco 
ever  since  she  was  a  young  woman,  or  she 
would  probably  have  been  much  older  by 
this  time. 

Tung  Wing,  of  New  Haven,  Conn.,  a  gra- 
duate of  Yale  College,  has  given  to  the  Col- 
lege library  a  valuable  collection  of  Chinese 
books,  numbering  1300  volumes.  If  there 
is  anything  in  those  books  which  will  reveal 
the  Chinese  secret  of  how  to  live  on  ten  cents 
a  week,  we  would  like  to  have  one. 


An  Eastern  contemporary  publishes  the 
following  item :  "It  is  said  that 'a  live  fish, 
embedded  in  a  human  skull,  was  recently 
taken  in  the  bay  of  San  Francisco.'  They 
say  fish  are  food  for  the  brains,  but  in  this 
case  the  brains  must  have  been  food  for  the 
fish."  What  impetuous  people  these  journa- 
listic paragraphers  are  anyhow.  Does  it  ne- 
cessarily follow  that  because  the  deceased 
biped  had  a  skull  it  also  possessed  brains  ? 

Bonanza  O'Brien  is  said  to  have  been  taken 
from  one  of  the  Boston  orphan  asylums  when 
quite  young, — Ex.  That  is  a  mistake.  He 
was  left  at  our  door,  when  we  were  residing 
in  Patagonia,  ten  years  or  so  ago.  He  was  an 
infant  then  of  eight  hours  of  age.  We  cared 
for  him  as  if  he  had  been  our  own  son,  yet 
he  did  not  remember  us  in  his  will.  Still 
we  think  it  is  our  duty  to  protect  his  mem- 
ory. The  truth  should  be  known  at  all  ha- 
zards. 

There  lives  six  miles  from  Richmond,  Va. , 
Mrs.  Martha  T.  Hopkins,  who  is  only  thirty- 
nine  years  old  and  just  married  her  sixth  hus- 
band. She  was  married  at  twenty  years  of 
age;  took  her  second  husband  when  she  was 
twenty-four  years  old ;  her  third  when  she 
was  twenty-seven  years  old;  her  fourth  when 
thirty-two' years  old;  and  her  fifth  when  thir- 
ty-seven years  old.  In  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven,  we  are  told,  there  will  be  neither 
marrying  nor  giving  in  marriagle;  but,  when 
the  roll  is  called,  whose  widow  will  that  wo- 
man be  reckoned  ? 

During  the  past  week  a  photograph  of  a 
game  of  cricket  may  have  been  noticed  in 
many  of  the  most  attractive  shop  windows  in 
the  city;  underneath  it  is  inscribed  a  legend 
which  informs  the  reader  that  it  is  a  repre- 
sentation of  a  match  which  took  place  be- 
tween our  local  clubs  and  the  officers  of  H. 
B.  M.'s  ship  Ophal  on  July  4th.  As  the  pic- 
ture was  issued  about  a  week  before  the  4th 
of  July  it  is  some  what  difficult  to  understand 
how  the  scene  was  photographed.  Regard- 
ing it,  an  interesting  evening  paper  said  "it 
is  a  handsome  sketch  of  the  event  as  it  is 
likely  to  be."  H  it  is  any  information  to  the 
public  we  may  add  that  it  is  simply  a  photo- 
graph of  a  wood-cut  which  was  published 
by  the  Illustrated  Australian  News  some  ten 
years  or  so  ago,  and  that  the  scene  repre- 
sented took  place  on  the  Melbourne  Cricket 
Club's  grounds.  The  whole  thing  merely  il- 
lustrates the  fact  that  the  habit  of  lying  and 
misrepresenting  has  become  so  ingrained 
into  this  community  that  the  truth  cannot  be 
told  under  any  circumstances. 


The  Water  Works  Tests. 

"And  this,"  remarked  Atom,  as  he  sat 
down  on  the  fire  plug  at  the  corner  of  Smith 
and  Marietta  streets,  put  up  his  umbrella, 
and  waited  for  the  exhibition  tests  to  begin, 
"this  is  the  hydrant-headed  monster.". 

"Water  remark,"  said  Molecule;  then  he 
mused  for  a  moment,  while  he  buttoned  his 
water-proof  coat  more  closely  around  him 
and  presently  added.  "Do  you  know,  they 
get  the  water  from  the  river  up  to  the  summit 
of  this  lofty  hill,  by  mains  strength?" 


"I  supposed  it  worked  its  way  along,"  re- 
plied Atom,  "for  you  know  'water-works.'  " 

"Yes,"  said  Molecule,  and  like  most  work- 
ers, it  enjoys  its  pipes." 

"Not  very  hilariously,  however,"  put  in 
Protuplasm,  who  was  standing  back  in  the 
doorway  to  keep  out  of  the  wet,  "because, 
you  know  the  saying,  'we  have  piped  unto 
you  and  you  have  not  danced.'  " 

"True,"  rejoined  Molecule,  "and  that  it  is 
not  always  in  the  dancing  humor  we  know, 
because  often  waters  pout." 

"It  is,"  said  Atom,  "in  its  fickle,  uncon- 
trolable,  impetuous  nature,  an  emblem  of 
liberty,  and  yet  it  often  comes  within  the 
pail  of  the  law." 

"It  is  the  emblem  of  temperance,"  said  a 
stranger  with  a  cardinal  nose,  "and  yet  it  is 
drunk  more  than  any  other  thing  in  nature." 

"Ah,  yes,"  mused  Protoplasm;  "now  I 
understand  why  ships  so  often  get  water 
tight." 

"It  murmurs  in  the  brook,"  said  a  poetical 
looking  man  in  a  straw  hat,  and  with  his 
bare  toes  sticking  out  of  his  shoes,  "it  sings 
in  the  cascades,  it  roars  in  the  cataract,  and 
who  has  not  heard  of  the  water-bellows  ?" 

"It  reminds  me  of  a  Mexican  herdsman 
with  his  cruel  whip,"  said  Molecule,  "when 
it  comes  with  its  quirts." 

"That,"  said  the  stranger  with  the  cardi- 
nal nose,  "rather  makes  me  think  of  the 
young  men  who  live  on  their  mother's  in- 
come." 

"It  makes  think  of  the  Russian  instrument 
of  torture,"  said  Atom,  "when  I  see  it  in  the 
brooklet,  winding  in  an  knout." 

"Yes,"  added  the  red-nosed  man,  "and 
then  it  often  lashes  the  shore." 

"I  don't  see,"  Protoplasm,  who  had  been 
absorbed  in  thought,  suddenly  spoke  up,  "I 
don't  see  why  a  man  who  falls  into  a  whirl 
pool  can  ever  drown,  because  the  very  move- 
ment of  the  water  would  make  their  head 
swim." 

"Yes,"  said  Atom,  "but  that  is  it;  as  soon 
as  he  falls  in,  be  he  ever  so  strong  a  swim- 
mer, he  will  immediately  go  round  and 
drowned." 

Just  then  a  fair  young  girl  and  a  happy 
young  man  went  soaking  through  the  rain  on 
the  other  side  of  the  street. 

"What  will  that  pretty  girl  dew  now  ?" 
asked  the  Molecule,  "she  has  mist  her  young 
man." 

"How  ?"  chorused  the  others,  in  great 
perplexity.     "We  can't  sea  it,"  they  added. 

"Mister  young  man,"  said  Molecule  sim- 
ply- 

"Let  us  spray,"  said  the  stranger  with  a 

cardinal  nose. 

But  the  committee  rose  and  adjourned, 
and  immediately  fog  got  the  stranger's  sug- 
gestion. 

WANTED. 


In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,   CANVAS- 
SEKS  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Beliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 
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CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

Mr.  Rignold  has  held  the  boards  at  this 
house  during  the  past  week.  He  is  a  gen- 
tleman of  superior  address  and  commanding 
in  his  personal  appearance.  To  say  that  he 
is  a  great  actor  would,  perhaps,  be  giving 
way  to  exaggeration,  but  he  is  undoubtedly 
a  good  one.  And  in  the  particular  line  of 
characters  to  which  he  has  mainly  devoted 
himself  nature  has  lent  him  a  very  consider- 
able degree  of  assistance.  MissEleanor  Carey 
has  returned  for  the  present  and  contributed 
largely  to  Mr.  Rignold's  success. 

bald  win's. 
"Kerry  Gow"  continued  to  attract  fair  au- 
diences throughout  the  week  to  this  popular 
place  of  amusement.  As  Irish  plays  go, 
"Kerry  Gow"  is  a  good  one,  and  as  Irish 
character  actors  go  Mr.  Murphey  is  a  good 
one,  but  we  will  venture  to  assert  that  no 
one  will  recognize  the  picture  of  Irish  life 
which  is  presented  by  him  and  it  as  posses- 
sing any  resemblance  to  real  Irish  life. 

BUSH    STREET    THEATRE. 

Harrington  &  Hart's  Combination  held 
their  ground  for  another  week  with  a  fresh 
programme.  The  attendance,  however,  was 
not  what  it  used  to  be.  Tonny  Pastor's 
troupe  will  replace  them  next  week. 

WOODWARD'S    GARDENS. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

Mme.  Kistori  is  fifty-nine  years  old. 

John  E.  Owens'  trip  through  Nevada  was 
a  failure. 

Mr.  Sothern  will  probably  come  to  America 
this  Fall. 

Max  Strakosch  has  a  new  boy;  weight,  fif- 
teen pounds. 


Lotta  and  Adelaide  Neilson  own  property 
in  Washington. 

Buffalo  Bill  is  going  to  Europe  with  his 
troupe,  next  season. 

Thirty-five  "Uncle  Tom"  combinations  are 
devastating  the  country. 

Thursbj',  it  is  said,  takes  a  nap  before  ap- 
pearing in  concert,  so  as  to  be  fresh. 

Everybody  in  Paris  is  whistling  or  humming 
the  "Trio  des  Cigarettes"  froni  Flotow's  new 
opera. 

Miss  Maggie  Mitchell  has  returned  from  a 
successful  tour  and  is  about  to  go  into  sum- 
mer quarters  at  Long  Branch. 

It  was  Aimee's  "sacred"  Sunday  evening 
concert  which  put  an  end  to  Sunday  perform- 
ances in  the  theatres  hereafter. 

Since  1875,  Maria  Salovitti,  a  singer,  has 
been  endeavoring  to  compel  Levy,  the  cornet 
player,  to  pay  her  judgment  of  $164.10. 
Levy  swears  that  all  the  money  he  earns  is 
applied  to  the  payment  of  borrowed   capital. 

The  statement  that  Mario  is  in  comfortable 
circumstances  is  now  contradicted.  He  is 
quite  without  resources,  and  a  concert  is  to 
be  given  in  London  for  his  benefit,  Mme. 
Christine  Nilsson  journeying  to  that  city 
specially  for  that  occasion. 

There  are  quite  a  number  of  rumors  in  cir- 
culation regarding  the  future  of  the  Grand 
Opera  House.  The  most  likely  one  is  that 
it  has  been  purchased  by  Michael  Eeese  and 
James  Phelan  and  will  at  an  early  date  be 
turned  into  a  free  lodging  house  by  them. 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYEKS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

■ — People  sometimes  feel  dry.  It  seems  to 
be  a  necessity  of  our  nature.  There  is  no 
better  thirst  chaser  in  the  world  than  Moun- 
tain Beer.  It  is  pure,  wholesome,  invigora- 
ting and  refreshing.  * 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.     What  is 


needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


GARDEN^  HOSE. 

50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $5.75 

W.  It.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    G-ASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


17-STRINGED 


CIT 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
,ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  Webb. 

For  Ihe  half  year  ending  with  30th  June,  1878,  a 
dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  eight  (8) 
per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term  Deposits,  and  six  and 
two-thirds  (6  2-3)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Ordinary 
Deposits,  free  of  Federal  Tax,  payable  on  and  after 
Tuesday,  July  16,  1878. 

LOVELL  WHITE,  Cashier. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


The  German  Savings  and  Loan 
Society. 

For  the  half  year  ending  June  30,  1878,  the  Board 
of  Directors  of  The  German  Savings  and  Loan  Socie- 
ty has  declared  a  dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the 
rate  of  eight  '8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  and  on  Ordi- 
nary Deposits  at  the  rate  of  six  and  two-thirds  (6%) 
per  cent,  per  annum,  free  from  Federal  Taxes,  and 
payable  on  and  after  the  15th  day  of  July,  1878.  By 
order.  GEO.  LETTE,  Secretary. 


MANUFACTURERS 

Of  the  best  improved  Trusses,  con- 
structed on  scientific  principles.    A 
perfect  retainer,  combining  ease  and 
comfort. 
CALIFORNIA  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
CCMPANY,  615  Sacramento  street,    San   Francisco. 
Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


781 


WOODWARD'S  GARDENS. 


Saturday  and   Sunday,  July    6th 
and  7th. 


An  entirely  new  programme,  the  best  ever  ex- 
hibited, together  with  new  varieties  in 
the  Gardens 


Admission  25  Cts. 


Children,  half  price 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad 
dress  H.  Hallbtt  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Jr. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

E35=r  320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Course  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


/"■<  /"\T  T\  Any  worker  can  make  $12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
\T\J±J±J  outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


AIiBANT 

fabricating  (Fompimttd 

AND    CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cupa  will  last  as  long-  as 
■from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  hy  the  beat  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

KatzenstehVs  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Pistou-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble, 

R.  HOE  «&  CO\S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGEK  SAWS, 

*£\?  J — "vW-,/^"     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
^X«HA^/^>       Qut  anv  0f  tne  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.     Address 

H.  L.  TATUM  &  CO.,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  F. 
P.  0.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 


JOHN    EOBIi, 


The  best  quality  of  stall-fed  Meats   always  on   hand 
at  the  LOWEST  MARKET  RATES, 

5  &  6  California  Market, 

SAN    FRANCISCO. 
Goods  delivered  free  of  charge  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 


p.  Kxsiiiiir, 
Piln  But  Itakir 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENTS 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.  For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.  The 
elastic  is  so  placed  back  of 
the  ankle  as  to  protect  it 
from  wear  and  it 
does  not  bind 
around  the  ankle 
like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now.  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


<£FC   +-r\   QOf^  Per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  S5  free. 


Address  Stinsos  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


SUBSCBIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

Igg^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from     -     -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 

frengh: 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FEANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DmECTon. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free    of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6rnos 

HIBEBWIA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICEES: 


President 

vice-phe8ldent . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.CD.  O'SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 


M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tbeasureb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  S2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  ' 

San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  It.  IS. 


SUMMER   ARRANGEMENT. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JUNE  10th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


7rjrt  A.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Mail  and  Express 
•  wv  train  via  I>nnahue,  for  Petaluiua,  Santa  Rosa,  Healds- 
burg, Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Stage  connection  at  Santa 
Rosa  for  Mark  West  Springs;  at  Geyser ville  for  Skagg*s  Springs; 
at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlefct  Springs,  Soda  Hay,  and  THE  GEYSERS. 

^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  for  Korbel'a,   Guerneville  the 
Russian  River  and  the  Redwoods. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  7.55  P.  M.] 

3f^f\  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Express  via  Dona- 
*\J\J  hue.  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.      Stage  connec- 
tion at  Lakeville    for  Sonoma. 

Round  Trip  Tickets,  good  from  Saturday  till   following   Monday 
Donahue,  SI. SO;  IVLalmna,  §2.00;  Santa  Roea,  §3,00;    Healdsburg, 
SH.00;  Cloverdale,  $5.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  12.55  P.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 


8f\r\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
*yj\J  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  SI. 00,  Petaluma,  $1.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $'2. Ou,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  $1.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,    Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  Kiver  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton   and  Laguna,  $2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and   Guerneville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  0.55  P.  M.] 


SSLFreight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.;except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 

Geii.  Manager.         Sup't.   _  Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  ^AJirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 

YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Moime  &md!  Imi&lMgeze§  Bumsm 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANZ  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

G.    BAYREUTHER, 

— PRACTICAL— 

,Ja'iisii!  &  Pirate^ 

Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 


^UllflHEIII 


ism 


STOVES,  RANGFS,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRONWARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

NO.    226    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  .desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 


MBwmapePf 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 
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C.  D.  O.   SULLTVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 

FOR   SALE. 

From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


$AN  FRANCISCO 

CITY  *H0  COUMTttr   OROSftS   ^/JOMPTir  ^TTfMr£D   TO  . 


A/OETH1B  &  TURK. 

PROPRIETORS  . 
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DOAIVTE    «3te    GO. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  No.  i>2,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pino  St.  SAN  FEANCISCO. 


Messrs.  Donne  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  0.  O.  D. 


O.  KICKS  <St  CO.. 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANT, 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FEANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,   Moles,   effectually  "cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   «EItARH>,    from  Paris, 

83G  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

b.  s.  BURnsrs, 

Agent   for 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Boot  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J  .and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

<»23  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
,  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
\  all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
ditians  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
*jthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  succes  full  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CUBED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DB.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

—    AT  — 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
TVnrrv-TTTK  cents  pkb  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 


Columbia, 


(INVABIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 


One  Tear 
Six  Months 
Three  Months 


(Postage  Free) 


$4.00 
$2.00 
$1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      .... 
Six  Months      .... 
Three  Months      - 

$5.00 
$2.50 
$1.25 

Notice  to  Countey  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Cobbespondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  602  California  street, 
San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  JULY  13,  1878. 

Those  of  our  readers  who  are  not  blessed 
with  memories  of  extraordinary  defectiveness 
will  recollect  that  about  a  year  ago  a  propo- 
sition was  mooted  to  establish  in  this  city  a 
"Free  Public  Library."  For  a  time  the  pro- 
ject was  held  in  a  position  similar  to  that  oc- 
cupied by  Mohammed's  coffin,  until  at  length 
the  late  Legislature  was  graciously  pleased 
to  grant  to  the  people  of  every  community  in 
the  State  the  privilege  of  establishing  and  sup- 
porting such  institutions,  if  they  chose  to — out 
of  their  own  money.  That  much  having  been 
accomplished,  the  gentlemen  who  were  agi- 
tating this  matter  ventured  to  approach  the 
Board  of  Supervisors  and  ask  their  assist- 
ance. As  was  to  be  expected  but  little  en- 
couragement was  received  from  that  quarter; 
for  what  does  the  average  Supervisor  know 
about  books  or  their  value.  Besides,  it  might 
possibly  be  that  their  being  rendered  acces- 
sible to  the  masses  might  lead  to  the  spread 
of  intelligence — and  then  what  would  be- 
come of  the  ward-politician.  It  was  dis- 
covered that  we  must  have  retrenchment,  and 
so  the  scheme  was  killed.  Still  we  have 
$5,000  to  throw  away  on  a  foolish  parade, 
and  an  unascertained  number  of  thousands 
to  spend  in  supporting  an  army  of  City  Hall 
bummers  who  perform  nominal  duties. 


Our  Greatness  in  Crookedness. 

MEDICAL    HUMBUGS. 

The  creative  power  so  constructed  man 
that  he  is,  in  his  physical  formation,  an  im- 
perfect being,  afflicted  with  weaknesses  and 
subject  to  ailments  which  destroy  his  vitali- 
ty. And  the  same  creative  power  has  also 
constructed,  in  the  mineral,  vegetable  and 
animal  life  by  which  he  is  surrounded,  in- 
fluences which,  if  properly  applied,  act  as 
remedies  upon  the  shattered  frame  and  tend 
to  make  strong  and  vigorous  that  which  is 
naturally  feeble  and  sickly.  The  discovery 
and  application  of  these  remedial  measures 
constitutes  one  of  the  deepest  sciences  and 
forms  one  of  the  most  respectable  professions 
our  civilization  has  developed.  But,  like 
many  other  equally  honorable  advocations 
and  erudite  theories,  the  degradation  of  every 
sense  of  right,  which  is  the  prevailing  char- 
acteristic in  this  country  at  the  present  day, 
has  done  much  to  lower  it  below  the  sphere 
of  usefulness  down  to  the  plane  of  a  social 
danger. 

The  first  essential  in  a  disciple  of  the  heal- 
ing art  is  that  he  be  a  person  of  more  than 
average  mental  powers,  and  that  those  pow- 
ers have  been  carefully  trained  in  the  secrets 
and  mysteries  of  the  science  of  which  he  is  a 
professor.  It  is  a  fact  established  beyond 
the  realms  of  disputation  that  anyone  wish- 
ing to  perform  labor  which  calls  for  an  inti- 
mate acquaintance  with  machinery  and  me- 
chanism must  first  devote  years  of  life  under 
capable  tuition  in  obtaining  that  knowledge 
which  qualifies  him  for  such  duties.  Now 
the  human  frame  is  the  most  intricate  piece 
of  mechanism  that  could  possibly  be  devised, 
and  they  who  attempt  to  deal  with  it  should 
be  thoroughly  versed  in  its  every  secret.  In 
the  face  of  that  fact  what  do  we  find  ?  We 
find  the  country  swarming  with  so-called  me- 
dical schools  in  which  there  is  neither  the  ca- 
pacity nor  the  desire  to  teach  that  which  they 
profess  to.  We  find  the  country  flooded 
year  to  year  with  regularly  licensed  "Doc- 
tors ?"  who  literally  know  nothing  of  medi- 
cine. Given  two  or  three  unprincipled  me- 
dical men  and  a  politician  of  the  needy, 
seedy,  and  greedy,  stamp  and  the  average 
American  medical  school  is  an  accomplished 
fact.  Its  object  is  not  to  affort  facilities  for 
young  men  to  acquire  a  thorough  knowledge 
of  a  highly  useful  and  necessary  science,  but 
to  make  fees.  In  order  to  attract  students, 
its  matriculation  requirements  are  nominal, 
and  its  curriculum  is  made  a  matter  of  form; 
and  so  holders  of  its  diplomas  are  scattered 
broadcast  over  the  land  to  deal  dea^h  and 
destruction.  Even  the  better  class  of  schools, 
which  are  connected  with  universities,  are 
mere  shams.  Take  our  own  one,  for  ex- 
ample. It  is  but  a  very  short  time  ago  since 
one  of  its  graduates  had  the  audacity  to  go 
upon  the  witness-stand  as  an  expert  in  re- 
gard to  insanity.  Five  minutes  of  casual 
cross-examination  disclosed  the  fact  that  this 
"Berkeley-made  Doctor"  did  not  know  the 
difference  between  the  various  forms  of  in- 
sanity, or  their  symptoms;  that  he  did  not 
know  a  single  author  upon  the  subject,  and 
that  the  District  Attorney,  a  well  informed 


layman,  knew  five  hundred  times  more  than 
he  did.  How  many  more  like  that  one  are 
there  in  this  community  ?  We  state  empha- 
tically and  advisedly  that,  the  medical  regis- 
tration act  to  the  contrary  notwithstanding, 
two-thirds  of  our  practicing  Doctors  are  unfit 
from  ignorance  to  have  the  life  of  a  chicken 
confided  to  their  care;  and  the  remaining 
third  are  for  the  most  part  foreigners  or  hol- 
ders of  foreign  diplomas.  Apart  from  the 
question  of  danger,  is  such  a  condition  of 
affairs  not  a  national  disgrace  ?  Is  not  the 
principle,  which  allows  ignorance,  charla- 
tanism, and  humbuggery,  to  seize  upon  and 
take  possession  of  the  medical  profession, 
the  same  as  that  which  permeates  though 
every  one  of  those  frauds  and  wrongs  and 
which  have  lead  to  our  present  social  disor- 
ganization ? 

It  may  possible  be  said  that  in  writing 
thus  we  are  simply  giving  way  to  recklessness. 
That,  if  we  have  information  which  justifies 
our  statements,  it  is  our  duty  as  journalists 
to  give  the  public  names  and  particulars;  to 
select  the  wheat  from  the  chaff.  In  reply  to 
that  we  wish  to  state  that  we  are  not  the  re- 
presentative of  any  person,  class,  or  caste. 
Throughout  the  series  of  articles  which  we 
have  been  giving  and  propose  to  continue 
giving,  under  the  caption  "Our  Greatness  in 
Crookedness,"  we  have  dealt,  and  we  pro- 
pose to  deal,  with  principles,  not  with  perso- 
nalities. We  are  working  for  no  hire  save 
that  which  the  public  bestow  upon  us  by  pa- 
tronizing our  little  publication.  Our  object 
is  to  awaken  the  public  mind  to  a  sense  of 
the  true  position  of  affairs,  and  to  leave  it  to 
work  out  its  own  salvation  in  its  own  way. 


What's  Up  Now? 
We  heard  an  individual  involved  in  beer, 
or  meditation,  or  something  or  other,  put 
that  question  to  himself  the  other  day.  It 
awakened  a  long  sombulent  faculty — that  of 
thought — within  us.  We  have  pondered  over 
that  query  ever  since.  It  has  disturbed  our 
waking  moments,  haunted  our  dreams,  and 
generally  worked  us  into  an  unenviable  state 
of  mind.  What  is  up  ?  The  times  are,  as 
the  itinerant  parson  observed,  sadly  out  of 
joint;  but  the  question  is,  what's  up  ?  We 
reach  thus  far  in  our  own  meditation  when, 
for  some  cause  or  other — the  unusual  mental 
labor,  perhaps — we  are  seized  upon  by  the 
pangs  of  hunger.  We  enter  a  restaurant 
and  in  an  unaustentatious  way  take  a  seat. 
A  white-jacketed  man  comes  to  our  side  and 
exclaims  in  a  gruff  voice,  "Well?"  We  are 
frightened  at  him,  and  in  a  modest  self-de- 
petiating  way  we  order  two  or  three  dishes. 
So  great  is  our  confusion  that  we  order  those 
things  which  invariably  afflict  us  with  gout, 
indigestion,  billiousness  and  a  number  of 
other  ills.  He  goes  away,  however,  and  stays 
aways  half  an  hour  or  so,  and  that  gives  us 
times  to  compose  ourselves  and  resolve  to 
touch  very  lightly  on  the  food.  But  by  and 
by,  when  this  person  returns  and  commences 
to  throw  dishes  at  us  and  winds  up  by  heav- 
ing a  little  piece  of  paste-board  on  top  of 
them  all,  we  find  our  tremor  return  and  we 
lose  our  presence  of  mind  and  eat  the  lot. 
Then  we  pick  up  the  piece  of  paste-board  and 


we  find  it  has  hieroglyphics  on  it  which  indi- 
cate that  our  indebtedness  to  the  establish- 
ment is  thirty  cents.  We  have  a  vague  im- 
pression on  our  minds  that  this  is  an  over- 
charge of  five  cents,  but  we  don't  venture  to 
say  so.  We  plod  our  way  towards  u  digni- 
fied individual  who  stands  behind  an  array 
of  petrified  confectionary,  pastry,  and  fruit, 
to  pay  the  money.  We  hand  him  our  check 
and  put  down  a  four-bit  piece  with  the  air  of 
a  man  who  is  discharging  an  unduly  large 
obligation  in  an  honorable  manner.  But  this 
person  undeceives  us.  He  casts  upon  us  a 
withering  scornful  look,  and  his  nose  turns 
up  at  an  angle  of  forty-five  degrees,  as  he 
pitches  two  dimes  towards  us  in  dignified  si- 
lence. We  go  out  shamed,  abashed  and  sat- 
upon.  We  can  recollect  places  and  times 
when  civility  and  attention,  and  what-you- 
wanted,  were  to  be  obtained  in  restaurants; 
but,  we  suppose,  the  eating  business  is  "up," 
and  we,  as  an  eater,  are  down.  In  a  dazed 
sort  of  way  we  pass  along  the  street  pursuing 
our  meditation.  We  ignore  the  peanut  man, 
and  we  are  oblivious  to  the  pretty  girls  in 
striped  stockings  who  trip  past  us.  We  feel 
as  though  we  want  something  to  stimulate 
us,  and  so  we  go  into  one  of  those  gilded 
halls  where  the  faint  and  weary  heart  can  ob- 
tain consolation.  We  look  around  for  the 
bar-keeper  and  we  can't  see  him,  but  a  much 
barbered  and  fierce  mustached  individual 
sings  out:  "Well?"  We  ask  for  a  glass  of 
beer  and  put  down  a  twenty-five  cent  piece 
as  evidence  of  our  solvency.  To  our  aston- 
ishment this  aristocratic  individual  under- 
takes to  supply  our  requirements  and  twirls 

towards  us  a  gl no,  we  mean  two  table 

spoonsful  of  that  refreshing  beverage  in  a 
glass  vessel,  and  at  the  same  moment  he  re- 
places our  quarter  with  a  ten  cent  piece. 
AVhen  we  used  to  frequent  such  places,  bar- 
keepers and  bars,  were  not  quite  so  elabo- 
rate, perhaps,  and  they  didn't  charge  fifteen 
cents  for  two  cents  worth  of  beer.  But  they 
have  gone  "up"  since  then.  A  thought  sud- 
denly strikes  us — it  doesn't  hurt  us,  yet  still 
it  strikes  us — that  we  require  a  new  cravat 
before  we  can  reasonably  hope  to  discover 
"What's  up."  So  we  go  into  a  haberdasher's 
store  to  obtain  one.  Time  was  when  haber- 
dashers were  a  meek  obsequious  class  of  men 
who  met  you  at  the  door  with  a  bow,  who 
gleefully  rubbed  their  hands  as  they  in- 
quired what  they  could  do  for  you,  who  grew 
eloquent  in  praise  of  their  wares  and,  eventu- 
ally, sold  you  what  you  wanted  for  half  cost 
price.  But  we  go  in  this  time  and  we  are 
abashed  to  find  ourselves  confronted  with  an 
elegant  figure  somewhat  hidden  behind  a 
great  expanse  of  collar.  We  grow  a  little 
alarmed,  we  have  had  so  many  strange  ex- 
periences lately.  We  think  we  have  made  a 
mistake  and  stumbled  into  a  Van  Ness  Ave- 
nue domicile,  so  we  turn  and  put  for  the  door 
till  we  are  stopped  by  a  voice — not  the  soft, 
oily  voice  of  days  of  yore,  but  a  loud  military 
voice — which  says:  "What  is  it?"  We  ex- 
plain as  best  we  can,  in  our  excited  state, 
what  we  wish.  The  figure  turns  its  eagle 
eye  upon,  it  takes  our  level  according  to  its 
own  satisfaction,  and  then  it  throws  a  box 
down  before  us.  Once  we  would  have  been 
asked  the  texture,-  the  length,  the  color,  etc., 


which  we  wished.  In  fact  we  would  have 
been  recognized  as  a  party  to  the  transaction. 
But  now,  the  figure  settles  all  that  for  us; 
he  throws  down  the  box  before  us  with  an 
air  of  "that's  what  you  want,  dispute  it  if  you 
dare."  We  don't  dare,  we  take  what  is  of- 
fered to  us.  We  pay  $2.50  for  an  article 
which  would  be  dear  at  75  cents,  and  which 
would  cause  us  to  die  of  shame  if  we  wore  it 
for  five  minutes.  Evidently  haberdashers  and 
haberdashery  are  "up"  too.  And  that  is  the 
nearest  we  can  come  to  solving  the  problem 
which  is  expressed  by  the  caption  of  this  ar- 
ticle. 


[See   Double-page   Illustration.] 

The  Idiosyncrasies  of  Patriotism. 
What  ia  patriotism  ?  We  have  heard  peo- 
ple define  it  to  be  love  of  country;  an  incli- 
nation to  serve  one's  fellowmen  at  the  cost  of 
personal  labor,  inconvenience,  risk,  and  ex- 
posure. A  desire  to  secure  the  well  being  of 
the  community  in  which  one's  lot  is  cast.  A 
feeling  which  leads  us  to  brave  the  dangers 
of  the  battle  field;  to  endure  the  exposures 
of  the  march  and  bivouac;  and  to  smile  at  the 
wild  efforts  of  the  storm  king  when  he  rides 
the  tempestuous  waves.  An  emotion  which 
so  governs  our  actions  that  we  are  impelled 
to  perform  duties  appertaining  to  public 
trusts  with  fidelity ;  to  exercise  our  brightest 
talents  in  guiding  and  directing  the  affairs  of 
State;  to  cast  aside  every  selfish  feeling,  and 
to  lose  sight  of  every  personal  advantage,  in 
making  vigorous  efforts  to  attain  the  public 
good.  It  is  a  virtue  which  is  supposed  to 
permeate  through  every  combination  of  men 
to  a  greater  or  lesser  extent.  Americans 
usually  credit  themselves  with  its  possession 
to  a  degree  which  approaches  sublimity,  but 
as  we  are  an  original  people  it  develops  itself 
in  a  highly  original  way  amongst  us.  It 
leads  us  to  seek  for  positions  which  nature 
did  not  design  us  to  fill,  and  to  assume  offices 
for  which  our  culture  does  not  exactly  fit  us 
— more  especially  if  there  are  emoluments 
and  perquisites,  and  patronage,  attached  to 
them.  It  is  found  in  our  City  Hall  in  con- 
nection with  the  awarding  of  contracts,  the 
filling  of  subordinate  offices,  and  the  holding 
of  Commissionerships.  It  is  in  full  force  at 
Sacramento,  during  the  period  of  legislative 
session,  engaged  in  passing  bills  for  relief, 
and  other  measures — with  money  in  them. 
It  holds  high  carnival  in  the  national  coun- 
cils at  Washington  in  connection  with  the 
tide-waiterships,  postmasterships,  etc.  It 
surges  up  with  a  great  rush  and  a  roar  out 
of  the  people  at  election  times,  and  is  chiefly 
marked  for  exercising  a  discriminating  intel- 
ligence, un-alloyed  with  anything  like  preju- 
dice, at  the  ballot-box.  But  the  time  and 
place  where  it  makes  itself  heard,  and  felt, 
and  seen,  in  a  characteristically  national 
manner  is  in  the  celebration  of  our  great 
holiday,  the  Fourth  of  July.  Then  it  dif- 
fuses itself  over  the  land  in  the  form  of  fire- 
crackers, bombs,  roman  candles,  and  sky- 
rockets. It  works  off  its  overcrowding  emo- 
tions in  tramping  round  the  town  in  military 
clothing  and  array;  it  rises  to  the  dignity  of 
the  situation  with  the  strains  of  brass  bands. 
It  liquifies  the  memory  of  the  glorious  past 


in  lager  beer  and  champagne,  according  to 
tha  pocket  of  the  liquifier.  It  discharges  its 
superflous  gas  from  thousands  of  oratorial 
platforms,  and  unwinds  its  muse  from  in- 
numerable but  gifted  reels.  And  while  all 
this  is  going  on  the  spirits  of  the  simple, 
honest,  and  uuaustentatious  Washington  and 
Jefferson  are  asking  each  other:  "What  man- 
ner of  people  is  this  whose  paternity  we  have 
to  shoulder?" 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 

In  The  Sweet  Bye  and  Bye. 
There  is  an  amount  of  pleasure  in  con- 
templating the  future  that  is  seldom  found 
in  its  realization.  This  is  one  of  the  lessons 
which  can  only  be  learned  by  experience, 
and  the  City  Hall  luminaries  and  attaches 
are  in  fair  way  to  gain  that  experience.  It 
must,  no  doubt,  have  been  highly  galling  to 
the  feelings  of  these  high-toned  gentlemen  to 
have  to  hide  their  splendid  persons  inside  of 
such  a  dingy  old  building  as  the  one  situated 
on  Kearny  street.  The  fact  that  a  good  many 
million  of  money  had  surreptitiously  found 
their  way  into  the  pockets  of  their  predeces- 
sors; and  a  good  many  more  would  find  their 
way  into  their  own  and  their  successors 
pockets  in  that  old  building,  did,  perhaps, 
relieve  the  feeling  of  repugnance  which  its 
appearance  aroused  in  the  minds  of  the  es- 
thetic. But  still  a  new  City  Hall,  a  fit  and 
proper  place  for  gentlemen  to  lounge  in,  had 
to  be  obtained.  The  Supervisors  said  so, 
the  waiters-on-Providence,  with  a  view  to 
contracts,  said  so,  the  machine  said  so,  and 
it  was  so.  And  now  we  have  the  new  hall 
and  the  chances  are  we  wont  be  happy.  As 
we  said  before  experience  teaches  that  the 
realization  is  seldom  equal  to  the  anticipa- 
tion. No  doubt  it  will  be  found  that  the  new 
building  does  not  offer  its  occupants  "an  op- 
portunity to  vary  the  monotony  of  official  life 
by  joining  in  the  giddy  throng.  The  advan- 
tages of  its  rural  position,  and  its  clear  fresh 
bracing  air  will  no  doubt  be  overlooked;  and 
exception  will,  perhaps,  be  taken  to  the 
sand-hills,  as  uninteresting  scenery. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 

&agliardi's  Bust  of  Washington. 
The  recurrence  for  the  one  hundred  and 
second  time  of  the  anniversary  of  the  Decla- 
ration of  Independence,  was  made  the  fitting 
occasion  for  the  unvailing  at  Woodward's 
Gardens,  of  a  colossal  bust  of  George  Wash- 
ington, a  picture  of  which  we  present  on  our 
last  page.  The  bust,  which  is  situated  near 
the  main  entrance  to  the  Gardens  is  mounted 
upon  a  concrete  pedestal  twenty-five  feet 
in  height,  .being  itself  12  feet,  and  propor- 
tionately broad.  It  was  designed  by  To- 
maso  Gagliardi,  an  Italian  sculptor  of  this 
city,  and  consumed  some  months  in  its  exe- 
cution. As  a  work  of  art  it  is  highly  credit- 
able to  the  city,  and  adds  very  much  to  the 
appearance  of  the  already  attractive  Gar- 
dens. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,   $4  a  year.     35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


788 


THE    ILLUSTKATED    WASP. 


THE   STUPID   DOG. 


IN   TWO    PARTS-PART  II. 


With  tears  and  cries  she  does  implore, 
But  he  is  heedless  and  her  heart  is  sore. 


And  now,  behold  the  dog  is  caged, 
By  that  man  so  wicked  and  aged. 


At  nothing  will  his  vileness  stop, 
His  keen  knife  he  drives  in,  nop. 


The  corpse  he  will  cremate,  he  thinks, 
"When  in  steps  Susan  Sarah  Jinks. 


With  coin  she  stays  his  fell  design, 
My  dog,  she  cries,  is  ever  niinel 


So  stuffed  and  fixed  up  all  serene, 
That  lovely  little  dog  is  seen. 
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Coke  came  into  the  Senate  just  as  Cole 
went  out.     Help! 

"Bon-ed  Tubkey,"  a  disli  for  the  Berlin  Am- 
bassadors.    It  was   Schouval(ed)off  though. 

Mas.  Jenks,  of  New  Orleans,  is  not  the 
widow  of  the  celebrated  Captain  of  that 
name. 

An  ingenious  New  Yorker  has  invented  a 
door-mat  which  will  act  as  a  burglar  alarm. 
— Ex.  But  the  ingenious  New  Yorker  seems 
to  have  forgotten  that  burglars  never  use 
mats. 

An  exchange  observes:  "If  a  young  den- 
tist can  make  his  living  by  the  skin  of  his 
teeth  he  should  be  satisfied."  True,  but,  if 
he  can  do  so  by  extracting  his  patients  du- 
cats, he  will  be  much  better  satisfied. 

An  inventor  has  applied  for  a  patent  for  a 
new  method  of  manufacturing  safety  matches, 
or,  to  put  it  more  correctly,  for  rendering  all 
matches  safe  after  they  are  manufactured. 
The  devise  is  simple — soak  the  head  of  the 
match  in  water. 

An  exchange  prints  an  article  entitled 
"Where  Gold  is  almost  Unknown."  Perso- 
nal journalism  is,  under  any  and  all  circum- 
stances, highly  objectionable,  but  when  the 
point  is  directed  towards  the  Wasp  editorial 
rooms  it  is  doubly  so;  and  besides — it's  dan- 
gerous. 

It  has  been  ascertained  by  actual  count, 
that  the  number  of  journals  in  the  United 
States  who  published  that  portion  of  Bry- 
ant's "Thanatopsis"  which  refers  to  "the  in- 
numerable caravan,"  is  exactly  150,000;  and 
the  number  of  editors  who  can  tell  poetry 
from  cheese  is  exactly  15. 

Democratic  editors  think  that  the  Repubji- 
can  platform  is  too  large. — Ex.  There  are 
quite  a  number  of  people,  who  are  not  Dem- 
ocratic editors,  who  have  an  idea  that  from 
the  size  of  the  structure  and  the  paucity  of 
occupants  in  the  auditorium  it  will  be  a  little 
lonesome  for  the  "statesmen." 

Theke  is  to  be  a  potato-picking  entertain- 
ment in  one  of  the  rural  towns  in  this  State 
in  a  few  weeks.  Longfellow  has  been  asked 
to  write  a  poem  fcr  the  occasion,  but  it  is 
thought  he  will  decline.  If  he  does,  it  is 
suggested  to  the  projectors  that  they  can  in- 
vite Harry  Dam.     He  never  declines. 

The  Philadelphia  Bulletin  says  the  people 
do  not  want  the  "buzzard  dollar."  All 
right!  Let  "the  people"  sent  them  along  to 
us.     We  are  not  "the  people."      We  are  ,a 


charitable  institution;  and  our  charity  begins 
and  ends  at  home.  But  send  the  "buzzard 
dollar"  along  all  the  same,  brother. 

The  chimpanzes  at  Woodward's  Gardens 
have  been  photographed,  and  the  pictures 
are  for  sale.  A  fashionable  Van  Ness  Ave- 
nue belle  has  placed  one  in  her  album,  be- 
cause it  so  forcibly  reminds  her  of  her  "dear 
Chawles,  who  is  now  absent  in  Europe." 
This  paragraph  has  no  reference  to  the  "live 
paper." 

The  editorial  convention,  which  met  in  this 
city  a  few  weeks  ago  took  it  into  their  heads 
to  visit,  in  a  body,  a  few  of  the  leading  insti- 
tutions in  the  State.  Amongst  others  they 
looked  in  upon  the  Stockton  Insane  Asylum. 
Whilst  there  they  got  mixed  up  with  the  lu- 
natics, and  the  keepers  had  a  hard  time  to 
seperate  them,  being  unable  to  tell  "tother 
from  which." 

Senator  Sargent's  father  was  not  a  corpo- 
ral. In  fact  he  never  held  any  military  po- 
sition save  .that  of  sergeant  in  the  "Home 
Guard";  but  at  the  same  time,  it  is  only 
right  that  it  should  be  known  that  the  old 
gentleman  was  a  strict  disciplinarian,  and 
when  his  better  half  ordered  him  on  duty  at 
the  wood  pile  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
he  always  obeyed  orders  with  alacrity. 

We  have  just  invented  a  "kickophone." 
The  instrument  is  to  be  used  in  newspaper 
offices.  By  means  of  it,  an  editor  is  enabled 
to  kick  poetical  contributors  down  four 
flights  of  stairs,  bounce  people  who  want  an 
apology  or  explanation,  and  bring  to  a  sense 
of  justice  seekers  of  personal  notices  and  free 
advertisements,  without  even  rising  from  his 
chair.  There  is  one  attached  to  this  office 
now. 

By  an  explosion  of  gas  in  the  vault  of  the 
Tax  Collector's  office  in  Brooklyn,  the  wall 
of  the  vault  was  blown  into  the  middle  of  the 
office,  three  clerks  fatally  injured  and  sever- 
al others  seriously  hurt.  If  that  kind  Pro- 
vidence, who  is  watching  over  the  sparrow's 
fall,  would  but  give  the  cards  another  shuffle 
and  ordain  a  little  catastrophy  by  which  our 
City  Hall  and  its  occupants  would  be  blown 
into  the  middle  of  next  week — or  glory — 
what  a  relief  it  would  be  to  the  people  of  this 
community. 

On  the  morning  of  the  ever  glorious 
Fourth,  a  paper  distinguished  for  the  brevi- 
ty, if  not  the  wit,  of  its  editorial  utterances, 
advised  its  readers  in  a  ponderous  six-liner, 
to  exercise  vigilence  and  to  prevent  "our 
beautiful  city"  from  being  burned  up.  A 
man  with  a  broken  nose,  a  black  eye  and  a 
lame  back,  has  been  heard  to  assert  that  base 
ball  was  an  exhilarating  pleasant  amusement. 
A  small  boy  has  been  known  to  attend  "kirk" 
in  Scotland  on  "Sacrament  Sunday" — ser- 
vice from  10  A.  M.  until  6  P.  M. — and  to  ad- 
mit (to  the  pastor)  on  the  road  home  that  he 
liked  it.  But  for  downright,  upwrong, 
straight  forward,  crooked  backward,  1 —  rhe- 
toric, that  expression  of  Loring's  beats  crea- 
tion. "Our  beautiful  city!"  Angels  and 
ministers  of  heavenly  grace,  defend  us! 
Shades  of  tar  flat,  washerwoman's  bay,  north 
beach,  and  mission  creek,  look  with  pity  upon 


us!  Clouds  of  the  ubiquetous  sand-hills  en- 
velop us,  or  we  perish!  Go  to,  Loring,  thou 
art  a  knave;  and  this  outrageous  levity  and 
facetiousness  is  unbecoming  at  your  age. 


THE  DOOR-STEP. 

BY    E.    C.    8TEDMAN. 

The  conference  meeting  through  at  last, 

We  boys  around  the  vestry  waited, 
To  see  the  girls  come  flitting  paBt, 

Like  snowbirds  willing  to  be  mated. 
Not  braver  he  that  leaps  a  wall 

By  level  mnsket-flashes  litten, 
Than  I  who  stepped  before  them  all, 

Who  longed  to  Bee  me  get  the  mitten. 

But  no — she  blushed  and  took  my  arm 

We  let  the  old  folks  take  the  highway, 
And  started  toward  the  Maple  Farm, 

Along  a  kind  of  lovers'  byway. 
I  can't  remember  what  we  said; 

'Twas  nothing  worth  a  song  or  story. 
Tet  that  rude  path  by  which  we  sped 

Seemed  all  transformed  in  glory. 

The  snow  was  crisp  beneath  our  feet, 
The  moon  was  full,  the  fields  were  gleaming; 

By  hood  and  tippet  sheltered  sweet, 
Her  face  with  youth  and  health  was  beaming. 

The  little  hand  outside  her  muff- 
On,  sculpture,  if  you  could  but  mold  it! 

So  lightly  touched  my  jacket  cuff, 
To  keep  it  warm  I  had  to  hold  it. 

To  have  her  with  me — there  alone — 

'Twas  love  and  fear  and  triumph  blended; 
At  last  we  reached  the  foot-worn  stone 

Where  the  delicious  journey  ended. 
The  old  folks,  too,  were  almost  home; 

Her  dimpled  hand  the  latches  fingered: 
We  heard  the  voices  nearer  come, 

Yet  on  the  door-step  still  we  lingered. 

She  took  her  ringletB  from  her  hood, 

And  with  a  "thank  you,  Charles."   dissembled, 
But  yet  I  knew  she  understood 

With  what  a  darling  wish  I  trembled. 
A  cloud  passed  kindly  overhead; 

The  moon  was  slyly  peeping  through  it, 
Yet  hid  its  face,  as  if  it  said, 

"Come  now  or  never!  do  it!  do  it!" 

My  lips  till  then  had  only  known 

The  kiss  of  mother  and  of  sister, 
But,  somehow,  full  upon  her  own 

Sweet,  rosy,  darling  mouth  I  kissed  her. 
Perhaps  'twas  boyish  love,  yet  still, 

Oh,  listless  woman,  weary  lover, 
To  feel  once  more  that  fresh,  wild  thrill 

I'd  give — but  who  can  live  youth  over  ? 


The  Quail. 

The  quail  iz  a  game  bird,  about  one  size 
bigger  than  the  robin,  and  so  sudden  that 
they  hum  when  they  fly.  They  have  no  song 
but  whistle  for  music,  the  tune  is  solitary  and 
sad.  They  are  shot  on  the  wing,  and  a  man 
be  good  in  arithmetic,  fustrate  at  parsing, 
and  even  be  able  to  preach  acceptably,  but  if 
he  ain't  studied  quail  on  the  wing  he  might 
as  well  shoot  at  a  streak  of  lightning  in  the 
sky  as  at  a  quail  on  the  go.  Briled  quail,  pro- 
perly supported  with  jelleys  and  a  Cham- 
pagne Charlie,  iz  just  the  most  difficult  thing 
in  my  human  opinion,  two  beat  in  the  whole 
history  ov  vittles  and  something  to  drink. 

I  am  no  gourmand,  for  I  kan  eat  bread  and 
milk  five  days  out  ov  seven,  and  smack  my 
lips  aftar  I  git  thru,  but  if  I  am  asked  to  eat 
briled  quail  by  a  friend,  with  judishous  ac- 
companyment,  I  blush  at  fust,  then  bow  my 
head,  and  then  smile  sweet  acquiesence — in 
other  words,  I  always  quail  before  such  a  re- 
quest. 
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6  6  T"  OOK,  James,  look,"  she  cries  escit 
edly,  and  tell  me  if  it  is  not  shameful  the 
way  in  which  these  two  are  behaving!' 

Mr.  Colquhoun  puts  up  his  glasses,  and'  through 
them  sees  a  very  pretty  Bcene,  even  if  it  be,  according 
to  Miss  Grand,  a  very  shameful  one.  Captain  Hay 
is  teaching  Clare  archery,  and  ehowiug  her  how  to 
manage  her  bow,  and  how  to  aim  the  arrow  at  the 
target  before  them. 

"There,  hold  it  there— yes— so,"  he  says  eagerly, 
as  he  tells  her  how  to  handle  it,  and  for  a  moment 
his  hand  lingers  caressingly  on  the  slender  white 
fingers  that  he  cannot  help  touching. 

"Will  that  do,  oh,  my  master?"  she  asks  gaily, 
leaning  back  and  laughing  into  his  face;  and  it  is  at 
that  instant  that  Miss  Priscilla's  sharp  eyes  have 
noticed  them. 

"How  have  I  vexed  your  aunt?"  says  Gordon  Hay 
wonderingly.  "She  is  looking  daggers  at  me  now; 
if  a  glance  could  slay,  I  should  be  already  dead  at 
your  feet — and,  truth  to  tell,  I  could  wish  for  no 
better  fate." 

"What  an  incorrigible  flirt  you  are!"  laughs  Clare. 
"I  think  therein  lies  the  secret  of  Aunt  Priscilla's 
dislike." 

"Then  she  does  dislike  me?" 

"I  am  afraid  she  does." 

"Afraid!     Do  you  care,"  he  asks  anxiously. 

"It  is  of  course  nothing  to  me,"  remarks  Clare 
carelessly,  passing  her  fingers  slowly  down  the 
string  of  her  bow. 

"Miss  Colquhoun,  if  I  knew  you  better,  I  should 
say  that  your  aunt  ought  to  extend  her  dislike  to  you, 
for  you  are  certainly  the  most  determined  flirt  that 
ever  too  a  delight  in  torturing  a  man's  heart." 

"But,  as  you  do  not  know  me  better,  I  presume 
you  will  not  say  it,  Captain  Hay,"  comments  Clare 
dryly,  letting  fly  her  arrow,  which,  being  thus  sent 
without  definite  aim,  is  buried  some  distance  off  in 
the  long  waving  grass. 

"No;  I  will  not  say  it." 

"After  all,  I  don't  see  why  one  should  not  flirt,'' 
continues  the  girl  audaciously,  "so  long  as  one  only 
chooses  foemeu  worthy  of  one's  steel!" 

"And  where  would  yon  draw  the  line,  Miss  Colqu- 
houn," he  asks  quietly. 

"At  old  men  and  boys,  I  suppose,"  she  answers 
demurely,  thinking  of  Bertie  and  Colonel  Melladew  • 

"And  I  am  neither." 

"No — with  you,  Captain  Hay,  it  is  a  case  of  'dia- 
mond cut  diamond,'  "  is  the  quick  reply,  with  a  little 
forced  laugh.     "You  will  not  hurt." 

"I  wish  I  could  be  sure  that  I  was  as  safe  as  you 
seem  to  think  I  am,"  he  answered  Blowly.  "Even 
Achilles  had  one  vulnerable  spot,  and  of  course  some 
one  managed  to  find  it  out — so  he  died.  Then  again," 
he  goes  on  thoughtfully,  as  she  remains  silent,  "there 
is  the  curious  Scandinavian  legend  of  Balder  the 
Beautiful;  Earth,  Fire  and  Water — all  had  sworn  to 
do  no  harm  to  Balder — only  the  mistletoe  shrub,  be- 
cause it  was  so  feeble,  had  been  held  exempt  from 
the  universal  oath." 

"Go  on.  Captain  Hay — I  am  quite  interested  in 
your  Beautiful  Balder." 

"You  can  guess  the  end.  An  enemy  made  a  sharp 
pointed  arrow  of  a  mistletoe  bough ;  and,  when  all 
the  gods  at  a  great  festival  were  amusing  themselves 
by  throwing  lighted  torches,  swords,  and  stones  at 
him  from  all  of  which  he  was  protected  by  the  uni- 
versal oath),  he  came  and  darted  his  fatal  weapon  at 
Balder's  heart,  and  killed  him." 

"And  how  do  you  apply  this  to  yourself?  You 
have  no  enemy,  Captain  Hay,"  says  Clare,  clearing 
the  target  ready  for  a  fresh  trial. 


"A  man  has  always  one  enemy  when  he  is  in  love," 
replies  Captain  Hay  hesitatingly,  as  he  takes  the  bow 
from  her  hand  and  fixes  an  arrow  in  it. 
"Indeed!  How  is  that,  and  who  is  it?" 
"The  object  of  his  love,"  he  answers  gravely, 
standing  in  front  of  her,  and  looking  at  her  down- 
cast face,  with  a  whole  world  of  meaning  in  his  ex- 
pressive eyes.  "Does  she  not  pretend  to  misunder- 
stand him  when  he  speaks?  Does  she  not  laugh  at 
him  when  he  is  miserable  for  her  sake,  and  rebuke 
him  when  he  plucks  up  spirits,  and  strives  to  feel  a 
little  self-assurance  for  his  own  sake?  Does  she  not 
torment  him,  provoke  and  torture  him,  until  the 
poor  fellow  in  despair  feels  that  even  death  were 
preferable  to  this  agony  of  suspense?  Clare,  my 
heart  has  been  yours  from  the  first,  as  you  may  know, 
indeed  I  think  it  must  have  been  yours  in  some  for- 
mer state,  it  went  out  to  you  so  naturally!  Surely — 
surely  you  must  have  guessed  how  I  loved  you — — " 
"My  dear  fellow,  don't  do  it,"  breaks  in  Captain 
Cain  plaintively,  who  has  come  up  behind  them  un- 
perceived  by  either,  and  beard  has  last  few  words. 
"Don't  do  it,  I  implore.  To  talk  of  love  with  the 
thermometer  at  seventy-three  in  the  shade  is  simple 
madness.     Now  do  be  advised." 

Clare,  who  had  been  trembling  and  flushing  in  her 
agitation  as  she  listens  to  the  passionate,  eager  words 
turns  away  to  hide  her  confusion,  and.  Captain  Hay 
bites  his  lips  with  vexation. 

"I  wish  you  would  walk  in  like  a  Christian,  and 
not  steal  about  like  a  ghost,  Cain,"  he  says  angrily, 
tugging  furiously  at  his  fair  mustache. 

"I  am  sorry  if  I  have  disturbed  you,"  returns  the 
new-comer  innocently. 

"You  did  not  disturb  us  at  all,  Captain  Cain," 
says  Clare  smiling  sweetly  at  him.  "The  fact  is,  we 
were  talking  of  heathen  mythology,  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing,  and,  as  Captain  Hay  said,  we  took  you  for  a 
,host." 

"And  now  that  you  are  satisfied  that  I  am  a  real 
and  not  a  ghostly  visitant,  may  I  join  your  game?" 

'Yes,  do,"  she  says  cordially.  "But  you  must 
have  great  patience  with  me,  for  I  am  only  a  learner, 
and  a  very  stupid  one  at  it." 

"I  don't  believe  it,"  answers  Captain  Cain  gal- 
lantly. 

"But  it  is  true.  Ah,  there  is  Bertie  talking  to 
Aunt  Priscilla!  I  can  feel  at  ease,  for  he  is  even  a 
worse  shot  than  I.  Do  go  and  fetch  him,  Captain 
Cain,  and  then  you  can  speak  to  aunt  at  the  same 
time.     She  will  be  offent.ed  if  you  neglect  her." 

With  a  scowl  on  his  face,  Captain  Cain  moves  off 
reluctantly,  and  the  two  are  left  alone  once  more. 
Neither  speaks  for  a  second  or  two,  and  then  Gordon 
says  hastily — 

"Miss  Colquhoun,  I  must  speak  to  you.  What 
time  can  I  see  you  to-morrow — alone?" 

Clare's  face  is  very  white  and  pained  as  she  re- 
plies— 

"I  cannot  see  you,  Captain  Hay.  I  am  hardly 
ever  alone;  and  there  is  nothing  you  can  have  to 
say  to  me,  an  almost  entire  stranger." 

'■You  are  mistakea.  I  have  something  to  say  that 
may  alter  my  whole  life — and  yours." 

"Say  nothing — ask  nothing !"  she  cries  wildly ; 
and  then  she  turns  round  quietly  to  speak  to  Bertie, 
who  comes  hurrying  across  the  lawn  to  them. 

"Clare,  I  have  been  dying  to  come  all  the  after- 
noon," he  cries  breathlessly  as  he  reaches  them  and 
shakes  hands  with  her. 

"And  what  prevented  you?"  she  askes,  smiling 
faintly. 

"Oh,  that  fiend  in  the  form  of  a  British  officer!" 
he  says  crossly,  jerking  his  thumb  expressively  in 
the  direction  of  Captain  Cain,  who  has  already  fin- 
ished speaking  to  Miss  Priscilla  and  is  coming  to- 
wards them  again.  "Hanging  is  too  good  for  such 
an  arrant  humbug.  He  left  me  enough  work,  he 
thought,  to  last  the  whole  afternoon  and  to  keep  me 
from  coming  here;  but  I  was  too  quick  for  him." 

"Well,  I  must  go,  just  as  you  have  com«,  Bertie, 
so  good-bye,  Miss  Colquhoun," 

"Oh,  don't  go  Beauty!"  pleads  Bertie. 
"Whom  do  you  mean   by  'Beauty'?"    says   Clare, 
looking  puzzled. 


"Oh,  that's  Hay's  nickname!"  explains  the  boy. 
"Every  one  calls  him  Beauty." 

"Do  they?  Why?"  asks  Miss  Colquhoun  mis- 
chievously, having  quite  regained  her  lost  self-pos- 
session. 

"I  am  sure  I  don't  know,"  sneers  Captain  Cain  as 
he  join  them. 

"Well,  I  do,"  says  Bertie  Grand.  "Hay  is  the 
best-looking  fellow  in  the  regiment,  so  we  are  proud 
of  him,  and  show  our  pride  accordingly." 

"Thank  you,  Bertie,  but  have  mercy  on  my  mod- 
esty!" interposes  Captain  Hay,  looking  affectionately 
at  the  boy's  handsome,  flushed  face,  "If  there  is 
any  dispute  about  my  title,  I  will  come  to  you  for 
your  convincing  evidence.  By  Jove,  I  only  wish 
there  was  some  property  to  come  to  me  with  it!" 

"So  do  I,"  cries  Bertie  heartily;  and  then  Captain 
Hay  says  good-bye  once  more  and  leaves. 

For  an  other  hour  the  three  that  are  left  keep  up 
the  pretence  of  trifling  with  their  bows  and  arrows. 
Captain  Cain  is  an  adept  at  the  game,  but  Clare's 
heart  is  full  of  varying  emotions,  and  she  can  scarce- 
ly- hear  rightly,  or  distinguish  the  two  voices  that  are 
addressing  her,  for  in  her  ears  are  still  ringing  the 
words  of  Gordon  Hay,  and  it  is  with  a  sigh  of  relief 
tnat  she  says  good-bye  to  Cain  when  at  last  he  takes 
his  departure. 

"Bertie,  how  generous  you  are!"  cries  Clare  excit- 
edly, when  they  are  alone.  "If  I  do  not  learn  to  love 
you,  it  will  be  my  fault  and  not  yours." 

"I  am  afraid  that  if  you  do  not  lovo  me  I  shall  not 
care  much  whose  fault  it  is,"  says  Bertie  dismally. 

"But  I  shall  love  you — must  love  you  in  time," 
she  persists  eagerly. 

"I  am  sure  I  hope  you  will,  for  I  am  getting  more 
madly  in  love  with  you  every  day — nay,  every  hour, 
every  moment;  and  since  the  other  morning  I  am 
getting  very  hopeful — ridiculously  hopeful,  Clare." 
Clare  only  smiles  as  the  young  fellow  takes  up  one 
of  her  ribbons  and  strokes  it  tenderly;  but  Miss 
Grand,  on  the  terrace,  is  not  so  lenient. 

"Clara,  Clara,  come  in  at  once!"  she  cries  sternly. 
"I  won't  have  any  such  nonsense  going  on  before  my 
eyes,  even  if  you  are  engaged," 

"We  are  not  engaged,  auntie,"  remarks  Clare  sly- 
ly; "we  are  only  goods  entered  on  approbation, 
which,  if  not  liked,  can  be  returned." 

"Well,  then,  all  I  can  say,  is,  you  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  yourselves,"  is  the  unrelenting  response. 
"In  my  young  days  people  had  very  different  ideas 
about  what  was  correct  and  proper." 

It  is  nine  o'clock  that  same  evening,  and  the  bil- 
liard-room at  the  Salford  Barracks  is  brilliantly 
lighted  up,  though  all  the  windows  are  thrown  up  as 
far  as  they  will  go,  on  account  of  the  intense  heat. 
The  officers  of  the  — th  Hussars  are  lounging  about 
lazily  on  the  comfortable  sofas  and  arm-chairs,  or 
standing  round  the  table  to  watch  the  game  that  is 
going  on. 

It  is  a  trial  of  skill  between  Gordon  Hay  and  Cap- 
tain Cain,  and  up  till  now  the  chances  have  been 
pretty  even,  first  one  and  then  the  other  having  been 
declared  the  probable  winuer;  but  now  Captain  Cain 
makes  a  lucky  stroke,  which  alters  the  aspect  of  af- 
fairs. 

"Ah,  Hay,  you  have  lost  it  now!"  says  Colonel 
Melladew,  turning  away.  "Well,  at  least  it  has  been 
a  well  fought  game." 

"I  bet  you  twenty  pounds  he  wins  it  still!"  cries 
Bertie,  impulsively. 

"Nonsense,  boy,"  growls  the  Colonel,  testily — "I 
don't  bet." 

"Keep  your  money  in  your  pocket,  Bertie;  I  shan't 
win  to-night — I  am  not  in  playing  form,"  says  Cap- 
tain Hay  languidly. 

But  Bertie's  belief  in  his  friend  is  unbounded. 
"I'll  bet  anybody  fifty  pounds  that  Beauty  wins!" 
he  calls  out  excitedly. 

"I'll  take  you,"  says  Captain  Cain  quietly. 
"Don't  be  a  fool,  Bertie,"  puts  in  Captain  Hay 
curtly;  "don't  bet  at  all." 

"The  bet  was  accepted,"  declares  Captain  Cain; 

but  if  Grand  wishes  to  withdraw " 

"No,  I  do  not  wish  to  withdraw;  I  am  quite  wil- 
ling— moreover  anxious — to  abide  by  the  bet  I  have 
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made,"  saya  Bertie  hotly,  resenting  the  implied  in- 
salt. 

"Well,  then,  Bertie,  if  I  possibly  can  win  the 
game,  I  will,"  says  Gordon  Hay  decidedly.  "Now, 
Cain,  it  is  my  turn;"  and  taking  up  hia  cue,  he 
walks  cooly  round  the  table  and  takes  a  calm  sur- 
vey of  the  balls,  and  their  relative  positions — then, 
stooping  down,  he  deliberately  takes  aim. 

Captain  Cain  mutters  a  hasty  exclamation  under 
his  breath,  for  the  stroke  is  the  best  that  has  been 
made  that  night,  and  has  placed  him  a  little  in  the 
rear.  But  the  game  is  not  yet  ended,  and  the  bet- 
ting grows  fast  and  furious  as  they  continue  their 
exciting  struggle,  and  there  iB  a  regular  storm  of 
applause  when  it  is  decided,  and_Gordon  Hay  is  the 
winner, 

"Bravo,  Beauty!"  says  Beitie  delightedly,  shak- 
ing his  hand  heartily. 

"I  am  glad  I  have  won  for  your  sake,  little  one," 
iB  the  careless  reply;  "and  now  I'm  off  for  a  quiet 
smoke  and  read.  You  shall  have  your  revenge  an- 
other night,  Cain,"  and  Gordon  Hay  puts  down 
his  cue  and  lounges  out.  * 

Captain  Cain  has  written  out  the  checque  and  now 
hands  it  to  Bertie. 

"I  have  something  to  say  to  you,  Grand,  if  you 
can  spare  me   a  minute  or  two,"    he  says  quietly. 

"Something  to  say  to  me?"  cries  Bertie  blankly. 

■'Yes — now  is  as  good  a  time  as  any  other  if  you 
will  come  for  a  stroll." 

"All  right,"  says  Bertie,  catching  up  his  hat;  and 
the  two  go  out  together. 

"That's  a  thundering  scoundrel,  that  Cain,"  re- 
marks Colonel  Melladew  as  the  doors  swing  to  be- 
hind them.     "I  am  glad  Hay  beat  him.'* 

"He  is  always  up  to  some  mischief.  I  wonder 
what  he  has  in  his  head  now,"  says  a  shrewd  little 
fellow  who  has  been  watching  the  billiard  match. 
"He  can't  bear  young  Grand,  and  now  he  has  gone 
out  with  him  as  though  they  were  the  best  friends  in 
the  world." 

"And  he  hated  'parting,'  I  know;  fifty  pounds  is  a 
lot  to  him,"  says  another,  liesurely  sipping  his  whis- 
ky and  soda  water. 

"The  fact  is,"  says  the  Colonel  decidedly,  "he  is 
an  out-and-out  rogue,  and  it  would  be  a  good  day  for 
the  regiment  if  he  left." 

"He  leave — not  he!"  says  the  first  speaker  con- 
temptuously. "Why,  it  is  his  only  hold  on  society, 
his  last  shred  of  respectibility ;  if  that  were  taken 
from  him  I  should  like  to  know  where  he'd  be." 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you  what,  he'll  have  to  be  precious 
cautious,  for  if  I  can  turn  him  out  I  will.  Such  fel- 
lows are  a  disgrace  to  the  Army,  "declares  Colonel 
Melladew  abruptly,  closing  the  conversation  and 
taking  up  an  evening  paper. 

In  the  meantime  Bertie  and  Captain  Cain  have 
walked  some  distance  down  the  quiet  little  street  be- 
fore anything  is  said,  and  then  it  is  the  latter  that 
opens  the  subject. 

"I  suppose  you  wonder  what  I  have  to  say  to  you 
in  private.-"'  he  commences. 

"¥es,  I  do,"  says  young  Grand  stiffly. 

The  Captain  bites  his  lips  angrily. 

"I  am  half  afraid  now  that  I  am  only  making  a  fool 
of  myself  by  interfering — people  have  a  strange  pref- 
erence for  going  to  the  duce  in  their  own  particular 
way." 

Bertie  swings  his  stick  round  impatiently. 

"Upon  my  hon,  I  don't  see  the  drift  of  your  re- 
mark." 

•'No?  Well,  then,  I  will  tell  you.  Everyone  of 
course  cansee  that  you  are  deeply  in  love  with  Miss 
Colquhoun ' ' 

"I  would  prefer  my  cousin's  name  not  mentioned 
between  us  in  any  discussion,  however  private,"  an- 
swered the  lad  haughtily. 

"Ah,  you  boys  are  so  touchy!"  answers  the  other 
depricatingly.  "But,  to  tell  the  truth,  it  is  about  her 
principally  that  I  am  going  to  speak." 

"Well,  go  on;  but  I  don't  know  what  you  can  have 
to  say  about  her." 

"Well,  as  I  said  before,  every  one  can  Bee  that  you 
are  in  love— why,  only  this  morning  Hay  was  laugh- 
ing about  it,  and  said  you  were  a  young  fool  to  cry 
for  the  moon,  and  he  also  remarked  that  he  could 
cut  you  out  if  he  took  the  trouble." 

"And  so  he  could  if  he  wanted  too  ?"  says  Bertie 
stoutly. 

"Ah.  but  it  appears  that  he  has  taken  the  trouble! 
It  was  only  this  afternoon  that  I  overheard  him,  in 
his  usual  style,  I  suppose?  It  is— well,  it  is  rather 
warm." 

[TO    BE    CONTINtTED."! 


EyNo  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

J.  A.  C.  K. — You  can  add  the  rest. 

E.  A.  Poe. — Wants  to  know  what  is  the 
definition  of  perpetual  motion  ?  It  is  quite 
apparent  that  Edgar  is  a  single  man  or  he 
would  not  ask  so  foolish  a  question.  What 
could  it  be  but  a  woman's  tongue. 

Thiers. — We  have  answered  your  question 
over  and  over  again.  The  man  with  the  iron 
mask  was  not  suspected  of  knowing  all  about 
the  "Sherman  Letter."  He  was  not  a  poli- 
tican  at  all.  He  was  worse,  he  was  a  par- 
son. 

Cornelius. — The  following  is  an  infallible 
remedy  for  a  "big  head":  Of  water  take  a 
gallon;  of  fire  take  quantum  sufflcil;  of  iron 
pots  take  one;  when  the  water  boils  put  the 
afflicted  head  in  it  for  half  an  hour.  If  that 
does  not  do,  let  the  afflicted  party  call 
another  party,  who  is  much  larger  and 
stronger,  a  liar  and  he  will  probably  have 
the  "big  head"  knocked  off  and  another  one 
put  on. 

Stonewall. — We  have  some  difficulty  in 
answering  your  question.  There  is  no  such 
thing  as  a  "Re-constructed  South."  It  is 
only  a  theory,  and  as  a  theory  there  are 
many  different  ideas  of  what  it  would  be  in 
reality.  So  far  as  can  be  ascertained,  the 
radical  republican  idea  is  to  reduce  the  Sta- 
tes who  once  owned  allegiance  to  the  "Stars 
and  Bars"  to  the  position  of  Turkish  pro- 
vinces, each  one  with  a  swaggering  thief  of 
a  Pasha  over  it. 

Trabue. — If  you  are  a  shrewd  man  of  busi- 
ness you  can  make  out  of  one  barrel  of  raw 
corn  whisky,  the  following  esthetic  drinks: 
Three  barrels  champagne;  two  barrels  French 
brandy;  two  barrels  first-class  whisky;  throe 
barrels  of  "rot-gut";  two  barrels  of  Jamaica 
rum;  two  barrels  of  pure  "Hollands";  and 
then  you  will  have  considerable  stock  left  to 
work  up  in  various  ways  too  numerous  too 
mention.  The  business  is  said  to  be  profit- 
able. 

Pilbree. — Yes,  sir.  It  has  been  asserted 
that  incessant  and  careful  searching  will  in 
time  discover  all  things;  therefore  it  is  just 
possible  that,  if  you  persevere,  you  will  in 
the  course  of  time  find  "truth."  When  you 
have  succeed,  should  time  fall  at  all  heavily 
on  your  hands,  you  might  relieve  an  anxious 
world  by  ascertaining,  who  was  elected  Pre- 
sident in  1876  ?  What  become  of  the  pro- 
ceeds of  the  late  "May  Festival?"  and  many 
other  of  the  current  enigmas. 


Sad,  Tender  Notes. 
At  eleven  o'clock  on  the  night  of  July  4th 
last,  John  Henry  Miller  suddenly  appeared 
on  the  front  steps  of  a  house  on  Pine  street. 
He  had  a  mouth-organ  in  his  hand,  and  his 
voice  was  fine  for  singing.  So,  while  the 
good  family  Blept  peacefully  in  their  beds 
Mr.  Miller  suddenly  began: 

"Where  are  er  frens  of  my  chil'hood  ? 

(Music  on  the  organ.) 
"Where  are  er  faces  so  dear  ? 

(More  music.) 
Where  are  er  garden  and  wildwood  ? 

(Lots of  music.) 
Once  to  ghis  heart  fondly  near." 
(Lots  of  blowing,  but  little  music.) 
"You  go  away  or  I'll  murder  you !"  shouted 
the  man  of  the  house  as  he  put  his  head  out 
of  the  window. 

"Yes'r — yes'r — zhe  band  will  now  march 
on !"  replied  Mr.  Miller,  and — 
And  he  blew, 
And  he  marched; 
And  he  blew; 
And  he  blew. 

But  he  returned.    He  felt  as  if  that  family 
wanted  music,  and  he  came  back  and  began: 
"Roses  may  fade  on  er  morrow, 

(Blowing  and  music.) 
And  er  heart  she  may  ache  wiz  'er  woe; 

(Heaps  of  blowing.) 
But  I  cannot  get  over  zhis  shorrow, 

(With  some  music.) 
No  mazzer  wherezzer  I  go." 
( Blow — blow — blow. ' ' 
"Man — drunkard  1       I    will    come    down 
there  and  put  four  bay  windows  over  each  of 
your  eyes  if  you  don't  go  away!"  yelled  the 
citizen. 

"Go 'way?  Shertingly — shertingly.  Band 
will  now  move  on!" 

In  ten  minutes  the  band  returned  and  be- 
gan— 

"Do  'er  miss  me  at  h-o-m-e? 

(Mouth  organ  lament.) 
Bo  'er  miss  me? 

(With  variations) 
Would  be  a  azsurance  mos'  dear, 

(On  a  soft  key,) 
To  know  zhat !" 

The  citizen  came  down  and  hit  him  on  the 
ear,  and  choked  him,  and  flung  him  off  the 
steps;  and  along  came  a  policeman  and  the 
band  marched  away  and  never  returned. 

"Prisoner  at  the  bar,  have  you  any  de- 
fense ?"  asked  the  court  as  the  story  was  all 
in. 

The  man  exhibited  his  mouth  organ.  His 
Honor  reached  over  for  it,  wiped  it  off  on  his 
elbow,  and  softly  played: 

"In  Scarlet-town  where  I  was  born, 
'Twas  there  a  fair  maid  dwelling, 
Made  every  one  cry  lack-a-day! 
And  her  name  was  Barbara  Allen." 
"Prisoner,"  said  the  court,  as  he  returned 
the  toy,   "Music   hath  charms.     It  calms  a 
mad  dog,   softens    the  pirate's  heart,   and 
makes  an  Indian  wish  he  was  a  white  man 
and  held  office.     But  when  a  family  prefers 
sleep  to  music,  keep  your  music  in  your  vest- 
pocket.     I  shall  assess  you  a  fine  of  five  dol- 
lars." 

The  man  had  been  silent.  He  did  not 
speak  now.  A  tear  sprang  to  his  eye,  his 
nose  flushed  scarlet,  and  he  walked  slowly 
into  the  corridor  playing: 

"In  the  sweet  by-and-by — 
By-and-by." 
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TUe  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

The  hen  becomes  a  rooster  when  the  sun 
goes  down. 

It  costs  the  United  States  $750,000,000  for 
bugs.  And  about  one-half  of  them  are  hum- 
bugs. 

"When  is  a  fountain  like  a  three-story  paper 
collar?  When  it  is  on  a  "squirt,"  to  be 
sure. 

It  is  not  necessarily  true  that  a  woman  is 
a  thief  because  she  hooks  her  sister's  dress 
behind  her  back. 

A  hew  book  is  called  "The  Komance  of  a 
Back  Street."  It  is  not  as  interesting  as  the 
story  of  a  front  gate. 

What  is  the  difference  between  a  church 
organ  and  a  hand  organ  ?  One  is  played  in 
and  the  other  is  played  out.  (If  it  only  were 
"played  out!" 

"They  tell  me  old  Skinflint  is  losing  his 
sight."  "Put  up  job;  he's  going  blind  to 
save  his  dog  tax.  Blind  men's  poodles  are 
exempt,  you  know." 

A  cynical  old  practitioner  says:  "A  lady 
who  practices  medicine  commits  two  faults: 
she  increases  the  number  of  doctors  and  di- 
minishes the  number  of  women." 

The  Socialists  of  Germany  are  not  mem- 
bers of  the  rifle  team.  If  the  Emperjr 
would  cast  no  larger  shadow  than  Alexander 
Stephens,  they  wouldn't  hit  him  once  out  of 
a  possible  seventy-five. 

"Who  are  the  four  New  York  critics  that  re- 
ceived $445  from  Pappenheim  under  the 
name  of  "Sugar?"  They  are  evidently  what 
in  vulgar  parlance  is  called  "a  sweet  set" — a 
sort  of  "soap"  and  "sugar"  plaster. 

Operator  (appropos  of  customer's  beard) — 
"Yes:  great  improvement  indeed,  sir,  since 
you  took  our  'Balm  of  Illyria.'  Of  course 
you  will  try  another  bottle?"  Customer 
(dryly) — "No,  thanks;  haven't  tried  the  first 
yet." 

A  little  girl  who  was  somewhat  out  of 
sorts,  but  whose  exact  ailment  no  one  had 
been  able  to  discover,  amended  her  evening 
prayer  of  "God  bless  papa  and  mamma"  by 
adding  "and  cure  me  if  there's  anything  the 
matter  with  me." 

An  appreciative  mind  can  throw  a  world  of 
pathos  into  a  very  ordinary  statement. 
"Yes,"  said  she,  leaning  over  the  fence,  in 
communion  with  a  neighbor,  "she  is  dead. 
She  died  just  as  she  had  got  torn  up  to  clean 
house.     It  is  terrible." 

He  was  a  school  boy  of  eleven,  and  had  a 
mind  full  of  interrogation  points.  When  he 
asked  his  teacher  "Who  was  Ocles,  and  what 
was  he  cursed  for?"  his  instructor  nearly 
split  his  head  thinking  before  it  occurred  to 
him  that  his  pupil  referred  to  Damocles. 

Tallyrand  was  lame,  Madame  de  Stael  was 
cross-eyed.     There  was  no  love  lost  between 


them,  and  both  disliked  to  be  reminded  of 
their  infirmities.  "Monsieur,"  said  Madame, 
meeting  her  dearest  foe  one  day,  "how  is 
that  poor  leg?"  "Crooked,  as  you  see,"  was 
Talleyrand's  reply. 

"Is  the  dodo  extinct?"  asks  an  exchange. 
Any  one  who  has  carefully  studied  the  fowl 
on  the  rear  of  our  new  ninety-cent  dollar  is 
prepared  to  swear  that  while  the  dodo  as  a 
bird  may  have  been  extinct  for  ages,  its  pho- 
tograph is  still  extant  and  is  in  active  circu- 
lation. 

"My  Lord,  -will  you  go  to  church  to-day  ?" 

"Yes  I — I'll  go  when  the  church  bell  wings; 
I — I  like  the  church,  an'  steeple,  an'  that, 

They  are  vewy  respectable  things. 
In  Wome  you  must  do  as  the  Woman's  do; 

That  is,  not  Wome,  hut  New  York,  you  know; 
So,  if  g — good  society  goes  to  church, 

Why,  then  a  fellah,  of  courth,  must  go." 

Moonlight — Leaning  on  his  arm  with  her 
head  almost  touching  his  shoulder,  she  said : 
"Mr.  B.,  I  know  what  makes  you  ea^ch  cold 

so  easily."     "What  is  it, ?"      "Because 

so   much  of  your  body  is  on  the  ground! 
Mr.  B.  has  returned  to  the  bosom  of  '80,  and 
has  ordered  new  shoes. 

A  theatrical  sheet  in  New  York  believes  in 
going  slow.  It  deprecates  haste,  and  has 
just  been  replying  to  an  attack  on  the  dra- 
matic profession  which  appeared  in  Harper's 
Magazine  in  August  1852.  It  had  the  good 
taste  to  wait  until  the  author  of  the  Harper 
article  was  dead,  before  attacking  him. 

A  scrawny-looking  individual  came  into 
the  office  the  other  evening  to  advertise  his 
wife,  who  had  left  him,  that  people  should 
not  trust  her  on  his  account.  He  asked  the 
book-keeper  the  price,  and  when  told,  said, 
in  some  surprise:  "Is  that  so  ?  Why,  that's 
what  I  paid  to  advertise  my  first  wife.  I 
thought  prices  might  have  come  down." 

It  was  the  proprietor  of  an  American  lunch 
counter  who  said,  "I  care  not  who  makes 
the  laws  of  the  country  if  I  may  make  its 
sandwiches."  And  he  finished  hammering 
out  the  bottom  of  one,  welded  the  upper 
crust  down  to  it,  brazed  the  edges'  tempered 
it,  and  laid  it  in  the  sun,  and  filled  out  a 
blank  burial  permit  while  he  waited  for  the 
next  customer. 

A  Frenchman  has  prophesied  that  the  end 
of  the  world  will  come  when  Easter  Sunday 
falls  on  St.  Mark's  day.  This  will  be  the 
case  in  1886.  Forewarned  is  forearmed.  To 
avert  such  a  catastrophe,  it  is  only  necessary 
for  the  almanac  makers  to  change  the  date  of 
Easter  Sunday— make  it  come  a  week  earlier 
or  later  than  St.  Mark's  day.  We  hope  they 
won't  forget  this. 

Philosophers  say  that  closing  the  eyes 
makes  the  hearing  more  acute.  Clergymen, 
however,  should  speak  louder.  It  looks 
rather  suspicious  to  see  half  the  congrega- 
tion sitting  with  closed  eyes,  in  order  that 
they  may  the  more  distinctly  hear  the  ser- 
mon— especially  as  many  of  them  fail  to  open 
their  eyes  when  the  contribution  basket  is 
shoved  under  nose. 

Stutterers  are  compelled  to  take  life  easi- 
ly whether  they  will  or  not.  Two  men  thus 
afflicted  were  at  work  at  a  forge.  The  iron 
was  red-hot  and  placed  on  the  anvil,  when 
the  first  one  said,  "John,  s-s-strike  it  ha-ha- 
hard."  The  othsr  answered,  "Jim,  wh-wh- 
where  sh-sh-shall  I  hit?"  "No  m-m-matter 
now,  its  co-co-cold,"  was  the  reply,  and  the 
bar  was  put  into  the  forge  again. 

There  was  a  little  fellow  who  knew  Mother 
Goose  better  than  he  knew  his  Bible.  One 
Sunday   he  was  asked  in  his  class,  "Who 


were  thrown  into  the  fiery  f urnac6  ?"  That 
was  too  much  for  him.  The  question  was 
passed;  the  answer  came  promptly,  "Shad- 
rach,  Meshach  and  Abednego."  This  was  a 
mortification  to  the  little  fellow,  and  when 
the  next  question  came,  "Who  put  them  in?" 
he  answered  with  a  jump,  "Little  Johnny 
Green!" 

An  amateur  musician  borrowed  a  cornet 
from  an  Irish  fellow  citizen,  to  practice  on. 
He  returned  it,  and  found  the  friend's  mother 
the  only  person  at  home.  He  told  her  his 
errand,  said  it  was  a  good  instrument,  but 
he  had  determined  to  play  on  a  tenor  one. 
"Oh,  ye  are  goin'  to  play  on  a  tin  wan,  are 
ye?"  she  asked,  in  some  surprise.  "But, 
perhaps,"  she  hastily  and  kindly  added  on 
seeing  a  flush  in  his  face,  "it's  just  as  well  to 
begin  on  a  brass  wan."  Thus  comforted  he 
lit  out. 

Barnum's  portrait  is  painted  on  a  part  of 
his  cages.  When  his  show  was  in  Hartford 
the  other  day,  an  honest-minded  chap  was 
looking  about  the  camp  as  the  workmen 
were  packing  up.  Seeing  Barnum's  full  face 
on  the  side  of  the  cage  of  the  stuffed  hippo- 
potamus, he  asked  the  man  in  charge  if  Bar- 
num  was  in  there.  "Yes,"  was  the  reply, 
and  the  door  was  partly  opened.  The  stran- 
ger peeked  in,  and  exclaimed,  "Oh,  law!  Is 
that  him?  He  is  fatter  than  I  supposed,  and 
is  of  darker  color."  The  door  was  shut  sud- 
denly. 

Johnny's  Composition  on  the  Sheriff:  "A 
man  which  was  the  sheriff  of  a  jail  his  pris- 
oners kep  a  gettin  out  nites  and  steelin  hens, 
cos  the  jail  wasent  strong  enough  for  to  hold 
em  in  side.  So  the  man  he  said,  the  man 
did:  "He  put  a  stop  to  that  game,  my 
harty's  ?"  And  he  had  another  coat  of  paint 
put  on  the  jail.  But  the  artist  he  had  put 
some  salt  into  the  paints,  and  some  cows 
came  along  and  licked  the  paint  ol  off,  and 
then  the  prisoners  got  out  an  other  time  and 
steeled  more  hens.  When  the  sheriff  he 
seen  what  they  had  done  he  was  angry  he 
said:  'This  ain't  no  place  for  theefs  you  bet; 
so  you  fellars  has  either  got  to  behave  your- 
selfs  or  lite  out,  and  hussle  round  for  your 
hash  best  way  you  can'." 

A  liitle  hoy  went  out  to  weed 

The  garden  for  his  "mar"; 
And  there  he  did  an  awful  deed — 

He  smoked  his  first  cigar! 

'Twas  in  the  dawn  of  eaTly  morn — 

He  wore  his  summer  clothes; 
And  when  he  sat  upou  a  thorn, 

He  with  a  yellow  rose. 

When  "mar"  saw  her  Johnny  jump  up. 

And  called  to  him  to  stop,  he 
Sneaked  off  to  btd  without  his  sup- 

Per,  and  "cut"  his  poppy. 

The  hungry  boy  sleep  did  forsake 

And  he  cried  fast  and  faster: 
"Mar — boo-hoo! — might  gimmee  a  cake, — 

An'  I'll  go  an'  aster." 

A  "Female  Hercules"  is  astonishing  Lon- 
don. One  of  her  feats,  we  are  told,  is  to 
"lift  an  auvil  by  the  hair  of  her  head,  and 
place  it  in  her  bosom,  while  three  smiths 
forge  a  horse-shoe  on  it  with  their  hummers 
while  she  is  talking  and  singing  all  the 
while."  There  is  nothing  so  very  remarkable 
in  this  feat.  There  is  a  woman  in  this  coun- 
try who  peimits  a  couple  of  blacksmiths  to 
use  her  back  for  an  anvil,  and  forge  horse- 
shoes for  the  champion-ship.  Then  she  will 
seize  each  smith  by  the  hair  with  her  teeth, 
hold  them  out  at  arm's  length,  swing  'em 
four  times  around  her  head,  and  all  the  while 
they  are  singing  and  whistling  and  working 
on  the  horse-shoes.  At  the  present  writing 
seventy-five  men  are  at  work  building  an 
iron  steamship  on  her  breast.  When  it 
comes  to  feats  of  female  strength  the  effete 
monarchies  of  Europe  must  take  a  back  seat. 
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There  are  twenty  thousand  baptist  in  Kan- 
sas, but  they  don't  want  any  more.  The  jails 
are  nearly  full. 

The  title  of  Edward  Jenkins'  new  satire  is 
"Haverhohne."  We  object  to  halting  our 
home  or  anything  in  it. 

General  Howard  has  struck  the  hostile  In- 
dians— as  usual,  in  the  rear.  We  will  now 
offer  a  short  supplication. 

The  quickest  astronomical  transit  on  re- 
cord is  that  of  Mr.  Ballard  Smith,  when  he 
jumped  from  the  World  to  the  Sun,  Record- 
ing to  a  Western  paper. 

John  Drew,  the  temperance  reformer,  de- 
livered the  Fourth  of  July  oration  at  Musca- 
tine.— Ex.  We  thought  something  must  be 
up  to  make  Gortchakoff  so  sick. 

A  poetess  died  at  Providence,  E.  I.,  the 
other  day  of  heart  disease.  We  always 
thought  that  people  of  that  tribe  died  vio- 
lent deaths  at  the  hands  of  irate  editors. 

Senator  Hill  says  he  will,  in  the  next  ses- 
sion of  Congress,  champion  a  bill  permitting 
States  and.  corporations  to  issue  paper  money. 
If  he  will  only  add  newspapers  to  the  list  he 
will  have  our  earnest  support. 

The  Pacific  Life  comes  to  us  this  issue  in 
a  new  form,  the  pages  being  enlarged  and 
their  number  reduced.  It  has  entered  on  its 
fifth  volume  and  is  one  of  the  best  sporting 
journals  published  in  the  United  States. 

In  consequence  of  the  Berlin  developments, 
the  Fenian  capture  of  Canada  has  been  post- 
poned, indefinitely.  The  "Skirmishing 
Fund"  is —  There's  no  use  in  our  lying 
about  it;  we  don't  know  where  it  is,  and  we 
don't  believe  any  body  else  does. 

We  want  to  know  why  it  was  that  the 
second  volume  of  the  Declaration  of  Inde- 
pendence was  so  studiously  avoided  in  the 
exercises  connected  with  our  celebration  of 
the  Fourth  of  July  ?  Did  those  cursed  mo- 
nopolies have  anything  to  do  with  it  ? 

A  Texas  young  lady  raised  three  bales  of 
cotton  on  five  acres  of  land,  doing  the  work 
with  her  own  hands.  While  she  was  thus 
engaged,  a  San  Francisco  young  lady  wore 
out  five  pairs  of  gaiters  and  two  of  six-button 
gloves,  in  endeavoring  to  "raise"  a  beau. 

Sam  Kearney,  of  Illinois,  who  killed  his  wife 


because  he  could  not  make  her  sit  down  in  a 
chair  is,  we  are  informed,  no  relative  of  the 
celebrated  Californian  political  economist. 
The   two   men   are   of  different  natures,  the 

one  is  a  violent  brute  and  the  other  is 

we  pause  to  think  it  over. 

Gov.  Hartranft  has  appointed  the  Hon.  D. 
J.  Morrell  a  delegate  to  the  International 
Prison  Congress.  We  always  thought  that 
man  would  go  to  prison,  but  still  the  appoint- 
ment should  have  been  given  to  some  one  of 
ex-President  Grant's  Cabinet  officers.  "The 
eternal  fitness  of  things"  should  be  pre- 
served. 

The  Emperor  of  Brazil  is  said  to  have 
given,  from  his  private  purse,  the  sum  of 
$2,000  for  the  use  of  Brazilian  music  stu- 
dents in  Europe.  Dom  isn't  the  man  we 
took  him  for  or  he  would  have  sent  that 
money  to  us.  He  used  to  say  he  sympathized 
with  struggling  genius  and  yet  he  passed  us 
by  in  favor  of  a  lot  of  noisy  howling — nuf 
sed. 

That  worthy  gentleman,  the  proprietor  of 
the  Call,  is  developing  a  fund  of  humor  in 
his  maturer  years,  which,  in  earlier  life,  he 
was  not  suspected  of  possessing.  In  a  re> 
cent  edition  he  says:  "We  know  there  may 
be  such  instances,  and,  if  there  are,  we 
would  like  to  know  who  the  faithless  officials 
are."  To  be  sure  you  would !  But  you  won't 
hurt  your  eyesight  trying  to  find  them,  more 
especially  if  their  faithlessness  has  extended 
over  a  period  of  years  and  been  successful  to 
the  extent  of  placing  them  in  a  respectable 
social  position  and  an  influential  financial 
one.  "The  Call,"  continues  the  wit,  "at  least, 
has  never  grouped  public  men  in  a  class." 
That  it  hasn't  1 


His  Honor  and  Bijah. 

"Embossed?  embossed?"  Bijah  was  say- 
ing to  himself  as  he  came  in  from  his  farm 
and  began  to  set  the  chairs  back.  "A  stran- 
ger met  me  on  the  corner  and  called  me  an 
embossed  catamaran.  He  may  be  a  friend  of 
mine,  but  when  I  go  home  I'm  going  to  look 
the  spelling-book  over  and  find  what  them 
words  mean.  I  know  what  arnica,  and  vexa- 
tion, and  prudential,  and  mustard  plaster, 
and  such  other  big  words  means,  but  I'm  a 
little  lame  on  embossed.  It  may  refer  to 
agriculture,  or  it  may  have  something  to  do 
with  poetry,  but — " 

The  old  man  looked  out  of  the  alley  win- 
dow, and  in  another  moment  he  was  gallop- 
in"  wildly  down  that  dear  old  shady  lane 
leading  from  the  station  to  his  farm.  He  fell 
through  a  hole  in  the  fence,  plowing  his  nose 
under  a  Spanish  gourd  which  was  feebly  lift- 
in"  its  head,  and  arose  and  seized  upon  a 
twelve-year-old  boy  with  half  a  dozen  young 
onions  in  his  grasp.  For  one  long  minute 
Bijah  held  the  boy  up  by  a  clutch  which  in- 
cluded old  hat  and  red  hair,  and  he  seemed 
inclined  to  commit  murder.  The  sound  of  a 
steamboat  whistle  caused  him  to  forego  his 
intentions,  and  dropping  the  boy  to  the 
ground,  he  hissed: 

"Pirate!  Fiend!  Turk!  Communist!  come 
hence !  Highway  robbery,  with  assassination 
thrown  in,  don't  begin  to  compare  with  this 
alabaster  misdemeanor!" 

"I'll  pay  ye  five  cents!"  gasped  the  boy,  as 
he  squirmed  around. 

"Five  cents!  Great  heavens!  but  five  thou- 
sand dollars  would   not  settle   this  case!" 


groaned  Bijah.  "You've  tramped  down  my 
catnip,  smashed  three  sun-flowers,  kicked 
over  a  West  India  tomato  vine,  and  here 
you've  hawked  on  to  no  less  than  six  of  my 
Norwegian  onions!  Come  along.  Justice  is 
aching  to  break  your  back  and  use  the  cords 
of  your  legs  for  harp-strings  I" 

IT    WAS    TOUGH. 

The  young  invader  was  the  first  prisoner 
out.  He  had  got -through  with  his  tears, 
wiped  his  nose,  all  he  wanted  to,  and  it  could 
be  plainly  seen  that  he  meant  to  make  a  de- 
fense. 

"Now,  Mr.  Joy,"  began  the  court,  "please 
do  your  swearing  in  a  very  gentle  tone  of 
voice,  and  do  not  get  excited  and  break  your 
pace.  You  will  also  stick  to  tue  truth  aud 
nothing  but  the  truth." 

The  old  man  looked  red  in  the  face  as  he 
took  the  stand  and  related  the  facts  in  the 
case.  He  described  his  emotions  as  he  looked 
from  the  window  and  saw  his  farm  being  in- 
vaded, and  he  swore  that  the  boy  before  him 
was  none  other  than  the  identical  thief. 

"Bijer,"  began  the  boy  as  he  braced  up, 
"ye  know  ye  found  me  asleep  in  a  basement, 
and  that  ye  brought  me  here  'cause  I  laffed 
atyer  bald  head!  Don't  go  for  to  swearing  to 
a  lie,  Bijer!" 

"B-boy !"  began  the  old  man,  but  his  Hon- 
or interrupted  him : 

"Mr.  Joy,  have  you  any  other  witnesses  ?" 

"No,  sir;  but  my  word " 

"Your  word,  Mr.  Joy,  is  solid  as  far  as  it 
goes,  but  justice  must  be  done  in  this  case. 
The  lad's  testimony  must  balance  yours. 
You  have  no  witnesses — not  even  the  onions 
you  claim  he  stole." 

"Smell  of  his  hands!"  shouted  Bijah — 
"smell  of  his  paws!" 

The  boy  had  not  been  idle  during  the  few 
minutes  he  occupied  the  cell.  He  promptly 
held  up  his  hands,  and  the  court  bent  over 
and  snuffed  at  them. 

It  was  a  moment  of  intense  interest,  but 
the  boy  was  calm  and  confident. 

"Mr.  Joy,"  remarked  his  Honor  as  he  set- 
tled back  in  his  chair,  "this  court  detects  a 
faint  smell  of  halibut,  pitch,  orange-peel  and 
cigar-stub,  but  not  the  slightest  trace  of 
onions.  I  must  discharge  him.  Let  this  be 
a  great  moral  lesson  to  you  never  put  up  a 
job  on  a  young  and  innocent  child  again. 
Had  my  nose  been  less  discriminating,  or 
had  I  not  known  you  so  well,  this  boy  would 
have  gone  to  prison  and  his  whole  life  been 
blasted!" 

Bijah  fell  back.  Pulling  a  beautiful  half- 
dollar  from  his  pocket  he  whispered  to  the 
boy: 

"Sonny,  you  good  little  angel,  come  into 
the  corridor  just  a  minute  while  I  beg  your 
pardon!,' 

"Ye  can't  sonny  me — can't  play  no  boot- 
jack over  this  innercent!"  sneered  the  lad, 
and  he  made  a  dive  through  the  crowd  for 
the  door.  * 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

619    CLAY   STREET. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  held  this 
day,  a  dividend  free  of  Federal  Tax,  of  seven  and 
one-half  (7%)  per  cent  per  annum  was  declared,  on 
all  deposits,  for  the  term  ending  June  29,  1878,  pay- 
able ou  and  after  July  15,  1878. 

CYRUS  W.  CARMANY,   Cashier. 


WANTED. 

Good  Live  Business  Men  to  sell  the  Excelsior 
Improved  Letter  Copying  Book.  No  Press,  Brush 
or  water  used,  copies  instantly.  Agents  outfit  $2.50. 
Agents  make  from  $10  to  $15  per  day.  Address  Ex- 
celsior Manufacturing  Co.,  47  La  Salle  St.,  Chicago, 
111.  Incorporated  Feb.  16th,  1877.  Capital  $100,- 
000.     Exclusive  Territory  given. 
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CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

George  Rignold  as  "Henry  V."  continued 
to  entertain  fair  audiences  during  the  week. 
The  picture  which  he  presents  is  that  of  a 
king  who  is  respected  for  his  ability  to  wield 
the  battle-axe.  A  monarch  of  the  days  when 
such  persons  were  robust  in  manhood,  and 
lead  the  van  of  their  troops  through  the  fierce 
and  deadly  struggles  of  the  battle-field; 
when  royalty  ruled  through  physical  endur- 
ance and  prowess,  rather  than  the  subtle 
power  of  intellect.  For  such  a  representa- 
tion nature  has  endowed  Mr.  Rignold  with  a 
great  deal  of  personal  fitness,  and  his  mental 
training  has,  evidently,  not  been  of  such  a 
nature  as  to  cultivate  his  intellect  at  the  ex- 
pense of  his  physique;  consequently,  though 
the  performance  is  in  many  respects  a  good 
one,  it  is  not  by  any  means  perfect.  In  his 
elocution  the  actor  is  mechanical  to  a  degree, 
and  his  action  flavors  all  over  with  stage  tra- 
dition rather  than  original  conception. 
Baldwin's. 

The  Union  Square  Company  presented 
that  interesting  old  play  of  Dion  Boucicaults' 
"The  Octroon,"  during  the  past  week  to  fair 
houses.  The  piece,  as  presented  by  them, 
has  been  to  a  certain  extent  reconstructed, 
and  was  illustrated  with  handsome  scenery 
and  elaborate  stage  effects.  On  the  whole 
the  performances  were  creditable  to  the 
players  and  pleasing  to  the  audiences. 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

Harrigan  &  Hart's  Combination,  after  a 
very  successful  season,  gave  place,  on  Mon- 
day last,  to  Tony  Pastor  and  his  troupe. 
Tony,  since  he  was  here  last,  has  made  con- 
siderable alteration  in  the  person nel  of  his  as- 
sociates without  in  any  way  detracting  from 
the  merit  of  his  "show."  There  is  some 
very  good  singing  of  the  concert  hall  stamp, 
some  dancing,  and  a  number  of  specialties. 
It  is  an  average  entertainment  of  the  kind 
and  seems  to  be  appreciated. 

GRAND   OPERA   HOUSE. 

Mr.  Kennedy  presented  "Uncle  Tom's 
Cabin"  at  this  house  on  the  July  4th,  with 
what,  we  will  venture  to  say,  was  the  most 
extraordinary  cast  and  the  most  remarkable 
accessories,  ever  before  seen  upon  this  coast. 
The  attendance  was  considerably  better  than 
the  performance,  but  we  believe  Mr.  Kenne- 
by  claims  to  have  lost  money  by  the  venture. 
woodward's  gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 


don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

CUES. 

Mile.  Albani  will  marry  Mr.  Ernest  Gye  in 
London  on  August  5th. 

Adelina  Patti  is  received  with  greater  en- 
thusiasm than  ever  in  London. 

John  B.  Gough  sails  for  a  two  years'  ab- 
sence in  Europe  next  month. 

C.  B.  Bainbridge  will  be  the  principal  sup- 
port of  Fanny  Davenport  next  season. 

Jenny  Lind  is  reported  to  be  worth  about 
$2,000,000.  She  made  half  of  that  sum  in 
America. 

Young  Levy  makes  another  appearance  as 
"Richard  III."  at  the  California  on  next 
Sunday  evening. 

Modjeska  opens  the  season  at  the  New 
York  Fifth  Avenue  Sept.  30th  in  "Camille," 
and  plays  there  four  weeks. 

Augustin  Daly  has  ceased  to  be  the  agent 
of  Fanny  Davenport,  and  disavows  any  de- 
sire to  have  a  theatre  next  season. 

The  death  is  announced  in  England  of 
Miss  Lizzie  Anderson,  a  daughter  of  the  once 
famous  "Wizard  of  the  North,"  and  herself 
a  popular  clairvoyant. 

Genevive  Rogers,  who  has  been  starring 
for  the  past  three  seasons,  has  accepted  an 
offer  of  the  position  of  juvenile  lady  at  the 
Brooklyn  Theatre  for  next  season. 

An  old  Roman  play,  written  two  thousand 
and  fifty  years  ago  by  Marco  Accio  Planto, 
was  recently  performed  five  times  to  large 
audiences  in  Rome.  Notwithstanding  its 
age  it  has  all  the  attractions  of  novelty. 

Miss  Eleanor  Carey  the  talented  young 
Australian  actress  completed  a  permanent  en- 
gagement;— of  a  matrimonial  nature — on  Fri- 
day last,  with  a  Mr.  Livingston.  "Now  they 
are  married  we  wish  them  much  joy.  Every 
year  a  girl  and  boy." 

Lydia  Thompson  and  her  husband,  Alex- 
ander Henderson,  have  formally  separated 
in  London,  she  being  allowed  a  maintenance 
for  herself  and  child;  The  most  of  her  for- 
tune has  been  lost  by  Henderson  in  theatri- 
cal management. 

Mr.  John  MeCullough,  the  tragedian,  says 
of  Miss  Marie  Prescott,  by  whom  he.  has  been 
supported  several  times  during  the  present 
season,  that  she  is  the  most  promising  be- 
ginner he  has  ever  met.  From  such  a  source 
this  is  high  praise. 

Mr.  Niggle,  book-keeper  for  the  Adams- 
Pappenheim   company  has  been  showing  a 


reporter  a  cash  book  containg  various  items 
aggregating  $445  in  one  month,  charged  as 
"press  expenses."  Mr.  Niggle  says  these 
sums  were  spent  in  bribing  critics. 

The  profits  of  Mme.  Pappenheim's  New 
York  benefit  were  $31.  This  sum  was 
promptly  attached  by  the  keeper  of  the  Bel- 
videre  House  on  a  $900  board  bill.  Judge 
McAdam  of  New  York,  orders  the  treasurer 
to  pay  the  $31  over  to  the  hotel  proprietor 
after  deducting  $30  for  his  attorney's  fee. 

A  New  York  correspondent  of  the  Boston 
Herald,  writing  of  the  social  position  of  ac- 
tresses here,  says:  "I  have  seen  Mr.  Fro- 
thingham  promenading  at  a  reception  with 
Sarah  Jewett;  Dr.  Bellows  eating  cream  at  a 
church  fair  with  Linda  Dietz,  and  Mr. 
Beecher  walking  home  from  church  with  Jef- 
freys-Lewis on  his  arm." 

Miss  Thursby  has  had  a  very  real  success 
in  London.  The  press  speaks  very  warmly 
of  her,  and  engagements  are  flowing  in  upon 
her  rapidly.  Immediately  after  the  first 
Philharmonic  concert,  at  which  she  sang,  she 
was  re-engaged  for  a  second  during  the  sea- 
son, an  unusual  honor,  as  the  same  singer  is 
very  rarely  engaged  by  the  society  for  two 
concerts  in  the  same  season. 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  centa  at 
at  MEYERS'  Mnsic  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and. the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- 
try as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


797 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  "Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  with  30th  June,  1878,  a 
dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rale  of  eight  (8) 
per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term  Deposits,  and  six  and 
two-thirds  (G  2-3)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Ordinary 
Deposits,  free  of  Federal  Tax,  payable  on  and  after 
Tuesday,  July  16,  1878. 

LOVELL  WHITE,  Cashier. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


The  German  Savings  and  Loan 
Society. 

For  the  half  year  ending  June  30,  1878,  the  Board 
of  Directors  of  The  German  Savings  and  Loan  Socie- 
ty has  declared  a  dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the 
rate  of  eight  '8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  and  on  Ordi- 
nary Deposits  at  the  rate  of  six  and  two-thirds  (65-,) 
per  cent,  per  annum,  free  from  Federal  Taxes,  and 
payable  on  and  after  the  15th  dav  of  July,  1878.  By 
order. GEO.  LETTE,  Secretary. 


17-STRINGED 

CI  THE  RMS! 

A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


ftfifi  a  week  In  your  own  town.  Terms  and  85  outfit  free.    Ad 
WV  dress  H.  HALLtrrri:  Co.,  Portland.  Maine. 


WA-INTTEID. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,   CANVAS- 
SERS for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


f*  (\T  T\  Any  worker  can  make  $12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
\*kJ±JU  Outfit  free.    Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


MANUFACTURERS 

Of  the  best  improved  Trusses,  con- 
structed on  scientific  principles.    A 
perfect  Tetainer,  combining  ease  and 
comfort. 
CALIFORNIA  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
COMPANY,  615  Sacramento  street,    San  Francisco. 
Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


riia  Boot  Maker 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 


The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the   Prize  Boot 

Maker's, 

PATENTI 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing:  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble, 

K.  HOE  A  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 

>p  \r  s — *i+-S£     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
■^N^HAH^/^>       out  anv  0f  tne  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.     Address 

H.  L.  TATTTM  &  CO.,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  F. 
P.  0.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 


combined.      For  Btyle  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back  of 
the   ankle   as   to  protect   it 
from  wear  and  it 
does      not     bind 
around   the  ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
rial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  loots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


<CK    4-f|  <6pf}  P«r  day  at  home.    Samples  wprth  $5  free. 


Address  Stinson  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOE  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER 
COAST! 


THE  PACIFIC 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -     H  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

[3?-All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from    -    -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny   Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FKANCISC0. 

G.  MAHE,  Dibector. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free   of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 

HIBEBNIA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICEKS: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesident , CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 

M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Teeasubeb EDWARD  M>RTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  ib  mode. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
jnly21-tf  ' 

San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  K.  R. 


SUMMER   ARRANGEMENT. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JUNE  10th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


7/"\rt  A.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Mail  and  Express 
•ww  train  via  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healds- 
burg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Stage  connection  at  Santa 
Rosa  for  Mark  West  Springs;  at  Geyserviile  for  Skagg's  Springs; 
at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  THE  GEYSERS. 

l£g,Connections  made  at  Fulton  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  the 
Russian  River  and  the  Redwoods. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  7.55  P.  M.]  o 

3/"%f^  P.  M.  DAItY,  (SundayB  excepted]  Express  via  Dona- 
•  \J\J  hue.  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.      Stage  connec- 
tion at  Lakeville    for  Sonoma. 

Round  Trip  Tickets,  good  from  Saturday  till  following  Monday 
Donahue,  $1.50;  Petaluma,  $2.00;  Santa  Rosa,  $3.00;  Healdsburg, 
$4.00;  Cloverdale,  $5.00. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  12.55  P.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Beduced  Rates. 

Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
and  way  statians. 
Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  81.00,   Petaluma,  $1.50, 
Santa  Rosa.  $2.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,  Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip;  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and  Guenieville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 


O   r\Q   A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY, 


^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Home  mmsH  Imtelligsaes  Bmr§ss 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Wort.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANX"  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

G.  bayreutherT^ 

— PRACTICAL— 


Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 


STOVES,  RANCF.S,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRONWARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  W%k  to  Order. 

SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

iVO.    23C    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 


BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN"  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Me  w&papgPi,  B&Qk  dl  J@b  Primt§f§ 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  "WASP. 


novl7-tf 


0.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.   KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS.  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  -Francisco. 

w&m  SALE, 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


GARDEN  HOSE. 


50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -   $5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER   AND    GASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


Is©     EaESI?. 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Je. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  §70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 
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A/0£THJG  Sr  TURK. 

PROPRIETORS  . 
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DOANE    <Sc    C  O 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell   Oysters, 

Stall  No.  93,  California  Market* 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


XX  HICKS  <Sc  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  C'lay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

jan5-tf 


SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  "Warts,  Moles,   effectually   cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GER4RD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BURJSTS, 

Agent   for 


trated  Wasp 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between  J  and  H, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  G-ibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
ditians  of  weakness  consequent  upon 

trie  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexeB. 

Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DE.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DE.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

—   AT  - 

602 "CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  STJBSCRIBEBS 

Thirty-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  Britisli 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -    '      -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUEOPE: 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  -  -  -        $5.00 

Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  Sau 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blaifks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending-  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  602  California  street, 
San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  JULY  20,  1878. 

We  learn  with  some  degree  of  satisfaction 
that  an  effort  is  being  made  in  at  least  one 
State  in  the  Union,  to  restore  to  the  law  that 
outward  respect  which  is  father  of  veneration 
and  which  an  immaginary  "republican  sim- 
plicity" tore  from  it,  at  the  inception  of  our 
government.     An  exchange  says: 

"The  Supreme  Court  of  Louisiana,  the  other  day, 
opened  with  the  same  formalities  as  prescribed  by 
the  Chief  Justice  last  year,  and  then  used  for  the 
first  time.  At  the  usual  hour  the  Sheriff  and  clerks 
attended  the  Judges  at  the  lodgings,  and  all  walked 
thence  in  procession  to  the  Court  Houee.  The  law- 
yers arose  as  the  Judges  entered  and  each  bowed  to 
each  other." 

The  foundation,  upon  which  representative 
self-government  is  founded  is  an  abiding 
faith  in,  and  respect  for,  the  law  as  the  Su- 
preme authority,  and  we  should  engender 
that  respect  by  clothing  the  law  and  its  ad- 
ministration with  all  those  forms  and  cere- 
monies which  experience  teaches  us  are  cal- 
culated to  have  that  effect  on  the  human 
mind.  We  do  not  approve  of  the  whole  of 
the  forms  the  Louisiana  Chief  Justice  has 
adopted,  but  it  is  a  step  in  the  right  direc- 
tion. Counsel  engaged  in  causes  should  be 
compelled  to  be  present  at  the  opening  of 
the  Court,  and  to  show  the  Judge  respect  by 
saluting  him. 


Our  Greatness  in  Crookedness. 

MEDICAL    HUMBUGS. 

In  the  field  of  medical  frauds  the  patent 
medicine  man  occupies  a  prominent  position. 
Utterly  devoid  of  the  acquirements  requisite 
to  place  him  in  a  position  of  average  respec- 
tability, and  in  many  instances,  indeed,  al- 
most without  the  elements  of  education,  he 
forces  himself  into  prominence  and  wealth 
mounted  on  the  shoulders  of  sublime  cheek 
and  unblushing  industrious  mendacity.  Ha- 
ving first  concocted  a  nostrum,  composed'of 
ingredients  of  a  soothing  nature,  he  gives  it 
a  high-sounding  name  and  launches  it  forth 
on  humanity  as  a  specific  which  forms  a  cer- 
tain cure  for  a  dozen  or  so  of  the  gravest  dis- 
eases. Diseases  which  centuries  of  scienti- 
fic research  on  the  part  of  the  regular  pro- 
fession have  established  to  be  almost  incur- 
able. Seductively  worded  advertisements 
and  circulars  setting  forth  its  invincible  po- 
tency flood  the  country;  and  innumerable 
testimonials,  bearing  witness  to  the  efficacy 
of  the  medicine,  from  persons  represented  as 
holding  high  official  or  social  positions — but 
who,  it  may  be  added,  have  no  actual  exist- 
ance— are  written  and  circulated.  A  gullible 
public  do  the  rest,  and  the  "Quack"  is  soon 
on  the  road  to  wealth, 

It  has  been  established  beyond  doubt  that 
to  cure  a  disease,  we  must  first  remove  the 
cause  from  which  it  springs  and  when  that  is 
done  the  symptoms,  which  evince  its  pre- 
sence, and  which  are  of  times  mistaken  for 
the  disease  itself,  will  disappear.  Now,  the 
foundation  of  such  common  sense  treatment 
lies  in  the  true  knowledge  of  the  disease  and 
anyone  ignorant  of  the  constitution  and 
strength,  and  vitality  of  the  patient  alike  in 
normal  as  well  as  in  deranged  condition,  who 
undertakes  to  use  even  the  most  harmless  re- 
medies with  a  view  to  effecting  a  cure,  is  a 
charlatan  actuated  by  extreme  self-esteem, 
unparalled  arrogance,  and  insatiable  pecuni- 
ary rapacity. 

If  we  were  to  attempt  to  go  through  the 
list  of  patent  medicinal  preparations  now  be- 
fore the  public,  we  would  fill  our  paper  with 
nothing  else  for  three  or  four  years,  so  we 
will  just  select  one  manufacturer  as  a  speci- 
men. And  it  seems  apropos  that  we  should 
select  that  one  who  has  just  passed  into  the 
unseen  world,  leaving  behind  him  a  fortune  of 
millions  of  wealth  accumulated  through  the 
dale  of  his  nostrums.  We  refer  to  Dr.  Ayer. 
Let  us  look  at  his  remedies  as  annalyzed  by 
Dr.  Hager :  First — Pain  Expeller — composed 
of  tincture  of  red  pepper,  35  parts;  reduced 
alcohol,  20  parts;  and  hartshorn  20  parts. 
Adding  color  and  ether  and  we  have  such 
color  and  taste  as  we  choose.  Second — Sar- 
saparilla — a  brownish  clear  liquid  of  sweet- 
ish taste;  extract  of  Sarsaparilla  and  Peruvi- 
an bark,  containing  one  per  cent  of  Iodide  of 
Potassium  mixed  with  a  little  honey  and  al- 
cohol. Third — Ayer's  Pills — containing  Iron 
by  Hydrogen,  Jalup,  powder  of  Jalup, 
Marshmellow  and  any  other  bitter  extract. 

These  are  the  ingredients  which  will  cure 
cancer  and  liberate  the  consumptive  from  his 
pains  ?  That  they  ease  the  patients  we  doubt 
not,  but  in  opposite  directions.      While  Sar- 


saparilla cannot  enre,  it  is  at  leaSt  harmless; 
but  such  can  not  be  said  of  the  other  medi- 
cines, which  may  leave  very  dangerous  con- 
sequences on  those  using  them.  Externally 
the  Pain  Expeller  acts  as  an  irritant  and 
taken  internally,  especially  by  weakened 
stomachs,  bad  catarrh  most  invariably  en- 
sues; while  taken  in  larger  doses  of  from 
thirty  to  forty  drops,  must,'  in  consequence 
of  presence  of  hartshorn,  act  badly  on  the 
nervous  system   and  even  produce  cramps. 

The  Pills  contain  purgative  ingredients, 
such  as  human  bowels  are  illy  prepared  to 
receive,  not  taking  into  consideration  that  by 
violent  purging,  the  patient  becomes  too 
much  enfeebled  to  resist  such  a  strength  ab- 
sorbing disease  as  cancer. 

We  refer  to  Dr.  Ayer's  medicines  merely 
as  an  illustration — -not  because  they  are  the 
only  ones,  or  that  they  offer  any  greater  ad- 
vantages for  the  critic. '  There  are  hundreds 
of  preparations  which  are  in  every  respect 
even  worse.  Surely  it  is  time  that  society 
should  be  protected  from  the  insidious  at- 
tacks of  these  frauds. 


The  Picnic  Season. 

It  is  the  time  when  we  run  off  our  super- 
fluous animal  spirits  in  outdoor  recreations. 
The  festively  inclined  fill  their  pockets  with 
surplus  cash  and  beneath  the  gentle  rays  of 
the  early  morning  they  fall  into  line  behind 
the  joyous  strains  of  the  brass  band  and  start 
for  the  far  off  woodland  scenes — Oakland — 
where  the  tall  trees  wave  in  majestic  silence, 
the  birds  fill  the  air  with  their  happy  song, 
the  green  grass  oscillates  beneath  the  passing 
zephyr,  and  the  perfume  of  a  thousand  floral 
growths  is  borne  on  the  balmy  air.  Amid 
the  pleasures  of  such  glorious  sylvan  sur- 
roundings the  oppressive  cares  of  daily  life 
are,  for  the  moment,  forgotten.  We  con- 
template the  beauties  of  nature  and  abandon 
ourselves  to  the  indolence  of  thought.  We 
seek  a  shady  quiet  spot  behind  an  overhang- 
ing evergreen  and  there  in  the  silent  solitude 
we  commune  with  the  spirits — which  are 
portable,  and  carried  in  a  black  bottle. 
When  we  feel  the  pangs  of  hunger  we  seek 
the  place  where  a  tempting  array  of  delica- 
cies is  laid  in  true  rustic  fashion — a  dingy 
restaurant  attached  to  the  pavilion,  and  kept 
by  a  lineal  descendant  of  Robin  Hood  whose 
"merrie  men"  supply  us  with  " corn-beef -an- 
eabbage"  at  a  cost  of  four  bits  a  head.  Then 
refreshed  and  sustained  and  strengthened  by 
these  proceedings  we  seek  for  sociable  com- 
pany, and  join  in  the  innocent  games  be- 
neath the  greenwood  tree.  That  is  to  say 
we  engage  in  the  "dance  of  death"  in  the 
pavilion ;  but  while  we  are  amusing  ourselves 
at  that  exhillirating  sport,  a  young  man  with 
clean  shaven  face,  and  well  oiled  hair,  treads 
on  our  corns,  another,  of  the  same  tribe, 
drives  his  elbow  into  our  ribs,  and  an  un- 
seen power  crushes  upon  our  hats. 

Such  are  our  recreations.  They  are  origi- 
nal, and  so  are  we.  Ancient  Greece  and 
Rome  enjoy  themselves  in  a  characteristic 
way,  and  why  should  not  we,  who  are  modern 
Greece  and  Rome,  enjoy  ourselves  in  a  char- 
acteristic way.  What  indeed  would  San 
Francisco  be  without  her  picnics— especially 
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the  Sunday  ones  ?  What  would  become  of 
our  manhood  unless  it  was  afforded  an  op- 
portunity to  develop  its  chivalry '?  And  what 
would  become  of  her  maidenhood  if  it  was  not 
afforded  an  opportunity  to  exhibit  its  gentle 
winning  ways. 


What  are  the  Wild  Waves  Saying? 

If  we  were  referring  to  the  briny  waves 
which  beat  upon  the  shores  of  this  our  glori- 
ous land,  there  would  be  no  difficulty  in  re- 
plying to  the  query.  They  are  saying  in  five 
different  keys:  "Board  by  the  day  $4;  liberal 
terms  to  families."  But  we  are  referring  to 
something  else;  we  are  alluding  to  the  waves 
of  sound.  What  are  they  saying?  The  noise 
which  they  make  may  be  interpreted  into 
different  meanings.  It  might  be  that  the 
manipulators  of  the  late  Louisville  horse 
race  are  counting  up  the  shekels  which  a 
speculative  public  have  thrust  upon  them. 
That  the  Czar  is  reckoning  out  the  exact 
time  which  an  observance  of  the  proprieties 
will  require  him  to  wait  before  he  can  make 
another  move  on  behalf  of  the  oppressed 
christians.  That  the  American  people  are 
congratulating  themselves  over  the  purity  of 
their  government  as  evidenced  by  the  Potter 
Inquiry.  That  the  astute  Beaconsfield  is 
wondering  if  he  has  not  reached  the  limit  of 
human  greatness.  That  our  Board  of  Super 
visors,  strong  in  the  knowledge  of  their  own 
incorruptibility,  are  smiling  at  the  innuen 
does  of  querulous  critics  and  dissastisfied 
newspapers.  That  the  mining  sharps  are  re 
joicing  in  the  possession  of  an  unlimited 
stock  of  points  and  secrets  which  they  are 
anxious  to  give  away.  That  the  religious 
element  of  society  is  daily  becoming  more 
convinced  that  people  who  do  their  worst 
acts  in  the  light  of  open  day,  and  avoid  all 
sham  and  hypocracy,  must  necessarily  be 
subjected  to  perpetual  torture  in  the  next 
world.  That  each  political  party  in  the  Uni- 
ted States  is  assured  that  its  doctrine  is  the 
best,  and  that  the  defeat  of  its  candidates 
for  office  means  ruin  to  the  country.  That 
Mrs.  Smith  is  sure  that  Mrs.  Brown's  new 
bonnet  is  only  an  old  one  trimmed  up,  and 
that  Mrs.  Brown  in  turn  is  quite  certain  Mrs. 
Smith's  seal-skin  jacket  is  only  imitation. 
That  Jones  has  it  upon  reliable  authority 
that  Robinson  could  not  pay  more  than  fifty 
cents  on  the  dollar  if  he  was  pressed.  That 
Kobinson  is  credibly  informed  that  Jones  is 
unreliable  and  would  cheat  his  father.  That 
the  sand-lot  element  is  burning  with  com- 
mendable zeal  to  reform  the  administration 
of  public  affairs  to  the  end  that  the  honest 
workingman  who  lacks  energy  and  ability  to 
compete,  in  the  struggles  of  life,  with  his 
fellowmen  may  prosper  and  grow  rich  all  the 
same.  In  short  "the  wild  waves  (of  sound)" 
bear  upon  their  bosom,  at  the  present  time, 
the  refrain  of  a  song  that  is  full  of  suggestive 
and  portentious  sentiments. 


our  own  little  local  government.  "Jack  in 
office"  is  a  disease  which  permeates  through- 
out the  civilized  universe,  but  it  necessarily 
develops  itself  in  the  most  violent  type  in  a 
country  which  boasts  of  free,  representative, 
institutions;  because,  free,  representative,  in- 
stitutions, in  their  purity  and  glory,  mean 
ward-strikers,  wire-pullers,  and  ballot-box 
stuffers;  because,  free,  representative,  insti- 
tutions mean  the  elevation  of  Mr.  Sweetie, 
the  elegant  bar-room  loafer,  of  Mr.  Mc 
Sweeny,  influential  in  his  ward  by  reason  of 
muscular  prowess,  and  of  Mr.  Selim  Shafer, 
celebrated  for  his  aptitude  in  manipulating 
"the  machine,"  to  official  positions  when  the 
party  which  they  support  is  in  power;  be- 
cause free,  representative,  institutions  mean 
that  "to  the  victors  belong  the  spoils."  And 
finally,  because  that  republicanism  stands 
firm  and  unassailable  upon  the  ground  that 
government  positions  are  established  for  the 
purpose  of  supplying  "the  people"  with  lu- 
crative and  not  over  exacting  employment 
and  not  for  the  purpose  of  transacting  the 
public  business  in  a  neat,  orderly  and  expe- 
pedious  manner.  The  point,  however,  where 
the  politeness  of  our  City  Hall  officials  comes 
out,  as  strong  as  Mark  Tapley  did  under  dif- 
ficulties, is  in  demonstrating  the  republican 
principle  of  "liberty,  equality,  and  frater- 
nity." The  young  are  distinguished  from 
the  old  (females),  and  the  rich  from  the  poor, 
just  as  easily  as  the  chaff  is  separated  from 
the  wheat;  and  the  treatment  which  is  ac- 
corded to  each  is  measured  by  a  thoroughly 
republican  standard.  For  the  rich  and  pow- 
erful there  is  a  smooth  word  and  an  obse- 
quous  bow,  for  the  poor  and  lowly  there  is 
a  rough  word  and  a  scowl,  but  for  the  young 
and  the  pretty  there  is  reserved  a  languish- 
ing, a  winning,  an  overpowering,  a  facinat- 
ing  reception,  that  is  beautiful  to  sublimity, 
and  must  be  enchanting  to  the  recipients. 


TSee  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 

Politeness  of  the  City  Hall  Officials. 

The  urbanity  and  courtesy  of  public  of- 
ficials, to  the  people  whose  servants  they  are, 
is  something  which  is  observable  the  whole 
world  round,  and  nowhere  more  so  than  in 


[See  Double-page  Illustration.] 

The  Cause  of  Hard  Times. 
The  most  superficial  observer  is  aware  that 
we  are  suffering  from  a  severe  attack  of  "hard 
times."  But  opinion,  is,  perhaps,  somewhat 
divided  as  to  what  has  brought  about  that 
condition  of  affairs.  The  effect  is  self-evi- 
dent, but  the  cause  is  to  a  certain  extent  a 
matter  of  speculation.  It  will  be  recollected 
that  in  the  Spring  of  1877  a  dark  shadow 
commenced  spreading  its  wings  over  the  com- 
munity. The  previous  winter  had  been  ex- 
ceptionally dry,  and  in  California,  that  meant 
that  the  coming  crop  would  be  an  almost  com- 
plete failure.  The  mild  rays  of  the  Spring 
sun  had  scarcely  been  felt  before  news  came 
from  the  southern  counties  of  appalling  des- 
titution and  loss  amongst  the  live  stock,  and 
so  a  feeling  of  despondency  began  to  spread 
around.  Then  again  the  mining  interests  of 
the  State  began  to  languish.  Placer  mining, 
which  requires  a  great  deal  of  water,  was,  of 
course,  affected  by  the  dry  season;  but  the 
great  body  of  the  industry  lies  in  deep  mining, 
and  shafts,  as  a  rule,  are  blessed  with  more 
water  than  is  convenient;  consequently  the 
drought  could  not  prejudicially  affect  it. 
That,  however,  which  nature  left  undone  the 
hand'  of  man  accomplished.  It  became 
noised  abroad  that  the  management  of  a  na 


jority  of  the  mines  was  characterised  from 
first  to  last  by  swindling  uf  the  most  un- 
blushing and  bare-faced  kind.  And,  one  or 
two  instances  being  actually  brought  to  light, 
that  which  had  previously  had  been  a  rumor 
assumed  the  appearance  of  solid  fact.  So 
all  these  things  combining  toward  that  end, 
general  distnist  was  inaugurated,  enterprise 
slackened,  commerce  almost  ceased,  and  hard 
times  came  upon  us.  And  that  position  be- 
came intensified  to  an  inexpressible  degree 
when,  what  has  been  facetiously  termed,  the 
irrepressible  conflict  between  capital  and  la- 
bor commenced.  The  incendiary  torch  is 
but  poor  incouragement  with  which  to  induce 
the  man  of  capital  to  adventure  his  money  in 
enterprise. 

Of  course,  that  is  only  one  view  of  the 
cause  of  hard  times.  As  we  said,  at  the  out- 
set, this  is  a  matter  of  speculation,  and  there 
may  be  different  opinions  regarding  it. 
There  are  people  who,  possibly,  believe  that 
the  moon  is  made  of  green  cheese,  while 
others  maintain  that  it  is  composed  of  chalk. 
So,  also,  are  there  those  who  can  see  in  our 
present  languishing  condition  the  natural  se- 
quence of  universal  suffrage,  or  the  unavoid- 
able result  of  insufficient  religeous  fervor. 
But  while  theorists  are  speculating  about  the 
cause,  hardly  one  in  a  thousand  has  thought 
it  worth  while  to  throw  off  their  coat,  tuck 
up  his  sleeves,  and  apply  a  remedy  that  sel- 
dom fails  in  such  cases — patient  industry. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
Cook  and  Waiter  Company. 
If  there  is  one  peculiarity  ^n  the  American 
character  which  is  marked  beyond  any  doubt 
of  identification,  it  is  that  of  military  ardor. 
In  the  good  old  times  the  belted  knight  used 
to  ride  forth,  and  by  valient  deeds  of  arms 
win  for  himself  the  applause  of  men  and  the 
smiles  of  fair  ladies.  But  we,  who  live  in  a 
more  advanced  period  and  a  more  enlightened 
country,  simply  join  a  "military  company"  ' 
and  adorned  in  the  trappings  of  war  step 
forth  two  or  three  times  a  year  to  fight  with 
the  cobble-stones.  The  female  mind,  being 
less  exacting  than  it  was  in  days  of  yore,  is 
satisfied  with  the  danger  of  walking,  armed 
with  murderous  but  empty  guns,  behind  a 
brass  band;  and  grants  its  smiles  freely  at 
the  sight  of  a  warrior's  coat.  So  we  all  take 
to  soldiering — more  correctly,  playing  at  sol- 
diers— with  the  same  natural  instinct  that  a 
duck  does  to  water.  Every  other  man  one 
meets  is  a  colonel,  a  captain,  a  general,  or 
some  such  dignitary.  Looking  at  the  matter 
from  that  stand  point  one  might  occasionally 
be  at  a  loss  to  know  what  has  become  of  all 
the  lieutenants,  the  sergeants,  the  corporals, 
and  the  full  privates;  but  then,  when  we 
come  to  think  of  it,  no  doubt  they  got  killed. 
However,  to  return  to  our  subject,  the  cooks 
and  waiters  of  San  Francisco  have  formed  a 
military  company  and  the  country  breathes 
at  last.  On  our  last  page  will  be  found  an 
illustration  of  this  body  of  warriors  formed 
in  line  of  battle. 
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THE    SHADOW    OlsT   THE   WALL. 


IN    TWO    PARTS-PART  I. 


Old  Swartzman  goes  to  bed  at  night, 
And  at  the  paper  takes  a  sight. 


At  length  his  bright  blue  eyes  grow  tired, 
Thus  in  the  candle  he  gets  fired. 


His  candle's  out,  he  lets  the  paper  fall, 
But  wonders  what's  upon  the  wall. 


It  might  be  a  fire-fly  he  thinks, 
But  still  it's  not,  by  Jingo  Binks. 


Perhaps  it's  something  'neath  the  bed, 
So  saying,  he  dives  down  his  head. 


He's  confident  he  smelleth  smoke, 
And  in  the  fire-place  begins  to  poke. 


But  still  where  e'er  he  goes  or  looks, 
The  secret  is  as  unread  books. 
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A  miner  always  labors  in  vein. — Ex.  And 
his  labors  being  ore,  he  is  happy. 

And  now  it  turns  out  that  the  celebrated 
Agnes  Jenks  is  an  American  from  Glas- 
gow. Will  Col.  Post  of  the  Evening  Jaeksot 
explain  ? 

California  peaches  are  just  coming  into 
market — at  least  one  of  the  "police  brokers" 
is  reported  to  be  about  going  back  on  his  as- 
sociate. 

Mr.  Francis  Murphy,  the  great  temperance 
apostle,  is  about  publishing  a  hymn  book; 
and  Emily  Pitt  Stephens  is  awful  mad  be- 
cause it  is  not  to  be  a  "her"  book. 

It  has  been  discovered  that,  the  cessation 
of  immigration  to  the  contrary  notwithstand- 
ing, the  Smith  family  continue  to  increase 
and  to  encroach  upon  the  columns  of  the  di- 
rectory. 

The  impression  is  generally  gaining  ground 
that  the  stables  of  the  horse  car  companies 
are  stocked  with  Lexington  blood.  At  any 
rate  an  ostler  was  heard  to  observe  the  other 
day  "ten's  bruck." 

The  Kern  County  press  is  anxious  to  know 
what  has  become  of  all  the  bats  which  once 
formed  a  considerable  portion  of  the  popula- 
tion of  that  interesting  section.  They  have 
joined  the  San  Francisco  "Cricket"  Club. 
"Birds  of  a  feather  etc." 

Attorneys  having  business  at  the  New  City 
Hall  complain  -that  they  have  to  walk  through 
several  inches  of  sand  all  the  way  from  Mar- 
ket street  to  the  Hall.  If  it  were  only  a 
quick-sand  a  few  hundred  feet  deep.  "Oh 
that  would  be  joyful,  joyful,  joyful!" 

Rev.  D.  P.  Young,  principal  of  the  Pres- 
byterian Orphan's  Anchoi'age,  is  dead,  but 
the  papers  fail  to  give  any  definite  idea  of 
the  latitude  and  longitude  in  which  he  is 
anchored  .now.  Can  it  be  that  there  is  any 
mystery  which  they  are  incapable  of  solving? 

One  of  the  most  pressing  enigmas  of  the 
present  day  resolves  itself  into:  "Has  Mrs. 
Jenks'  superior  talents  so  overshadowed  Mr. 
Jenks  that  he  is  left  at  home  to  mind  the 
baby — or,  is  he  one  of  those  ethereal  imma- 
ginary  beings  who  are  invisable  to  mortal- 
sight  ? 

The  present  occupant  of  the  Presidential 
chair  is  known  to  be  a  religious  man,  and  it 
is  believed  that  that  grand  old  hymn  "When 
I  can  read  my  title  clear"  is  a  particular  fa- 
vorite of  his.  Sherman,  on  the  other  hand, 
belongs  to  the  unregenerated  and  sooths  his 


idle  hours  by  humming  to   himself   "There's 
a  letter  in  the  candle." 

Supervisor  Gibbs  is  a  man  of  high  flown 
ideas  and  superior  patriotism.  He  wants  the 
Supervisors  of  this  city — by  the  grace  of  the 
ballot  box,  otherwise  the  "machine" — to  ex- 
press themselves  "intelligently."  While  he 
seeks  to  attain  a  worthy  object,  he  seems  to 
have  got  adrift  as  to  the  means  by  which  it 
should  be  reached.  He  proposes  to  tinker 
the  acoustic  properties  of  the  building,  but 
the  evil  lies  in  the  occupants.  He  mistakes 
effect  for  cause. 

He  was  a  lonesome  widower  and  was  about 
to  venture  upon  the  sea  of  matrimony  again. 
In  their  final  interview  before  the  ceremony 
took  place  he  said:  "There  is  one  thing  I 
was  going  to  mention  to  you.  I  have  several 
pairs  of  nice  boots  that  belonged  to  my  poor 
dear  first;  I  suppose  you  won't  mind  wearing 
them  out."  She  said  she  wouldn't  mind  it  a 
bit,  and  she  has  been  as  good  as  her  word. 
She  has  worn  the  heels  off  the  lot — playing 
billiards  with  his  bald  head. 

That  eminent  naturalist  and  actor,  Harry 
Edwards,  announces  that  he  has  a  collection 
of  bugs  which  he  is  prepared  to  sacrifice  at  a 
small  trifle  of  $12,000.  Harry  has  the  repu- 
tation of  being  an  astute  and  observant  man, 
and  if  that  reputation  is  justified  by  facts,  it 
is  quite  evident  he  is  poking  fun  in  a  quiet 
way  at  the  community  or  at  the  enterprising 
newspapers  who  published  the  item.  Any 
lodging-house  keeper  in  the  city  will  under- 
take to  supply  all  the  bugs  the  most  fastidi- 
ous savant  requires,  for  the  small  sum  of  two 
bits  a  night.  Twelve  thousand  dollars!  Does 
the  man  take  us  for  a 1 


A  Boy  in  the  Case. 

Catharine  Medici  Convers  lives  next  house 
to  Antony  Caesar  Dayball.  She  is  a  widow 
and  he  is  a  widower.  She  has  a  cat  and  he 
has  a  dog.  Catharine,  Antony,  dog  and  cat 
got  along  all  right  till  one  of  the  bad  boys 
saw  a  chance  to  make  other  hearts  ache.  He 
got  the  animals  to  clawing  each  other,  and 
in  a  week  Catharine  Medici  wanted  to  pull 
all  the  hair  from  Antony  Cassar's  aged  head. 
Bad  became  worse,  and  the  climax  came  the 
other  day  when  the  boy  visited  the  old  man 
and  said: 

"I  don't  want  to  widen  this  'ere  breach, 
but  that  old  woman  says  you  are  a  murderer, 
hiding  from  justice." 

Then  he  skulked  into  her  house  and   said: 

"Seeing  it's  you,  and  seeing  I  shovel  off 
your  snow  in  the  winter,  I'll  just  remark  that 
the  old  rascal  over  there  says  you  killed  your 
husband  and  buried  him  under  the  floor!" 

They  met  me  on  the  walk — Catharine  Me- 
dici and  Antony  Caesar.  They  clinched. 
They  fought.  He  pulled  her  nose,  and  she 
almost  broke  his  leg  by  a  kick.  He  got  away 
but  she  was  arrested. 

;'Oh!  I  wish  I'd  a  killed  him!"  she  hissed 
as  she  stood  before  the  bar. 

"Madam,  be  calm — be  composed  and  se- 
rene," remarked  the  court. 

'Serene!  Why,  I'm  dying  to  pull  his 
hair!"  she  exclaimed. 


"Madam,  this  excitement  may  result  in 
insanity.  Please  compose  your  mental  sys- 
tem." 

"I'll  compose  nothing,  sir!  I'm  a  lone 
woman,  and  I've  been  slandered  by  a  man 
who  can't  even  chop  wood!  Heavens!  but 
why  didn't  I  kick  him  with  both  feet  at 
once!" 

"Madam !" 

"I  won't!" 

"Mad " 

"I  won't,  I  tell  you!" 

He  leaned  back  and  contemplated  a  bust 
of  Andrew  Jackson  which  Bijah  had  made 
out  of  a  banana  and  a  peach-stone,  and  when 
she  had  stopped  to  catch  her  breath  he  said : 

"The  fine  is  three  dollars  all  the  same." 

"I'll  pay  it,  but  Antony  Csesar  must  be- 
ware— beware  1" 

She  paid,  and  as  she  left  the  room  she 
added : 

"When  I  find  him — when  I  get  my  clut- 
ches on  him — when  I  make  shingle  nails  of 
his  lathy  frame — oh-h-h-h !" 


THE  POTTER'S  DAUGHTER. 

This  is  the  Potter's  daughter 
You  framed  as  a  picture  one  day, 

As  she  sat  in  her  father's  workshop, 
While  he  kneaded  the  lifelesB  clay. 

She  sits  by  a  lattice  that's  broken, 
Where  sunshine  has  flushed  with  its  gold 

The  floss  of  her  hair  like  a  halo 
Bound  pictures  in  churches  of  old. 

He  is  a  humming  a  tune  so  ancient, 
It  quavers  through  curious  rhymes, 

Like  a  dream  of  Palissy  the  Potter, 
A  Rune  of  the  marvelous  times. 

She  is  knitting  with  nimble  fingers, 
As  she  sits  in  the  casement's  rays, 

Like  an  angel  the  monks  have  painted 
On  the  missals  of  olden  days. 

She  talks  to  the  weary  old  Potter 
Till  his  heart  growB  light  of  its  load — 

How  Potters  once  moulded  and  gilded 
The  shrines  and  the  temples  of  God. 

She  babbles  as  dream-children  only 
Talk  wisdom,  not  knowing  its  worth, 

That  gilds  the  sad  face  of  the  Potter. 
His  wheel  and  the  lumps  of  dull  earth. 

Head  of  gold,  still  stay  at  that  window! 

Old  Potter  still  work  at  that  clay! 
Till  one  who  makes  saints  round  the  missals, 

A  Painter,  shall  wander  this  way ! 


A  Specie  Basis. 


When  one  of  the  young  bootblacks  yester- 
day intimated  to  big  Jack  Sheppard  that  he 
desired  to  consult  him  on  a  very  important 
business  matter,  Jack  took  him  into  the  alley 
behind  the  postoffica  and  remarked: 

"My  son,  free  lunch  is  celebrated  for  its 
briefness.  Take  the  hint,  and  submit  your 
facts." 

"Mother  says,"  began  the  boy,  after  fitting 
his  back  to  the  brick  wall, "that  if  I'll  be  good 
from  now  the  Fourth  she'll  buy  me  a  bunch 
of  fire-crackers.   Do  you  think  it'll  pay  me  1" 

"Well,  reduced  to  a  specie  basis,  it  won't," 
bluntly  replied  Jack.  "If  she'd  say  fivepacks 
we  might  make  it  an  object,  but  one  pack — 
humph!  Give  her  twenty-four  hours'  notice 
that  you  shall  chancel  the  agreement,  and 
take  you  chances  of  raising  fireworks  by 
'pealing  to  the  patriotism  of  the  generons 
public!    That's  all — fee,  ten  cents!" 
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BERTIE. 
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is  falseJ"  cried  Bertie  Grand,  stand 
g  still  in  front  of  him.     Gordon  Hay  is  my 
-best  friend  and  would  not  betray  me." 
"My  dear  fellow,"  says   Captain   Cain  languidly, 
as  lie  knocks  the  ashes  from  his  cigar,  if   one's  best 
friend  does  not  betray  one,  vho  will?" 
"Bother  your  cynfcism!" 

"Do  you  know  what  a  cynic  is,  young  Grand?  It 
is  one  who  has  gained  experience — and  it  is  out  of 
that  experience  that  I  now  warn  you." 

"Your  experience  must  have  been  gained  among 
rougues,  not  gentlemen,"  says  Bertie,  striding  on 
again. 

"It  is  simply  this;  I  heard  Captain  Hay  declare 
his  intentions,  and  1  heard  him  carry  them  out.  I 
am  fool  enough  to  be  sorry  for  you,  and  more  than 
foolish  enough  to  tell  you  and  to  warn  you." 

"You  may  have  meant  well,"  commenced  Bertie 
dubiously. 

"I  did,  and  behold  the  result — a  fearful  warning 
to  all  those  who  may  wish  to  do  the  like.  Well,  good 
night,  Grand;  after  all,  as  I  said  before,  people  do 
so  love  going  to  the  deuce  in  their  own  way;"  and 
Captain  Cain  nourishes  his  hat  in  ironical  farewell 
as  he  disappears  in  the  darkness. 

Bertie's  brain  is  in  a  whirl.  At  first  he  indignantly 
refuses  in  his  own  mind  to  believe  a  word  that  had 
been  said,  but  gradually,  as  he  walks  slowly  back, 
back,  the  demon  of  doubt  assails  him,  and  he  remem- 
bers Gordon  Bay's  reputation  as  an  unscrupulous 
flirt,  and  several  little  scenes  that  he  had  thought 
nothing  of  before  now  assume  gigantic  proportions. 
"I  know  what  I'll  do,"  he  says  to  himself  as  he 
runs  up  the  barrack  stairs;  "I'll  have  it  out  with 
Beauty.  I  know  he'll  tell  me  the  truth  about  it." 
And  so,  full  of  this  very  sensible  resolve,  he  knocks 
loudly  at  Captain  Hay's  door. 

"Come  in,"  says  a  lazy  voico  inside. 
"Are  you  sure  you  are  not  busy?"   asks  Bertie, 
putting  in  his  head, 

"Quite  sure,  little  one — come  in  and  have  a  weed 
with  me." 

Gordon  Hay  is  lying  at  fidl  length  on  a  sofa,  with 
a  book  m  his  hand  and  a  cigarette  in  his  mouth, 
while  on  a  chair  beside  him  is  a  small  bottle  of  hock; 
and  he  looks  up  smiling  as  he  motions  his  friend  to 
a  comfortable  seat  opposite. 

"There — sit  down  and  have  something  to  drink. 
"You'll  find  all  you  want  in  thut  cupboard  over  your 
head,"  he  says  cordially.  "My  cigar-case  is  on  the 
mantle-piece." 

"I'd  rather  stand,"  says  Bertie  as  he  helps  himself 
to  a  cigar. 

"Tastes  differ.  But  what's  the  matter?  "Won't  that 
rascal  Cain  pay  you?" 

"Oh,  yes,  he  has  paid  me!     That's  all   right.     He 
is  a  rascal,  isn't  he?"  asks  the  boy  whistfully. 
"Bather,"  is  the  expressive  reply. 
"It  was  something  he  told  me  to-night." 
"Then  it's  bound  to  be  a  lie  if  he  said  it.     Go  on — 
fire  away!" 

1  'Well,  you  know,  Beauty,  you  are  are  a  great  flirt, ' ' 
Bertie  laughs. 

"I  admit  the  soft  impeachment;  but  what  has  that 
to  do  with  it?" 

"Well,  dou'tyou  see,"  he  says  hesitatingly,  "you 
have  made  so  many  girls  fall  in  love  with  you  that 
one  more  or  one  less  would  make  no  difference  to 
you,  would  it?" 

"No,  of  course  not,  if  what  you  say  be  true." 
"While,  as  for  me,  no  one   falls  in  love  with  me," 
says  Bertie,    looking  down  at  his  boots  very  dole- 
fully. 
Gordon  Hay  leans  back  and  laughs  heartily. 
"Why,  you  ungrateful  young  vagabond,"    he  calls 


out  merrilly,  "you  have  quite  forgotten  Miss  Macna- 
mara,  the  antiquated  Scotch  maiden?" 

"I  am  talking  seriously,"  answers  the  other,  net- 
tled at  being  laughed  at. 

"I  beg  your  pardon.     "Go  on,  Bertie." 
"Well,  you  see  I   am  very  fond  of   some  one   now, 
and  I  believe  she  would  like  me  in  return — if — if — if 
you  would  only  let  her  alone." 

"My  dear  boy'  what  do  you  mean,  and   whom  do 
you  mean?"    asks  Captain  Hay,  raising   himself   on 
his  elbow  to  peer  into  his  companion's  face. 
"I  mean  my  cousin  Clare." 

"Captain  Hay  sinks  back  on  his  cushions,  utterly 
dumbfounded. 

"You  see,  Gordon,"  goes  on  the  boy  earnestly,  "I 
love  her  with  my  whole  heart — I  think  I  should  die 
if  I  were  to  lose  her 

"I  never  guessed  that,  Bertie,"  says  Captain  Hay 
softly. 

"No,  I  was  sure  of  that." 

"And  so  Cain  has  been  making  mischief  about  it. 
Confound  the  fellow,  he  certainly  does  deserve  a 
very  violent  death!" 

"And  you  are  not  in  love  with  Ciare!"  asks  Bertie 
eagerly. 

How  can  I  afford  to  be  in  love  with  any  one? 
You  forget  my  income  is  not  like  the  one  you  are 
coming  into  so  soon,"  he  says  bitterly. 

Bertie  looks  relieved   but  the  next  moment  another 
eloud  falls  over  his  bright  handsome  face. 
"But  she  may  love  you,"  he  says  dolefully. 
For  a  minute  a  quick  passionate  gleam  flashes  into 
Gordon  Hay's  dark  gray  eyes,  but  it  dies  away  again 
almost  immediately. 

"It  is  not  likely,"  he  answers  sadly. 
"I  don't  know  about  that,"  remarks  Bertie,  shak' 
ing  his  head  wisely. 

"To-morrow  I  am  going  to  apply  for  leave,  so  you 
will  not  have  cause  for  even  a  fancied  fear." 

"Beauty,  I  am  not  driving  you  away?"  exclaims 
the  boy  remorsefully. 

'*No,  no,  little  one — set  your  mind  at  rest'"  an- 
swers Captain  Hay  as  he  rises  from  the  sofa  and 
throws  away  his  cigarette.  "I  am  going  on  my  own 
account  as  well  as  on  yours.  I  find  Salford  very  dull 
after  London,  and  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  run  over  to 
Brighton  or  Cowes  for  a  month  to  get  some  yachting 
or  boating." 

"And  you  are  not  vexed?" 

"Not  I.  I  should  have  been  vexed  if  you  had  not 
spoken,  for  I  would  do  anything,  my  boy,  rather 
than  come  between  you  and  your  happiness;"  and 
Captain  Hay  lays  his  hand  affectionately  on  the  iad's 
curly  hair. 

"Beauty,  how  good  yon  are  to  me!"  cries  Bertie 
involuntarily. 

"Good?  I  am  not  good,  except  to  myself,"  he  an- 
swers, smiling;  and  now  say  'good- night, '  and  I 
wish  you  pleasant  dreams  of  your  pretty  cousin." 

And  Bertie  goes;  but  almost  before  Captain  Hay 
has  time  to  realize  that  he  is  alone,  the  lad  is  back 
again. 

"It  is  not  as  if  you  had  cared  for  her  yourself,  is 
it,  Gordon?"  he  asks,  as,  in  spite  of  himself,  he  feels 
a  twinge  of  comuunction. 

"No,  of  course  not,  you  foolish  boy!"  is  the  laugh- 
ing, reply;  and  this  time  Bertie  goes  away  quite  satis- 
fied. 

The  next  day  there  was  a  dinner  party  to  be  given 
at  Ainslee  Court,  and  all  the  afternoon  Bertie  spends 
with  Clare  alone,  while.  Miss  Priscilla  is  busy,  on 
hospitable  thoughts  intent.  They  sit  under  the  trees 
on  the  lawn,  and  Bertie  reads  snatches  of  poetry 
aloud,  every  now  and  then  dropping  the  book  to 
gaze  in  his  cousin's  dreamily  beautiful  eyes  that  are 
fixed  far  away  on  vacancy,  while  her  hands  are 
clasped  tightly  together  in  her  lap,  and  her  work  has 
fallen  on  the  grass  unheeded. 

"How  lovely,  Clare,"  says  the  boy  vaguely. 
"What  is  lovely,  Bertie?" 

"I  don't  know,"   he   answers,  looking  about  him 
wonderingly — "everything  I  think." 
"What  a  dreamer  you  are!" 

"Thank  heaven  for  such  a  dream  as  this!"  says 
Bertie.  , 


Clare  shivers  a  little. 

"What  is  a  dream  after  all?  One  has  to  wake  up 
from  it  at  last,  and  it  only  makes  realities  harder  to 
bear." 

"Ah,  but  no  one  can  take  the  memory  of  it  away! 
Clare,  whatever  happens,  remember  this — that  with 
you  I  have  spent  the  happiest  hours  of  my  life,  and 
my  love  for  you  has  kept  my  firm  faith  in  heaven 
and  man." 

"Bertie  how  seriously  you  speak!  Is  anything  the 
matter  with  you?"  asks  Clare  surprised  at  hearing 
such  words  from  light-hearted  Bertie. 
.  "Nothing — unless  joy  has  made  me  giddy  and 
frightened.  It  is  only  when  one  is  intensely  happy 
that  one  knows  the  real  meaning  of  fear.  I  am  like 
a  man  walking  in  the  midst  of  thieves  while  his 
pockets  are  full- of  gold.  I  seem  to  have  so  much  to 
lose  now." 

Clare's  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  she  listens  to  him, 
"Dear  Bertie!"  she  whispers  softly. 
The  lad's  face  flushes  and  brightens  at  the  words. 
"Say  it  again,  Clare,"   he  says  eagerly;  "it  rests 
and  soothes  me  so  when  you  speak  like  that." 

"You  are  not  well,  dear,"  she  says  anxiously; 
"come  in  out  of  the  sun." 

"No,  I  will  not  stir  an  inch  till  I  am  obliged,"  he 
answers,  smiling — "I  mean  to  keep  this  dream  as 
long  as  I  possibly  can."  And  then  he  takes  up  his 
book  again  and  reads  ou  until  Miss  Grand  appears  at 
the  open  window. 

"Go  and  cut  me  some  flowers  for  the  table,  there's 
good  children,"  she  says,  with  surprising  gracious- 
ness;  and  they  got  up  to  do  her  bidding,  wondering 
what  has  caused  this  unusual  amiability. 
"After  this,  the  deluge!"  laughs  Bertie. 
But  Miss  Grand  has  method  in  her  madness;  al- 
though outwardly  so  cold  and  repellant,  she  has  a 
tender  spot  in  her  heart  for  her  careless  nephew,  and 
she  has  a  warmer  affection  even  for  her  niece  than 
she  would  be  willing  to  confess.  It  had  been  the 
one  dream  of  her  life  to  see  these  two  married,  and 
now,  when  she  finds  her  plans  so  near  fruition,  her 
delight  is  unbounded. 

"Bless  the  children,"  she  says  to  herself,  "they 
shall  have  every  penny  of  mine  when  I'm  gone,  and 
half  of  it  while  I  live!" 

Bertie  goes  with  Clare  to  gather  the  necessary 
flowers,  and  stands  hatching  her  as  she  moves  from 
one  plant  to  another,  choosing  which  to  cut  and 
which  to  leave  to  blossom  a  little  longer.  The  young 
fellow  watches  her  whistfully,  such  a  sad  yearning 
expression  in  his  usually  bright  eye  that  involuntar- 
ily Clare's  manner  becomes  softer  and  more  caress- 
ing as  she  notes  it.  She  comes  towards  him  and  fas- 
tens a  brilliant  scarlet  geranium  with  a  piece  of  maid- 
en-hair fern  in  his  coat,  and  then  steps  back  to  see 
the  effect. 

"You  look  like  a  swell,  Bertie!"  she  cries  gaily. 
"Do  I?"  he  answers,  smiling.  "I  feel  very  proud;" 
and  then  he  has  to  rush  back  to  the  barracks  to  dress 
for   dinner,  returning  an   hour   later   with    Colonel 
Melladew,  Captain  Cain  and  Gordon  Hay. 

It  is  the  last  time  the  poor  moth  is  to  flutter 
around  the  candle,"  says  the  last  in  a  whisper  to 
Bertie,  smiling  ruefully,  as  he  jumps  down  from  the 
dog-cart  thtt  has  brought  them;  but  the  young  fellow 
has  quite  got  over  his  fears  now. 

"What  a  melodramatic  goose  I  was  last  night!"  he 
answers  looking  rather  ashamed  of  himself.  "It  was 
awful  good  of  you  not  to  laugh  at  me,  Beauty." 

Captain  Cain  takes  Clare  down  to  dinner,  and  is 
very  devoted  to  her,  while  she,  who  never  can  resist 
flirting  when  occasion  offers,  smiles  back  at  him  and 
flushes  charmingly  at  his  cleverly- worded  compli- 
ments, little  heeding  that  she  is  thereby  making 
three  of  her  faithful  admirers  very  unhappy. 

"I  wasn't  such  a  fool  as  to  expect  to  win  her  my- 
self," thinks  Colonel  Melladew  indignantly;  "but  to 
see  that  scoundrel  Cain  making  the  running,  and  be- 
ing encouraged  to  boot,  is  enough  to  make  a  saint 
swear!" 

"She  is  a  little  flirt,  and  perhaps  everything  is  for 
the  best;  after  all,  as  some  one  says,  'there  are  more 
women  than  one  in  the  world,'  though,  under  the 
circumstances,  it  is  difficult  to  believe  it,"  colilo- 
quises  Gordon  Hay,  sighing  dolefully  over  his  soap. 
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Bertie,  if  ho  does  feel  a  passing  twinge  of  pain, 
shakes  it  off  bravely,  determined   that  nothing  shall 

make  him  doubt  her,  even  for  one  moment,  or  think 
her  other  than  the  most  perfect  of  women.  Every- 
thing most  come  to  an  end,  and  this  dinner,  which 
to  three  of  the  party  seems  interminable,  is  over  at 
last,  while  even  Clare  rises  with  a  feeling  of  relief  in 
answer  to  her  aunt's  signal.  The  drawing-room  is 
dull  and  hot,  and  so,  leaving  her  aunt  to  entertain 
her  guests,  Clare  strolls  through  the  French  windows 
into  the  garden. 

It  is  a  strange,  heavy  night,  and  the  sky  is  bright- 
ened only  by  a  threating  red  gleam,  which  seems  to 
fortoken  a  terrible  storm  before  long;  not  a  star  is 
visible,  and  the  moon  is  quite  obscured  by  dark  gray 
clouds.  The  flowers  are  black  in  the  absence  of  light 
and  the  trees  above  her  loom  angrily,  like  shadows  of 
evil.  How  long  the  girl  stands  dreaming  there,,  she 
does  not  know,  but  presently  a  voice  breaks  in  upon 
her  reverie,  and  turning  round  suddenly,  she  rinds 
Captain  Hay  at  her  side. 

"What — have  you  all  followed  us  already?"  she 
cries  in  unfaltering  surprise.  "How  early  you  are 
to-night!'* 

"It  is  only  I,"  he  answers  smiling.  "The  others 
are  still  over  their  wine,  and  Bertie,  sorely  against 
the  grain,  has  to  do  the  polite  and  stay  with  them, 
for  Mr.  Colquhoun  is  fast  asleep  in  his  chair." 

"So  like  papa!"  laughs  Clare.  "Drowsiness  is 
quite  a  specialty  of  his;  it  is  hopeless  trying  to  keep 
him  awake  after  dinner." 

She  looks  ao  bright  and  fragile  in  the  midst  of  the 
dark  heavy  trees  that,  in  Captain  Hay's  admiring 
eyes  she  seems  like  a  vision  of  something  very  fair 
and  pure  from  above,  and  it  seems  almost  a  sacrilege 
to  go  on  speaking  of  ordinary  things.  In  spite  of 
his  outward  carelessness  and  pretended  disbelief  in 
a  woman's  love  or  faith,  his  is  a  very  superstitious 
and  sentimental  nature,  and,  being  so  deeply  in  love 
with  this  girl,  he  has  vested  her  with  almost  unnat- 
ural virtues  and  has  crowned  her  with  a  halo  of  ro- 
mance, although  half  angry  with  himself  at  the  same 
time  for  what  he  calls  his  stupidity, 

"Besides,  it  is  like  being  foiled  with  one's  own 
weapon,"  he  thinks  to  himself,  "for  she  does  flirt 
outrageously — and  that  is  the  one  touch  of  earth 
which  saves  her  from  being  quite  an  angel,  and  con- 
sequently beyond  the  reach  of  man;  but,  after  all, 
what  are  her  faults  or  virtues  to  me?"  And,  thinking 
thus,  he  says  coldly — 

'■I  am  come  to  say  'good-bye,'  Miss   Colquhoun." 
"Captain  Hay!" 

"I  am  going  on  leave  to-morrow  for  a  month — or 
two." 

"This  is  very  suddenly  surely?"  exclaims  Clare 
catching  her  breath. 

"I  made  up  my  mind  last  night." 
"After  you  left  us?" 

"Yes — in  the  evening,  Miss  Colquhoun." 
A  sudden  thought  flashes  through  the  girl's  mind, 
that   perhaps  he  is   leaving  on  her  account,  and   she 
says  hastily — 

"I  think  you  are  quite  right,  Captain  Hay.  A 
change  of  air  and  scene  is  often  beneficial." 

"Perhaps;  but  that  is  not  my  reason  forgoing," 
he  answers  quietly.  ■ 

"No?  Then  it  is  business?" 

"I  have  no  business;  that  is  the  one  advantage  of 
being  a  younger  son — at  least  one  has  no  responsi- 
bility," is  the  bitter  reply. 

"Then  why  do  you  go?"  she  asks  curiously. 
"Because  the  fate  which  brought   me  here   drives 
me  away.     I  am  the  sport  of  the  wind  and  the  tides, 
and  they  do  with  me  what  they  will." 

"Surely  a  very  purposeless  life?"  she  ventures  in 
timid  remonstrance. 

"Yes,  a  very  purposeless  life — since  yesterday." 
"Ah,"  ejaculates  the  girl  softly,  and  she  turns  her 
face  away  thar  tt  may  betray  no   unuttered   thought, 
"the  yesterdays  of  life  are  always  so  pleasant." 

"Yes,"  he  agrees  sadly,  "and  to-morrows  so  cruel- 
ly blank.  Who  is  it  that  can  take  to  himself  joy  in 
the  future?  It  is  better  far  to  have  something  in  the 
past;  but  I  have  neither." 

[to  be  continued."!  1 


has  saturated  his  mind  with  that,  he  might, 
with  profit,  roam  through  "Little  Jack  Hor- 
ner," "Jack,  the  Giant  Killer,"  etc. 


|5TNo  communication  will  be  inserted  unleRS  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Madison. — It  does  not  necessarily  follow 
that  a  man  is  a  mouse  because  he  eats 
cheese. 

Dominie. — It  is  stated  that  there  are  8,000,- 
000  pupils  enrolled  in  the  public  schools  of 
the  United  States.  But  we  have  no  means  of 
ascertaining  the  amount  of  chewing  gum 
which  the  young  students  consume  in  the 
course  of  a  year. 

McGee. — There  are  various  opinions  as  to 
where  the  seat  of  vitality  is  located.  Some 
are  of  the  opinion  it  is  in  the  stomach,  while 
others  maintain  it  is  in  the  heart.  For  our 
own  part,  we  know  that  the  seat  of  a  lazy 
man's  breeches  is  usually  located  in  a  chair. 

Volusia. — "When  leaving  table  you  should 
fold  your  napkin  neatly  and  leave  it  beside 
your  plate.  It  is  not  considered  etiquette  to 
put  it  in  your  pocket  and  carry  it  away  with 
you.  In  fact  such  a  proceeding  reduces  you 
to  the  level  of  a  Cabinet  officer  under  Grant's 
administration. 

Antequakian. — We  think  Michael  Reese 
was  not  a  member  of  the  ship's  company  who 
sailed  in  "Noah's  Ark."  In  fact  we  are  al- 
most sure  that,  if  he  had  been,  Emperor 
Norton  would  have  thrown  him  overboard, 
because  that  amiable  sociable  old  gentleman 
despises  mean  company. 

Nautical. — The  man  who  wrote  "A  life  on 
the  ocean  wave"  never  made  a  longer  voyage 
than  from  here  to  Oakland.  Even  that  trip 
he  took  but  once;  and,  as  he  was  sea  sick  all 
the  way,  it  is  presumed  that  he  drew  his  in- 
spiration from  a  vivid  immagination.  The 
daily  papers  frequently  do  the  same  thing 
when  they  wish  to  back  up  a  reckless  state- 
ment. 

Scotia. — Burgoo,  is  a  Scotch  delicacy;  if 
you  want  any  further  information  concern- 
in"'  it,  you  may  apply  to  the  editor  of  the 
Post.  Judging  from  the  interesting  romance 
which  that  paper  published  a  few  weeks  ago 
concerning  the  many  virtues  of  the  Scotch 
race,  we  should  immagine  that  either  he  or 
some  one  of  his  associates  or  contributors 
will  be  able  to  give  it  to  you. 

Pluto. — This  correspondent  states  that  he 
is  about  engaging  in  the  study  of  English 
literature  and  wishes  our  advice  as  to  the 
works  he  should  commence  with.  Pluto's. 
communication  is  lying  before  us  at  this 
minute,  and  we  earnestly  commend  to  his  at- 
tention an  elementary  dictionary.     When  he 


THE    DELINQUENT    SUBSCRIBER. 

One  day  last  week,  while  sad  and  dreary, 
As  wo  wended,  weak  and  weary, 

Across  the  unswept  floor ; 
We  heard,  at  first  a  gentle  tapping, 
Then  it  became  an  earnest  rapping, 

At  our  Eunctum  door. 

'•Come  in!"  we  said;  while  yet  he  pondered, 
And  in  silence  we  still  wondered 

What  for  us  could  be  in  store; 
Then,  the  door-bolt  gently  turning, 
In  he  walked.     Our  cheek  was  burning! 

Thoughts  of  crimson  gore. 

"Are  you  the  man  who  does  the  writing  ?" 
(What  word  will  rhyme  with  this  but  fighting! 

Quickly  thought  we,  o'er  and  o'er.) 
"Sir,  we  are,"  we  gently  told  him, 
Nodding  to  the  boys  to  hold  him, 

If  he  tried  to  beat  us  sore. 

"Then  you'll  please  give  me  a  credit 
Opposite  that  little  debit, 

For  two  dollars  more. 
I  like  your  paper,  and  will  take  it 
As  long  as  you  will  strive  to  make  it, 

As  good  as  it  has  been  before." 

We  jumped!    He  dodged!    Thus  we  missed  him, 
Or  surely  we  would  have  kissed  him, 

No  matter  if  the  boys  did  roar; 
So  seldom  treated  in  this  manner, 
We  felt  inclined  to  sing  hosannah! 

Only  this  and  nothing  more. 


Two  Smart  Young  Men. 
Two  smart  young  men  got  on  a  Burlington 
and  Cedar  Kapids  train  and  laid  themselves 
out  to  amuse  and  instruct  the  passengers. 
Very  many  funny  things  did  these  two  bril- 
liant young  men,  and  it  did  seem  as  though 
Providence  had  been  just  too  kind  to  the 
other  passengers  to  let  them  ride  on  the  train 
with  such  smart  young  men.  But  presently 
there  loomed  up  for  them  a  colossal  oppor- 
tunity, when  a  lady,  attended  by  a  little  girl 
and  a  little  dog,  came  into  the  car.  The  two 
young  men  vied  with  each  other  in  saying 
funny  things  about  the  pup.  Prssently  the 
funniest  young  man  said,  in  tones  of  per- 
plexity, "Well,  let  me  see,  they  make  dogs 
pay  on  this  train,  don't  they  ?"  And  then 
the  lady  turned  around,  and  said,  in  just  the 
dryest  tones  you  ever  heard  a  lady  say  any- 
thing, "Then  you'd  better  get  off  before  the 
conductor  comes  in."  There  was  a  great 
deal  of  talking  and  a  great  deal  of  laughter 
in  the  ear  between  the  place  where  the  acci- 
dent occurred  and  Burlington,  but  the  men 
who  were  killed  at  the  siege  of  Jerusalem 
were  noisy,  roaring,  howling  bacchanalians 
a  week  ago  in  comparison  with  those  two 
young  men  for  the  rest  of  the  trip. — Hawk- 
eye.  ^^ 

"What  station  is  this?"  exclaimed  a  nerv- 
ous old  lady,  as  the  train  came  to  a  sudden 
stand-still  between  Santa  Eosa  and  Healds- 
burg.  "This,"  replied  the  polite  young  man 
just  back  of  her,  "is  station-ary."  The  n.  o. 
1.  merely  remarked  "Oh I"  and  fainted. 

Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.  35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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Tlie  Very  Fresuesl  American  Humor 

How  to  solve  the  great  theological  mystery 
— Fool  with  an  unloaded  gun. 

A  new  "bread-kneader"  has  been  invented. 
It  is  not  so  dirty  as  the  old  bread  needer — 
the  tramp. 

Miss  Kellogg  says  she  is  going  to  marry  a 
poor  man.  This  determination  counts  out 
all  the  paragraphers. 

The  poorest  excuse  that  a  man  can  give  for 
staying  away  from  church  is  that  he  is  afraid 
that  it  will  blow  up. 

It  is  said  that  eating  onions  will  prevent 
the  lips  from  chapping.  It  will  certainly 
keep  the  chaps  from  girls'  lips. 

A  Biddeford,  Me.,  lady  has  taught  her  dog 
to  carry  the  train  of  her  dress.  He  is  now  a 
train-ed  dog  of  the  S-panier-1  breed. 

"You  may  break,  you  may  shatter  the  vase, 
if  you  will,"  but  the  frightful  keramics  pasted 
on  by  the  women  folks  will  stick  to  it  still. 

A  newspaper  speaks  of  a  horse  that  eats 
meat.  Jones  says  he  has  never  seen  a  horse 
actually  eat  meat,  but  he  has  seen  one  run- 
ning for  a  stake. 

Pretty  Pauline  Markham  has  lost  her  tights 
The  sheriff  took  them  on  a  writ  of  attach- 
ment. She  must  have  been  in  a  pretty 
"tight"  place — financially. 

Newark,  N.  J.,  police  made  a  raid  the 
other  night  on  a  place  called  "The  House  of 
Blazes,"  kept  by  a  woman.  It  is  suspected 
that  her  first  name  is  Helen. 

The  Detroit  Free  Press  asks:  "Are  water- 
melons healthy  ?"  They  are  not.  They  are 
dropsical,  and  never  attain  a  "ripe  old  age," 
seldom  living  over  sis  months. 

The  man  who  had  sis  poor  old  hills  of 
struggling  strawberry  plants  cut  dowu  by  the 
frost  may  be  heard  inquiring  where  he  can 
buy  Bob  Ingersoll's  lectures. 

"Ah,"  sighed  a  hungry  tramp,  "I  wish  I 
was  a  hoss,  blame  if  I  don't.  He's  nearly 
always  got.  a  bit  in  his  mouth,  while  I  haven't 
had  a  bit  in  mine  for  two  days." 

It  seems  phon-e  that  the  names  of  all  Mr. 
Edison's  inventions  end  in  "phone."  But 
that  is  better  than  if  they  ended  in  smoke — 
or,  like  the  Keely  motor,  in  talk. 

Question  for  debating  societies — "Would 
Lamb  or  Bacon  have  made  the  best  para- 
grapher  ?  "Why  omit  the  educated  Hogg, 
whose  "tales"  were  once  so  popular? 

Edison  says  that  with  his  new  aurophone 
he  can  register  a  girl's  kiss.  But  who  want's 
to  have  a  girl's  kiss  from  an  aurophone? 
We  would  rather  have  it  from  her  own  lips. 

Henry  Bergh  protests  against  sportsmen 
shooting  pigeons.  It  is  hoped  "stool  pig- 
eons" are  excepted.  He  should  rather  en- 
courage the  shooting  of  the  last  named  va- 
riety. 


Canvas  suspenders  now  seem  to  be  worn 
by  most  all  ladies.  There's  no  "give"  to 
them,  and  that's  the  reason  you  occasionally 
hear  a  button  fly  off  when  a  lady  grabs  for 
her  skirt. 

"Can  any  one  in  the'  school  tell  me  why  a 
ship  is  called  she?"  asked  a  teacher  in  a  sub- 
urban school  the  other  day.  "Because  she 
is  rigged  up  ?"  answered  a  smart  boy  in  the 
back  row. 

The  editor  of  the  Whitehall  Times  was  born 
under  a  lucky  star.  Only  a  few  months  ago 
he  was  appointed  Canal  Collector,  and  now 
he  has  been  sued  for  libel.  You  can't  re- 
press genius. 

A  neighboring  town  is  to  have  a  "straw- 
berry mite  sociable."  It  is  something  simi- 
lar, we  think,  to  the  early  strawberry  short- 
cake. You  get  a  mite-y  little  strawberry  for 
your  money. 

A  little  boy  was  passing  along  the  street 
with  a  feeble  step  and  a  face  full  of  misery. 
The  good  lady  stopped,  and  kindly  inquired 
what  ailed  him.  "Don't  you  eat  any  cher- 
ries," said  he. 

The  safe  man  carries  a  pocket  umbrella. 
Why  the  "safe"  man  should  carry  a  pocket 
umbrella  any  sooner  than  the  man  who 
doesn't  manufacture  safes,  or  a  refrigerator 
man,  needs  some  explanation. 

A  Sunday  school  scholar  who,  being  told 
how  God  punished  the  Egyptians  by  causing 
the  first-born  of  each  household  to  be  killed, 
rejoined  with,  "What  would  God  have  done 
if  there  had  been  twins  ?" 

The  sermon  of  the  best  preacher  in  the 
world  will  not  make  as  much  impression  upon 
a  congregation  as  the  sudden  battering  of 
rain  on  the  window-panes  of  a  church  con- 
taining two  hundred  new  spring  bonnets. 

An  art  critic  says  "the  price  of  pictures 
improves  with  age."  Mr.  Palson  says  this  is 
not  so.  He  paid  two  dollars  for  a  chromo 
six  years  ago,  and  a  friend  told  him  yester- 
day that  he  wouldn't  give  him  twenty  cents 
for  it. 

The  K.  Y.  Commercial  Advertiser,  speaking 
of  the  elevated  railroad,  says  it  "only  costs 
five  cents  to  feel  yourself  whirled  along  above 
the  petty  affairs  of  life."  None  too  cheap, 
considering  the  danger  of  being  whirled  into 
the  next  world. 

The  Whitehall  Times  prints  a  map  of  a 
coffin  containing  an  effigy,  and  headed  "This 
man  was  talked  to  death."  If  the  original 
looked  anything  like  the  counterfeit,  he  de- 
served a  worse  fate.  He  should  have  been 
stonad  to  death. 

The  Danbury  News  man  is  the  teacher  of  -a 
Bible  class  of  twenty  young  men.  At  first 
he  found  the  task  rather  discouraging,  as  his 
scholars  accepted  all  his  scripture  illustra- 
tions as  jokes,  and  snickered  "right  out  in 
meeting,"  as  it  were. 

When  Mrs.  Crowley  asked  her  husband, 
James,  to  assist  her  in  canning  some  berries, 
he  refused  on  the  ground  that  he  had  signed 
the  Murphy  pledge,  and  "didn't  want  to  be- 
come a  case  of  Jim  jams,  although  he  could 
'jam'  as  well  as  any  woman." 

"The  Prseger  Landwirthschaflliches  Wo- 
chenblalt  recommends  the  sting  of  bees  as  a 
cure  for  rheumatism."  But  what  does  it  re- 
commend for  lockjaw,  caused  by  the  patient 
attempting  to  pronounce  its  name  ?  Prob- 
ably the  kick  of  a  mule  would  unlock  it. 

A  good  college  education  often  makes  a 
young  man  familiar  with  heathen  deities,  but 


somehow  prevents  his  becoming  acquainted 
with  human  nature,  Once  a  man  has  an  ac- 
quaintance with  the  gods  he  will  not  stoop 
to  appreciate  the  good  that  is  in  mortals. 

William  Joseph,  of  Ackley,  La.,  while  dry- 
ing his  head  with  a  towel  rubbed  off  every 
hair,  besides  eye-brows,  mustache  and  whis- 
kers. It  must  have  been  a  printing  office 
towel.  The  p.  o,  towel,  it  may  be  as  well  to 
explain,  is  frequently  used  by  the  foreman 
to  rasp  off  a  brass  rule  when  he  can't  find  the 
file. 

An  English  medical  authority  says  that 
persons  who  blow  the  big  horn  in  a  band 
rarely  live  beyond  a  period  of  three  years. 
The  same  may  be  said  of  the  persons  who 
swallow  big  horns  in  a  whisky  saloon.  Even 
the  Big  Horn  country  and  the  horns  of  a  bull 
are  dangerous.  Avoid  all  "horns" — even 
those  of  a  dilemma. 

The  Detroit  Fiee  Press  says  that  a  publisher 
who  pays  over  $50  for  a  poem  by  Tennyson 
or  any  one  else  dosen't  get  the  worth  of  his 
money.  As  long  as  the  Sweet  Singer  of 
Michigan  writes  Tennysoniun  rhymes  for  two 
cents  a  pound,  it  does  seem  like  a  reckless 
piece  of  extravagance  for  a  publisherto  pay 
over  five  dollars  for  a  good  poem. 

A  South  Camden  school  teacher  was  en- 
deavoring to  explain  the  meaning  of  the  word 
'enough"  to  a  dear,  cute  little  girl  of  five 
years.  Said  the  teacher,  "If  a  cat  was  to  eat 
a  whole  lot  of  bread,  and  lap  a  whole  lot  of 
milk,  and  eat  some  fish  and  a  whole  lot  of 
things,  what  would  the  cat  have  ?"  "Kit- 
tens?" exclaimed  the  unsophisticated  crea- 
ture. 

An  English  actress  who  came  over  here 
last  year,  has  gone  home  without  winning 
fame.  She  was  not  sharp.  The  reason  she 
didn't  get  fifty  thousand  dollars  worth  of 
free  advertising  was  because  she  persistently 
refused  to  break  a  limb,  or  have  the  lock- 
jaw, or  poison  her  pet  dog,  or  become  the 
victim  of  a  runaway,  or  marry  a  man  one 
week  and  apply  for  a  divorce  the  next. 

Sothern  and  his  "Crushed  Tragedian" 
were  hissed  in  London.  We  should  judge, 
after  reading  the  London  comic  weeklies, 
that  the  English  could  not  appreciate  such 
uproarious  fun.  It  Sothern  were  to  drama- 
tize an  American  Counterfeit  Detector,  in- 
troducing a  couple  of  funerals  to  tone  down  ■ 
the  humor,  and  bring  out  the  play  in  Lon- 
don, ha  would,  no  doubt,  make  the  buttons 
fly  in  all  directions. 

A  dangerous  epidemic  has  broken  out  in 
this  country  within  a  few  months.  It  is  cal- 
led ' '  A-husband-shoots-his-wif  e-in-mistake- 
for-a-burglar."  The  surest  preventive  for 
this  disease  is  for  the  wife  to  sleep  on  the 
outer  edge  of  the  bed  with  the  pistol  under 
her  head.  Then  when  the  'burglar  is  heard, 
she  must  grab  the  weapon  and  jump  out  to 
confront  him  while  the  husband  scrouges 
close  to  the  wall  and  draws  the  bed  covers 
over  his  head. 

Some  one  suggests  that  hospital  walls 
should  be  made  as  cheery  as  possible.  Yes; 
let  them  be  covered  with  circus  posters.  To 
a  sick  or  maimed  man  nothing  will  afford 
more  delight  than  to  be  recalled  from  the 
present  to  boyhood's  sunny  days,  when  he 
sold  his  mother's  copper  preserving  kettle 
for  twenty-five  cents  to  pay  his  way  into  the 
circus.  A  circus  poster  with  three  elephants 
turning  handsprings,  a  man  tearing  open  a 
lion(s  jaws,  a  bow-legged  clown,  and  a  man 
turning  a  somersault  over  sixteen  horses,  will 
forcibly  remind  him  of  those  happy  days. 
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It  is  said  that  to  plant  a  eucalyptus  tree  in 
a  bed  will  rid  it  of  mosquitos. 

Hem-y  Ward  Beeeher  left  Brooklyn  for 
San  Francisco  yesterday.  Where  are  those 
hostile  Indians?    Now  is  the  time ! 

The  average  age  of  a  sheep  is  ten  years, 
but  no  matter  what  is  their  age  they  resume 
their  maiden  name  of  lamb  when  killed.  ■ 

Gen.  Trepoff,  whom  Vera  Sassulitch  al- 
most killed,  has  had  a  stroke  of  apoplexy. 
This  seems  to  be  a  bad  time  for  the  "offs." 

Mra.  Schenck  bore  babies  three. 
And  they  were  plumb  and  healthy; 
But  Mr.  Schenck,  the  parent  tree, 
Is  very  far  from  wealthy. 

Vice-Admiral  Pophoff,  of  the  Bussian 
Navy,  has  been  stricken  with  paralysis.  For 
a  man  in  that  position  his  name  is  very  sug- 
gestive. 

Wine  is  made  from  wild  oranges  in  Flori- 
da— but  we  feel  a  burning  desire  to  know 
what  is  made  out  of  the  wild  orangemen  in 
Montreal  ? 

Over  two  and  a  quarter  million  pounds  of 
wool  has  been  shipped  this  season  from  Cor- 
pus Christi,  Tex.  It  seems  to  us  that  the 
corpse  must  be  pretty  bare  by  this  time. 

"A  rose  by  any  other  name  would  smell  as 
sweet."  Nevertheless  the  man  whose  wife 
has  just  presented  him  with  a  twentieth  son 
and  heir  is  beginning  to  think  that  initials 
are  onimous.     His  are  D.  A.  D. 

There  is  a  silent  sorrow  there,  said  the 
small  boy,  and  he  put  his  hand  on  the  place 
where  he  had  deposited  three  quarts  of 
stolen  cherries.  But  the  officer  didn't  have 
a  stomach  pump  and  so  he  had  to  let  him  go. 

The  Managers  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute 
announce  that  their  Thirteenth  Grand  Exhi- 
bition will  open  on  Tuesday,  August  13th. 
We  have  every  reason  to  believe  that  this 
will  be  the  finest  exhibition  they  have  ever 
organized. 

Scribner  wants  to  know  who  will  step  into 
the  high  place  left  vacant  by  the  death  of 
Bryant.  We  don't  know  for  certain  but  we 
suppose  it  will  be  Dan  O'Connell,  or  Harry 
Dam,  or  A.  B.  Pieace,  or — our  ink  is  giving 
out  and  we  must  economise. 


It  is  proposed  to  put  a  clause  in  our  new 
Constitution  making  eight  hours  a  day's 
work.  We  would  like  to  see  another  clause 
add«d  which  would  impress  upon  the  mind 
of  the  nimble  mosquito  and  flea  that  six 
hours,  at  least,  are  required  to  constitute  a 
night's  sleep. 

In  Texas,  recently  a  woman,  being  accused 
by  her  husband  of  infidelity,  drowned  her- 
self and  her  three  children.  That  was  but 
poor  revenge.  When  our  husband  accuses 
us  of  infidelity  we  mean  to  paste  him  on  the 
head  with  a  rolling  pin  until  we  beat  sense 
into  him.  When  that  is  accomplished  we 
may  possible  drown  him,     Tom,  bewarel 

A  honest  laboring  man,  residing  on  Berry 
street,  returned  home  from  his  work  the 
other  evening  somewhat  thirsty,  and  drank  a 
pint  bottle  of  yeast  by  mistake.  He  rose 
through  the  roof  immediately  and  has  not 
since  been  heard  of.  Theological  authori- 
ties are  debating  amongst  themselves  as  to 
whether  he  has  gone  to  heaven — or  the  moon. 
But  the  widow  is  looking  around  for  another 
protector  all  the  same. 


Where  He  Gained. 

He  was  a  strawberry  man.  He  drove  his 
old  horse  and  wagon  under  the  shade  of  a 
tree  on  Elizabeth  street  west  at  noon  yester- 
day, tired  of  screaming  and  anxious  to  meas 
ure  up  what  he  had  left  and  see  if  his  receipts 
agreed.  He  measured,  and  there  were  eleven 
quarts.  He  counted  up  his  money,  and  he 
found  he  was  a  quart  of  strawberries  ahead. 
He  measured  again  and  counted  again,  and 
he  was  puzzled.  • 

"Let's  see!"  he  mused,  as  he  hid  a  bad 
berry  under  the  pile,  "I  measured  my  thumb 
along  with  a  quart  of  berries  twice  on  Hayes 
street,  three  times  on  Fell  street,  once  on 
Polk  and  twice  on  this  street,  and  that  ac- 
counts for  a  pint.  Now,  how  did  I  save  that 
other  pint  ?  I  slid  off  six  berries  at  that 
brick  house,  three  at  the  cottage,  seven  or 
eight  when  I  sold  to  that  boy,  and — and — ?" 

He  reflected  for  a  moment,  and  then  as  a 
bright  smile  crossed  his  face  he  exclaimed : 

"Egad!  I  have  it!  I  remember  now  that 
I  measured  both  thumbs  at  once  over  on 
"Van  Ness  Avenue !  That  tallies  to  a  berry, 
and  my  mind  is  relieved  of  a  great  burden !" 


The  Sorrows  of  Genius. 

The  night  is  waning,  and  the  hush  of  in- 
spiration makes  the  sanctum  solemn.  The 
news  editor  has  just  written  himself  a  New 
York  dispatch,  telling  all  about  the  sea  ser- 
pent. The  political  editor  is  just  closing  a 
crusher  full  of  blood  and  thunder,  and  wind- 
ing up  with  a  terriffic  exposure.  The  proof- 
reader is  opening  a  new  case  of  pencils  for 
the  purpose  of  marking  all  the  errors  in  six 
lines  of  proof.  The  funny  man.  from  the 
sorrowful  expression  of  his  sorrowful  counte- 
nance, is  known  to  be  in  the  throes  of  a  joke. 
The  joke  is  born,  and  this  is  its  name; 

"A  man  died  in  Atchinson,  Kas.,  last  week, 
from  eating  diseased  buffalo  meat.  A  clear 
case  of  suicide  from  cold  bison." 

Enter  the  intelligent  compositor.  "This 
Atchison  item,  what  is  the  last  word  ?" 

To  him,  the  funny  man — "Bison." 

Intelligent  compositor — "B-i-s-o-n  ?" 

Funny  man — "Yes." 


The  intelligent  compositor  demands  to  be 
informed  what  it  means,  and  the  painstaking 
funny  man,  with  many  tears,  explains  the 
joke,  and  with  great  elaboration,  shows  forth 
how  it  is  a  play  on  "cold  pisen." 

"Oh,  yes,"  says  the  intelligent  compositor, 
and  retires.     Sets  it  up  "cold  poison." 

Funny  man  groans,  takes  the  proof,  seeks 
the  inteligent  compositor,  and  explains  tha"t 
he  wishes  not  only  to  make  a  play  on  the  word 
"pisen,"  but  also  on  the  word  "bison." 

"And  what  is  that?"  asks  the  intelligent 
compositor. 

The  funny  man  patiently  explains  that  it 
means  "buffalo." 

"Oh,  yes!"  shouts  the  intelligent  composi- 
tor; "now  I  understand." 

Mortified  funny  man  retires,  and  goes 
home  in  tranquil  confidence  and  growing 
fame. 

Paper  comes  out  in  the  morning  "cold  buf- 
falo." 

Tableau.  Bed  fire  and  slow  curtain. — 
Buriinglon  Hawkeye. 


Another  Quickened  Conscience. 

During  a  lull  in  the  conversation  yesterday 
evening,  grandfather  Lickshingle  startled  the 
family  by  remarking : 

"I've  lived  over  a  hundred  years  by  the 
watch,  and  never  felt  this  way  before,"  and 
he  blinked  in  a  very  sorrowful  manner. 

"What's  the  matter?"  asked  mother,  who 
was  at  his  side  in  an  instant. 

"I  don't  know,"  he  said,  "unless  I  have  a 
quickened  conscience,"  and  he  blinked  and 
stared  by  turns  in   a  very  alarming  manner. 

"I  feel  sort  of  hot  around  the  ears,"  he 
went  on,  an'  mebber  I'd  better  confess." 

His  whole  frame  trembled  like  a  leaf,  and 
a  deadly  pallor  overspread  his  face.  A  win- 
dow was  thrown  open,  which  seemed  to  re- 
vive him,  and  he  gasped: 

"I  wrote  'Beautiful  Snow!'" 

"You  did  nothing  of  the  sort,"  yelled  fa- 
ther; "I  wrote  it  myself,  and  can  prove  it!" 

Grandfather  went  on  with    his  confession: 

"I  killed  old  man  Junius  and  the  Nathan 
Letters!  Bind  up  your  horse !  Give  me  another 
wound!" 

Another  window  was  opened. 

"I  voted  for  Til—" 

Something  rose  in  the  wretched  man's 
throat  and  choked  off  the  dreadful  sentence. 
Summoning  his  strength  again  he  whispered : 

"It  was  I  who  struck  Billy  Patterson — 
struck  him  twice;  once  for  a  V.,  next  time 
for  twenty,"  and  grandfather  fell  back  in  his 
chair  exhausted. 


MECHANICS'     INSTITUTE. 


Thirteenth  Iudustrial  Exhibition, 

SAN  FRANCISCO,    1878. 


The  Managers  have  the  honor  to  announce  to  the 
public  that  the  THIRTEENTH  GRAND  EXHIBI- 
TION OF  SIENOE,  ART  AND  INDUSTRY,  given 
under  the  auspicefl  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute,  will 
open  at  the  Pavilion,  on  Market,  Eighth  and  Mission 
streets,  on  TUESDAY,  AUGUST  13th. 

Great  and  unusual  attractions  will  be  presented  to  visitors. 
Mining-,  Agriculture  and  other  Machinery  will  he  in  motion.  Pa- 
cific Coast  Manufactures,  Minerals  and  Products  of  the  Soil  will  be 
fully  represented,  beside  many  new  and  interestini*  novelties  never 
before  exhibited  on  this  Coast. 

The  Art  Department  will  be  under  the  supervision  of  the 
San  Francisco  Art  Association,  a  guarantee  for  excellence  and 
completeness.  Local  Art  will  be  specially  represented,  as  also 
works  of  noted  foreign  artists,  selected  from  the  private  galleries 
of  this  city. 

The  Horticultnrnl  Garden,  so  popular  heretofore,  will  be 
made  still  more  attractive  this  year  by  the  addition  of  many  new 
features. 

The  Music— l?ach  afternoon  and  evening  a  first-class  Instru- 
mental Concert  mil  be  given  by  the  best  soloists  and  accomplished 
musicians  of  this  city,  with  a  daily  change  of  programme  of  the 
best  and  most  popular  music. 

No  expense  or  pains  will  be  spared  by  the  Management  that  will 
add  to  the  comfort  or  convenience  of  visiors. 

Applications  for  space  or  information  can  be  obtained  from  the 
Secretary,  at  the  Office,  27  Post  Street. 

IRVING  M.  SCOTT,  President. 
J.  H.  GILMORE,  Superintendent. 
J.  H.  CULVER,  Secretary. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


The  past  week  has  not  been  one  of  unusual 
success  in  the  theatrical  amusements  of  this 
city,  whether  the  matter  be  regarded  from 
the  stand  point  of  artistic  excellence  or  finan- 
cial profit.  One  is  occasionally  disposed  to 
wonder,  why  it  is  that  entertainments  which 
cultivate  the  higher  and  nobler  impulses  of 
our  nature  receive  but  a  slight  acknowledge- 
ment in  the  shape  of  public  patronage,  while 
those  which  appeal  to  our  sense  of  the  ridi- 
culous, or  to  our  sensual  instincts,  are  ap- 
plauded to  the  echo  by  a  well  filled  auditori- 
um. We  may  well  be  moved  to  astonishment 
when  we  see  the  sublime  conceptions  of  mas- 
ter minds  passed  by  in  favor  of  the  shallow 
sentimental  vaporings  of  the  senstional  play- 
wright, and  to  disgust  when  we  see  managers 
doing  all  in  their  power  to  encourage  and 
foster  that  depraved  taste;  yet  that  is  exactly 
the  position  of  public  amusements  in  this 
city  for  some  years  past. 

OAIJEORNIA   THEATRE. 

Through  this  week  has  given  us  the  celebra- 
ted sensational  piece,  "Diplomacy,"  enacted 
by  the  company  which  originally  brought  it 
out  in  New  York  and  achieved  considerable 
success  with  it  in  that  place.  It  may  be  that 
we  differ  from  a  New  York  audience  in  our 
standard  of  excellence,  at  any  rate  it  is  quite 
certain  that  we  cannot  join  with  them  in 
their  commendation  of  this  play — or  of  the 
players. 

Baldwin's. 
The  "Octroon"  by  the  Union  Square  Com- 
pany has  continued  to  hold  the  boards  for 
one  week  longer.  Compared  with  modern 
plays  the  "Octroon"  is  agood  piece,  but 
we  are  compelled  to  say  that  the  rendition  of 
it  suffers  when  subjected  to  the  same  test. 
There  were  inequalities  in  its'productions 
during  the  first  few  nights  which  we  expec- 
ted to  see  remedied,  but  our  expectations 
were  based  upon  slippery  ground. 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

Tony  Pastor  and  his  troupe  continued  to 
please  themselves  and  a  consideraqle  au- 
dience of  exacting  critics.  We  may  have  a 
different  idea  of  what  constitutes  humor  from 
that  entertained  by  Tony's  troupe,  but  we 
must  honestly  confess  that  the  expression 
"What  d'ye  soye  1"  repeated  65  times  an  hour 
somewhat  loses  its  force  as  a  witticism. 

CUES. 

Clara  Louise  Kellogg  proposes  to  sell 
Clarehurst,  her  country  place  at  Cold  Springs, 
New  York. 


BOse  Eytinge  is  being  lionized  in  London. 

Fanny  Davenport  is  studying  "Olivia,"  in 
London. 

"Around  the  World  in  Eighty  Days"  has 
been  revived  in  Paris. 

Lingard's  new  farcical  comedy,  "Tit  for 
Tat,"  has  achieved  a  moderate  success. 

Miss  Tettenhorn  the  German  soubrette, 
will  star  next  season  in  an  English  play. 

Mrs.  Dion  Boucicault  will  come  to  the 
United  States  on  a  starring  tour  in  the  fall. 
Dion  is  taking  a  rest. 

Clara  Morris,  after  her  Chicago  engage- 
ment, which  begins  on  Monday,  will  come 
here  and  will  play  in  light  comedy. 

Young  Levy  gave  another  personation  of 
"Kichaid  III."  at  the  California  on  Sunday 
evening  last,  supported  by  the  regular  com- 
pany. 

B,  C.  Hart,  of  the  Louisville  Metropolitan 
Theatre,  has  leased  the  West  Side  Folly 
Theatre,  Chicago,  for  three  years.  Variety 
will  be  the  staple. 

Miss  Kachel  Lowenthal,  a  gifted  young 
vocalist,  well  known  here,  announces  a  fare- 
well concert  for  July  31st,  at  the  Metropoli- 
tan Temple.  Her  object  is  to  obtain  funds 
for  a  course  in  a  European  conservatory,  and 
a  spirit  of  reciprocity  for  her  acceptable  ser- 
vices in  the  past  will  doubtless  make  the  be- 
nefit a  worthy  one. 

I  was  telling  Miss  Anderson  that  a  young 
actress  should  avoid  marriage.  The  priest- 
esses of  our  art  should  be  devoted  to  celi 
bacy.  The-  audience  is  a  husband  that  is 
never  out  of  temper — always  a  lover,  liberal, 
faithful  and  always  at  home.  She  cannot 
serve  two  masters.  An  actress  should  live 
among  the  illusions  of  life  as  long  as  she  can. 
Marriage  and  its  consequences  are  realities 
of  the  realest  kind. — Boucicault. 

Pianto,  a  Koman  playwright,  who  wrote 
2,200  years  ago,  among  other  rules  for  secur- 
ing good  order  at  the  theatres,  laid  down  the 
following: — "Let  the  matrons  listen  in  si- 
lence and  in  silence  laugh,  without  breaking 
our  ears  with  their  shrieks.  Let  them  keep 
their  chit-chat  for  home,  and  not  worry  their 
husbands  with  it  also  in  the  theatre.  Let 
the  nurses  keep  their  babies  at  home  and  not 
bring  them  to  the  theatre,  and  let  the  slaves 
leave  the  seats  to  the  free." 

In  a  provincial  theatre,  where  "Macbeth" 
was  recently  being  played  be  a  clever  man, 
who  was  also  a  very  great  favorite  with  the 
audience,  in  the  banquet  scene  he  had  de- 
livered his  words  to  the  ghost  of  Banquo, 
"Hence!  hence!  hence!"  when  he  dropped 
on  his  knee,  covering  his  face  with  his  robe 
and  shuddering  convulsively.  Just  as  the 
applause  was  over,  a  youth  in  the  gallery, 
carried  away  with  the  intensity  of  the  acting, 
cried  out,  "It's  all  right  now,  Smith;  he's 
gone." 

woodward's  gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the   differ- 


ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gvmnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness ofiice  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 

— In  the  present  depressed  state  of  all  city 
enterprises  a  number  of  citizens,  both  capi- 
talists and  laborers,  are  looking  to  the  coun- ' 
try  as  a  means  of  relief.  Were  the  idle  ca- 
pital now  cumbering  our  local  bank  vaults 
employed  in  the  country,  business  of  all  kinds 
would  experience  a  speedy  revival.  What  is 
needed  is  more  farming  and  less  speculation. 
The  Country  Real  Estate  Associates,  40  Cali- 
fornia street,  have  thousands  of  excellent 
farms  for  sale  at  fair  prices,  and  on  reason- 
able terms.  They  are  perfectly  reliable,  and 
will  give  both  residents  and  strangers  all  ne- 
cessary information  concerning  property  for 
sale.  Their  monthly  journal,  Homes  in  Cali- 
fornia, will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  appli- 
cation. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

619    CLAY    STREET. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  held  this 
day,  a  dividend  free  of  Federal  Tax,  of  seven  and 
one-half  (7%)  per  cent  per  annum  was  declared,  on 
all  deposits,  for  the  term  ending  June  29,  1878,  pay- 
able on  and  after  July  15,  1878. 

CYRUS  W.  CARMANY,  Cashier. 


WANTED. 
Good  Live  Business  Men  to  sell  the  Excelsior 
Improved  Letter  Copying  Book.  No  Press,  Brush 
or  "water  used,  copies  instantly.  Agents  outfit  $2.50. 
Agents  make  from  $10  to  $lo  per  day.  Address  Ex- 
celsior Manufacturing  Co.,  47  La  Salle  St.,  Chicago, 
111.  Incorporated  Feb.  16th,  1877.  Capital  $100,- 
000.    Exclusive  Territory  given. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 
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DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  eor.  Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  with  30th  June,  18f  8,  a 
dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  eight  (8) 
per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term  Deposits,  and  six  and 
two-tliirds  (6  2-3)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Ordinary 
Deposits,  free  of  Federal  Tax,  payable  on  and  after 
Tuesday,  July  1G,  1878. 

LOVELL  WHITE,  Cashier. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


The  German  Savings  and  Loan 
Society. 

For  the  half  year  ending  June  30,  1878,  the  Board 
of  Directors  of  The  German  Savings  and  Loan  Socie- 
ty has  declared  a  dividend  on  Term  Dejiosits  at  the 
rate  of  eight  '8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  and  on  Ordi- 
nary Deposits  at  the  rate  of  six  and  two-thirds  (G;,) 
per  cent,  per  annum,  free  from  Federal  Taxes,  and 
payable  on  and  after  the  15th  dav  of  July,  1878.  By 
order.  GEO.  LETTE,  Secretary. 


WANTED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  "Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


fl /"\T  T\  Any  worker  can  make  812  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
vJULll/  Outfit  free.    Address  Tbue  k  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


^ubrticnting  (^omgound 

AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long1  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  trie  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  Ave  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

K.  HOE  &  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGEK  SAWS, 

"*>  v^7T»i+/ *"     always  'a    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
^N^JHMxx^-       out  any  0f  tne  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

H.  L.  TATUM  it  CO.,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  F. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 


17-STRINGED 

CITHERNS! 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  piny  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


Sftfifi   a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  $5  outfit  tree.    Ad' 
V  w  dress  H.  Hallbtt  h  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


COMPANY 


M4MF.UTIKE1CS 

Of  the  best  improved  Trusses,  con- 
structed on  scientific  principles.  A 
perfect  retainer,  combining  ease  and 
comfort. 

CALIFORNIA  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
Sacramento  street,    San   Francisco. 


Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


P.    KKIjI/ST, 

Pill©  Bo-ot  Maker 


OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greotest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT! 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed    back   of 
the   ankle  as  to   protect   it 
from  wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
around   the  ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  GO  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  Frencb  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


<£E   •*-«   <£Of"|  Pcr  day  ftt  home.    Samples  worth  §5  free, 
tyiJ    IU  (P^ilS   Address  Stinson  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    ot    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 

be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -    $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

EfAU  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal  Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  NewsDealers  and  Newsboys. 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.CO 
SUITS  from     -     -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST  GOODS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny   Street,  cor.  California. 

marlG-4mos 

FRENQK 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DmECTon. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Sooiety  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,   free   of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  GDSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 

Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS : 

Pbesident M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-President CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 

M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  MeAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo,  A,  Donohue, 

Treasures EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Faxgo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 

A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made.  • 

Deposits  received  from  32.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf  ' 

San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


SUMMER    ARRANGEMENT. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JUNE  10th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


7nA  A.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Mail  and  Express 
•  \J\J  train  via  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healds- 
burg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Stage  connection  at  Santa 
Rosa  for  Mark  West  Springs;  at  Geyserviile  for  Skagg's  Springs; 
at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  TI-IH  GEYSERS, 

(^Connections  made  at  Fulton  for  Korbel's,  Guerueville  the 
Russian  River  and  the  Redwoods. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  7.55  P.  M.] 

3AA  p.  m.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Express  via  Dona- 
-ww  hue.  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.      Stage  connec- 
tion at  Lakeville    for  Sonoma. 

Round  Trip  Tickets,  good  from  Saturday  till  following  Monday 
Donahue,  $1.50;  Petaluma,  §2.00;  Santa  Rosa,  $3.00;    Healdaburg, 
$4.00;  Cloverdale,  $5.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  12.65  P.  M.] 


Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 


8AA  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•  \J\J  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  $1.00,  Petaluma,  $1.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  ForrcBtville,   Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  Kivcr  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2.50,  ForreBtville, 
Korbel's  and  Guerneville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.65  P.  M.] 


^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen,  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors.  • 

YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Franeisca.) 

FREE 

M&me  mmi  Imi@lMg@me§  Bwze&m 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  "Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  AN?  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

G.   BAYREUTHER, 

—PRACTICAL— 

FP.W — sii 

Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 


STOVES,  RANGES,  COPPER,  TIM  &  SHEET  IRON  WARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

JVO.    236    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  trie  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  "Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  "WASP. 


novl7-tf 


0.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K..  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
HB  San  Francisco. 

FOR    Sj&,Jl._E= 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


GARDEN  HOSE. 

50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER   AND    GASFITTER, 
9  MAKKET  STKEET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


X€*   LIT, 


Cou-ntry  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


W.  E.  Chajhbeelain,  Jb. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Courso  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school purposes;more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions'than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


A/OETHJG  Sr  TURK. 

PROPRIETORS  . 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 


815 


D  OANE    <St    C  O 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  Xo.  «>>,  California  Market. 


Entmnee  on  Pine  St. 


SAN  FRANCISCO 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


D„  HICKS  <3e  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

543  Clay  and  534  Commercial  Streets 

SAN  FEANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   «ER4RD,    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.  Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BXJJR]SrS, 

Agent   for 

The  Illutratid  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,    between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEPFER, 

ARCHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  ancTPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

G%3  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  eon- 
Iditians  of  weakness  consequent  upon 

Jthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 

Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  succesBfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
ohtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DE.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CUBED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DB  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


gara^^^rap 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 

CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 

Thirtt-five  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    rN  ADVANCE) 

I  (Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  $4.00 

Six  Months                      -  -          $2.00 

Three  Months          -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PAKTS  OF  EUROPE: 

(^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  -         -  -        $5.00 

Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Countet  News  Dealebs. — The  Sau 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  602  California  street, 
San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  JULY  27,  1878. 

That  interesting  publication,  the  Argonaut, 
in  its  last  issue  gave  utterance  to  some  views 
on  the  water  question  which  are  highly  in- 
teresting, original,  and,  is  it  necessary  to 
add,  eminently  original.  "There  is  only  one 
honest  rule  to  measure  its  (the  water  mono- 
poly) value,  and  that  is  to  estimate  its 
worth  by  its  revenue.  What  exquisite 
reasoning  !  "What  delightful  sophistry  ! 
If  it  should  please  a  disappointed,  dema- 
gogic, truckling,  politician;  an  unsuc- 
cessful, pettifogging,  lawyer;  a  pendatic, 
changeable,  and  unappreciated  journalist, 
named  Foolhead  PickandBhovel,  to  start  a 
weekly  disseminator  of  twaddle,  he  would  be 
quite  justified  in  so  doing.  But,  if  by  dint 
of  persevering  corruption,  he  should  manage 
to  acquire  the  right  to  compel  every  citizen 
to  subscribe  to,  and  advertise  in,  his  sheet — 
at  exhorbitant  rates — would  that  be  right  and 
proper — outside  of  Massachusetts  ethics. 
And,  if  the  populace,  worn  out  by  his  inces- 
sant extortion,  should  resolve  to  exercise 
about  the  only  right  which  was  left  them, 
and  purchase  his  journal  and  himself  (the 
latter  for  exhibition  in  a  cage)  the  "only 
honest  rule"  by  which  to  appraise  the  value 
of  the  property  would  be  according  to  the  re- 
venue which  the  outrageous  imposition  yiel- 
ded. Do  we  misrepresent  the  views  of  the 
modern  Solomon  ? 


Our  Greatness  in  Crookedness. 

MEDICAL   HUMBUGS. 

If  the  amount  of  evil  inflicted  upon  society 
by  quack  specialists  were  reckoned  up  there 
would  arise  such  a  popular  outcry  for  their 
extermination  that  the  bungling  of  the  law- 
making and  the  shuffling  of  the  law  admin- 
istering elements  of  our  government  could 
no  longer  protect  them.  But  no  such  outcry 
is  likely  to  be  made  because  the  quack  spe- 
cialist works  in  a  dark  and  secret  manner, 
and  the  victim  of  his  charlatanism  is,  as  a 
rule,  far  too  much  ashamed  of  his  or  her  po- 
sition to  let  the  secret  be  known.  Legion  is 
is  the  number  of  pure  young  minds  that  have 
first  been  polluted  by  having  his  filthy  ob- 
scene circulars  thrust  into  their  hands  upon 
street  corners.  Legion  is  the  number  of 
bodies  that  have  been  broken  down  and 
ruined  for  life  through  his  ignorant  tamper- 
ing with  drugs,  and  he  will  still  continue  to 
do  so,  until  observant  conscientious  men  are 
given  charge  of  the  affairs  of  government — 
or  the  Greek  Kalends  arrive. 

A  quack  specialist  is  a  person  who  adver- 
tises liberally  in  the  columns  of  the  press. 
He  addresses  himself  to  "the  unfortunate," 
or  to  "the  afflicted";  and  the  burden  of  his 
song  is  that  he  is  bursting  with  a  laudable 
desire  to  cure  some  nameless  disease  from 
which,  he  evidently  thinks,  a  great  propor- 
tion of  humanity  is  suffering.  There  are  few 
persons  of  average  knowledge  of  the  world 
who  are  not  aware  that  these  advertisements 
are  mainly  inserted  to  catch  the  eye  of  thou- 
sands of  young  people  who,  through  ignor- 
ance, have  inflicted  injury  of  an  unmention- 
able nature  upon  themselves.  We  will  here 
parenthetically  remark  that  the  time  is  not 
far  distant  when  children  will  be  taught 
plainly  the  great  law  of  nature;  and  in  this 
way  humanity  will  be  saved  from  untold  suf- 
fering and  misery.  The  quack  specialist 
promises  a  speedy  cure,  and  the  greatest  se- 
crecy. Any  one  conversant  with  the  feelings 
of  the  poor  victim  of  mock  modesty  and  sham 
morality,  knows  that  anxious  as  he  is  to  get 
cured,  he  is  still  more  anxious  to  keep  his 
shame  a  close  secret;  and  so  he  goes  to  this 
charlatan  who  has  no  knowledge  of  medi- 
cine, of  anatomy,  or  of  clinics.  Suffering,  as 
he  is,  from  a  disease  which  requires  the  high- 
est order  of  skill  to  relieve  him  from,  and 
which,  if  let  run,  becomes  incurable,  it  is  not' 
surprising  that  in  the  hands  of  the  quack  he 
steps  speedily  towards  the  grave,  or  at  best 
becomes  a  broken  down  spiritless,  dejected, 
being  with  a  chronic  complaint.  Well  know- 
ing that  out  of  every  twelve  persons  who 
read  these  lines  there  will  be  at  the  least 
three  or  four  who  have  suffered  in  this  way, 
and  have  in  their  suffering  consulted  one  of 
these  vampires,  we  will  challenge  any  one  to 
say  that  they  have  ever  known  a  perfect  cure 
to  be  effected  by  a  quack  specialist. 

There  is  another  department  of  the  medi- 
cal science,  however,  into  which  the  genius 
of  the  quack  specialist  naturally  runs.  That 
is  the  establishment  and  conduct  of  "Medi- 
cal Institutes."  Does  anyone  know  what 
that  term  '  'Medical  Institute"  means  ?  Is 
there  a  law  officer  or  a  policeman  within  the 


limits  of  San  Francisco  who  does  not  know 
that  they  are  simply  the  chambers  of  an 
abortionist.  And  yet  no  effort  is  made  to 
surpress  them.  And  none  will  be  made,  for 
the  "quack  specialist"  business  in  all  its 
branches  is  as  profitable  as  it  is  illegal,  and 
gold  dust  destroyes  the  sight  of  justice. 


Where  is  Truth  ? 
You  may  look  for  a  small  needle  in  a  hay 
stack  and  possibly  find  it;  but,  the  chances 
are  you  will  not,  even  though  the  needle  be  a 
shining,  glittering,  and  attractive,  object. 
So  in  the  midst  of  this  great  and  glorious 
world  you  may  search  for  truth,  search  very 
diligently  too,  and  not  find  it.  These  are 
the  ideas  which  are  surging  through  our 
brain  as  we  mtke  our  matutinal  ablutions. 
We  ask  the  partner  of  our  domestic  joys  and 
sorrows  if  she  paid  a  bill  for  which  we  gave 
her  the  cash  yesterday,  and  she  replies  yes. 
Nevertheless,  in  two  months'  time  we  will  be 
called  upon  to  liquidate  it  again.  We  get 
upon  the  cars,  to  go  to  our  business,  and 
there  we  meet  Armstrong.  Armstrong  used 
to  be  a  very  sociable  nice  fellow.  Lately, 
however,  he  has  made  a  "pot"  of  money  by 
a  lucky  speculation,  and  we  have  not  seen 
much  him  since.  We  ask  him  why  he  does 
not  bring  his  wife  round  in  the  evening,  and 
he  replies — with  a  suggestive  blush  and  a 
stammer — that  his  wife  has  been  ill  and  he 
has  been  very  busy,  and — every  thing  but 
the  truth,  which  is  that  Armstrong  and  his 
wife,  since  his  aquisition  of  wealth,  think  that 
they  are  entitled  to  move  in  a  higher  plane 
in  society.  Then  we  get  to  our  office  and 
before  turning  to  the  business  of  the  day  we 
glance  over  the  paper.  We  see  that,  in  the 
celebrated  case  of  Bright  vs.  Dull,  the  plain- 
tiff and  three  witnesses  swear  distinctly  to 
one  state  of  facts  and  the  defendant  and 
three  witnesses  swear  with  equal  earnestness 
to  what  is  exactly  the  opposite ;  that,  in  the 
great  scandal,  the  principal  confesses  under 
oath  that  all  the  previous  statements  made 
by  her  were  cast-iron  lies;  that,  in  the  inves- 
tigation into  affairs  of  state  which  is  going 
on,  one  after  another  of  the  participants  de- 
pose that  all  their  previous  utterances  were 
at  variance  with  fact;  and,  to  crown  all,  the 
paper  itself  advocates  the  interests  of  a  cor- 
poration which  six  months  ago  it  declared  to 
a  public  enemy.  Then  we  proceed  to  en- 
gage in  the  duties  of  our  advocation.  A  man 
comes  in  with  whom  we  have  often  done 
business  before  and  in  whom  we  have  confi- 
dence. He  wants  to  buy  "a  line  of  goods," 
we  show  him  a  sample  and  quote  terms  but 
he  says  we  are  too  high.  We  refer  him  to  the 
latest  price  list,  but  he  tells  us  that  the  arri- 
val of  a  shipment  which  was  hardly  yet  ex- 
pected has  been  reported  this  morning  and 
that  the  market  has  gone  down  ten  per  cent. 
So  we  sell  to  him  at  that  price  because,  as 
we  said  before,  we  have  confidence  in  him. 
And  then  we  go  out  and  find  that  the  report 
was  started  by  himself,  and  was  immediately 
denied  by  the  consignees;  and  that  the  mar- 
ket instead  of  falling  is  on  the  rise.  We 
meet  a  man  who  owes  us  some  money  and 
we  ask  him  for  it.  He  tells,  with  tears  in 
his   eyes,   a  terrible  tale   of  sickness  in  his 
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family  and  a  corresponding  drain  upon  his 
purse.  Our  sympathy  goes  out  to  him  and 
we  are  sorry  that  we  asked  him  for  the 
money.  But  we  have  hardly  parted  with  him 
before  we  meet  his  next  door  neighbor  who 
tells  us  that  he  has  not  hud  a  day's  sickness 
in  his  family  for  the  last  five  years.  We  ob- 
serve that  our  wardrobe  requires  replenish- 
ing to  the  extent  of  a  new  pair  of  pa — a — that 
is  to  say — unmentionables.  With  the  pur- 
pose of  supplying  that  want  we  go  to  our 
tailor.  He  shows  us  some  English  tweed,  it 
was  manufactured  at  the  Mission.  He  meas- 
ures us,  and  promises  to  send  them  home  in 
three  days — but  we  will  have  to  call  four 
times  in  the  next  two  weeks,  before  they  are 
sent  home.  The  question,  however,  is: 
"Where  is  truth?"  We  don't  know.  Do 
You? 


f  See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
Grasping  at.  a  Straw. 
The  natural  instinct  of  humanity  causes  a 
drowning  man  to  clutch  at  any  object  within 
his  reach,  with  that  same  determined  grasp 
which  characterizes  a  savings  bank  president 
when  receiving  the  hoardings  of  a  frugal 
washerwoman.  He  is  usually  in  a  hurry, 
and  does  not  take  sufficient  time  to  reason 
out  in  a  logically  and  philosophical  manner 
whether  the  thing  upon  which  he  seizes  pos- 
sesses the  requisite  buoyancy  to  support  him. 
The  chances  are  that  in  such  a  moment  he 
would  take  hold  of  a  certificate  of  "Califor- 
nia" stock,  and  expect  it  to  support  him  un- 
til he  paddled  his  way  to  the  "shining  shore"; 
yet  a  momentary  glance  at  the  Exchange 
would  show  him  that  "California"  has,  itself, 
been  going  down  for  some  time  past.  But 
this  peculiarity  of  the  human  specie  is  not  by 
any  means  confined  to  moments  of  sudden 
danger  from  aqueous  submersion.  It  is  dis- 
played, and  may  be  recognized,  in  almost  all 
the  events  of  daily  life.  We  seem  to  be  al- 
ways grasping  at  shadows  and  missing  the 
realities.  We  stoop  at  the  straw  and  jump 
over  the  bundle.  We  recognize  the  obliga- 
tions of  society  and  we  fullfil  them.  To  the 
poor  drunkard,  sinking  in  the  sea  of  broken 
covenants,  we  offer  a  "temperance  pledge." 
It  may  be  that  a  man,  who  has  made  and 
broken  five  hundred  self-made  promises  of 
reform,  is  incapable  of  keeping  the  "pledge"; 
but  then  there  are  lots  of  people  who  never 
drank  a  drop  of  liquor  in  their  lives,  who  are 
self-reliant  and  strong-minded,  and  who  have 
taken  that  "pledge"  and  kept  it.  In  that 
way  the  thing  is  made  even.  It  might  be 
that  a  well  directed  and  vigorous  effort  in 
the  direction  of  a  new  licensing  law  would 
drive  from  the  saloon  business  a  few  hundred 
vendors  of  poison,  and  so  save  many  a  wan- 
dered; but  then  we  don't  choose  to  make  the 
effort.  We  give  them  a  "pledge"  instead, 
and — it  might  be  added — a  great  deal  of  sa- 
pient advice. 


[See   Double-page  Illustration.] 

A  Little  of  Everything. 

Variety  is  the   spice   of  life ;   and  in  this 

large,    diversified,    and    beautiful    country, 

there  is  no  earthly  reason  why  we  should  not 

have   all  the   spice  we   want  to.     We  may, 


without  fear  of  successful  contradiction,  as- 
sert that  this  world  is  a  large  place,  and  thai 
it  is  full  of  people — good,  bad,  and  indiffer- 
ent. Consequently  a  great  variety  of  re- 
markable occurrences  take  place  and  a  greal 
many  peculiar  scenes  are  enacted.  We  give 
a  few  select  ones  on  our  double-page.  It 
seems  to  us  that  there  is  something  sublime 
in  the  thought  that  while  we  are  paring  our 
nails  a  million  or  so  of  people  are  washing 
their  teeth.  But  the  sublimity  of  that 
thought  fades  into  insignificance  beside  the 
gigantic  proportions  of  the  Rev.  Hallelujah's 
benevolence,  the  massive  originality  of  his 
English,  and  the  profundity  of  his  logic.  So 
we  might  wander  along,  taking  a  glimpse  at 
the  great  Crocker's  indignation;  the  sound 
law  of  the  police  judge  and  the  brilliant  ta- 
lents (and  tobacco  juice)  of  Col.  D;and  wind- 
ing up  with  the  proliferous  Mrs.  Schencks' 
babies. 


Notice!  Observe! 
We  desire  to  make  known  the  fact  that  this 
journal  will  not  publish  any  advertisement 
of  an  improper,  doubtful,  or  suspicious  nature. 
We  are  compelled  to  make  this  declaration 
from  the«fact  that  since  our  series  of  articles 
captioned  "Our  Greatness  in  Crookedness," 
reached  the  medical  profession  we  have  been 
overrun  with  advertisements  from  all  the 
"Quacks"  in  the  city.  We  would  respect- 
fully inform  these  gentlemen  that  this  jour- 
nal is  not,  never  was,  and  never  will  be,  a 
blackmail  sheet.  We  stated  a  few  weeks  ago, 
and  we  reiterate  it  now,  that  we  propose  deal- 
ing with  principles,  not  with  personalities. 
In  conducting  this  journal  we  do  not  propose 
being  swerved  aside,  from  what  we  conceive 
to  be  the  path  of  duty,  by  any  fear  of  giving 
offense  to  either  great  >or  small.  We  are  not 
in  the  market  to  be  purchased,  and,  if  we 
were,  our  price  would  be  considerably 
greater  than  a  few  advertisements.  In  say- 
ing this  we  do  not  wish  to  be  understood  as 
assuming  the  possession  of  any  unusual  de- 
gree of  virtue.  We  are  publishing  this  jour- 
nal with  the  primary  object  of  making  mo- 
ney, just  the  same  as  other  men.  But  we 
fancy  we  can  attain  that  object  without  vio- 
lating our  sense  of  right. 


Society  Gossip.— By  the  "Only  Bones." 
(A  la  Argonaut.  J 

Down  here  on  Tar  Flat,  our  fingers  are 
without  nails.  We  have  bitten  them  off  with 
envy  at  the  magnificent  things  the  "only 
Jones"  describes.  Hoodlums  though  we  be, 
we  are  not  so  entirely  devoid  of  feeling,  as 
not  to  feel  miserable  and  envious  at  the  gor 
geous  pictures  he  paints  of  the  Nob  Hill  ar- 
istocracy. Still,  we  manage  to  survive;  and, 
if  they  did  not  call  us  the  "horny-handed 
sons  of  toil"  and  similar  insults,  there  would 
be  no  riots.  Now,  just  to  show  Mr.  Jones, 
that  the  placid  sea  of  our  society,  is  some- 
times disturbed  by  a  great  social  ripple,  I 
will  describe  a  wedding  I  attended  not  long 
Bince. 

Clementina  street  was  ablaze  with  light, 
and  a  string  of  carriages  several  blocks  long, 
extended  around  the  Plaza  on  Kearny  street. 
For  several  weeks  past,  all  of  the  first  fami- 


lies of  Tehama  Avenue  had  been  on  the  qui 
vive — and  the  borrow  too — because  of  the 
approaching  nuptials  of  Clarence  Dc  Gash, 
the  butcher  boy,  and  Miss  Sukie  Barns,  the 
belle  of  Schcenemayer  &  Co.  (down  stairs) 
It  was  with  the  aid  of  that  "society  diplo- 
macy" for  which  I  am  noted,  that  I  gained 
an  invitation.  Can  I  adequately  describe  the 
bevy  of  beautiful  women,  their  brilliant  toi- 
lets, their  diamonds  and  costly  silks — that 
attended  the  last  Queen's  reception  in  Lon- 
don? No,  but  I  can  tell  what  kind  of  duds 
the  girls  wore  at  the  De  Gash  wedding. 
When  I  entered  the  room,  I  assumed  that 
easy  air  of  indifferent  complacency,  which  I 
know  sits  so  well  upon  me,  and  which  I 
learned  at  the  Bohemian  Club.  The  first 
lady  I  noticed,  was  a  dazzling  creature  in 
green  silk,  with  a  low  corset  (very  low,  forty 
cents  at  Freud's),  pin-head  frecklettes,  and 
an  avoirdupois  expression.  This  was  Miss 
D.,  the  great  catch  of  the  season,  being  an 
heiress.  She  falls  into  her  mother's  breast- 
pin when  that  lady  shuffles  off  etc. 

Miss  Sukie  Barns,  the  bride,  was  in  elegant 
demi-train  of  cherry  satin,  corn  color  flounces, 
puffed,  fluted,  pulled  back — and  paid  for. 
A  subdued  murmur  of  admiration  followed 
her  wherever  she  went — like  a  policeman. 
Miss  Rose  Carey,  a  dashing  dilletanli  (get  the 
dictionary,  Rose)  in  heavy  gros-grain  calico, 
cut  bias  and  caught  up  with  sprays  of  celery 
— a  most  bewitching  costume.  Miss  Flora 
MeGurk  (who,  it  is  whispered,  behind  fans 
in  private  circles  at  Saucelito,  is  about  to  wed 
Noble's  coachman)  was  richly  attired  in  pur- 
ple delaine,  and  the  queen-like  air  with  which 
she  swept  up  the  room — did  honor  to  the 
broom  she  wielded  the  next  day.  Miss  Nancy 
Casanty,  with  black  hair,  looked,  amid  the 
warm  heads  around  her,  like  the  one  lamp, 
in  the  cluster  which  is  not  lighted.  Miss 
Leonora  Lanigan,'a  buxome  blonde,  to  whom 
nature  has  been  kind,  gave  me  the  original 
idea  that  she  had  tied  her  bustle  under  her 
chin.  Miss  Lanigan  was  not  at  all  spiritu- 
elle,  yet  there  was  a  refreshing  heartiness 
about  her,  that  was  pleasant  to  see.  It 
seemed  to  fairly  magnetize  the  lion  of  the 
evening,  "Billy  the  Biffer."  The  soft  and 
tender  nothings,  which,  with  a  smell  of  beer, 
he  whispered  in  her  sunburn  ear  would  have 
made  a  fine  collection  for  a  phonograph. 
Billy  makes  rivets  in  the  Vulan  Foundry,  all 
day,  and  makes  points  at  Pedro,  all  night,  at 
Maguires'  on  the  corner. 

Champagne-corks  popped  up  at  Crocker's 
card  party,  and  beer  was  slopped  at  the  De 
Gash  wedding.  The  air  was  pregnant  with 
faint  odors  of  German  Cologne.  Flirtations 
floated  on  the  tinted  atmosphere,  and  the 
skum  de  la  skum  were  enjoying  themselves. 
At. a  late  hour,  the  party  broke  up — some 
more  broken  than  others.  But  all  were  of 
the  opinion  that  that  they  had  spent  a  most 
enjoyable  evening. 

Yours  truly, 

The  Only  Bones. 


Rather  Tony. 

"Say,  John  have  you  been  to  see  the  Tony 
Pastor  Combination  at  the  Alhambra  ?" 

"No,  when  I  want  to  see  a  tony  pastor,  I 
go  to  Grace  Church." 
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THE    SHADOW"    OlST   THE   WALL. 


IN    TWO    PARTS-PART  II. 


He  opens  wide  his  wiudow  lattice, 
And  wonders  if  the  fire  thereat  is. 


In  haste  he  starts  to  don  his  clothes, 
And  thus  assumes  a  clossic  pose. 


His  boots  he  tackles  first,  you  should  know, 
Because  they  keep  out  the  slush  and  snow. 


To  get  into  his  shirt  is  a  job, 
That  calls  forth  a  groan  and  a  sob. 


He  starts  to  put  his  hat  on  his  head, 
But  first  takes  off  the  cap  that's  for  bed. 


And  so  he  learns  the  cause  of  his  fright, 
That  the  thundering  old  cap's  alight. 
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Conkling  is  getting  bald.  The  bald  eagle 
of  U-ti-ca. 

Advice  to  coming  statesmen:  Learn  to  do 
right — but  don't  write. 

The  Turks  say  thsy  will  submit  to  the  in- 
evitable. Whisky  with  a  dash  of  bitters  for 
one. 

Verdi  will  write  no  more  operas. — Mc. 
Yet  the  price  of  Verdi  (gris)  has  not  gone  up 
a  cent. 

What  will  be  the  product  of  five  potatoes 
multiplied  by  seven  turnips.  Hash,  of 
course ! 

The  Rev.  Murray  has  been  bitten  by  a  wild 
cat  in  Maine — but  the  cat  was  old  and  tough 
and  didn't  hurt. 

Singing  is  said  to  cure  sea-sickness.  The 
most  useful  air  for  the  purpose  is  "New 
Yawk!     Oh  my!" 

A  paper,  called  the  Jeweller,  asserts  that 
brass  ear-rings  are  unhealthy.  People  should 
be  careful  in  their  diet. 

It  is  said  that  in  the  palmiest  days  of  his 
prosperity  Adam  did  not  wear  a  linen  duster 
on  the  Fourth-of-July. 

J.  R.  Doolittle  has  been  nominated  for 
Congress  by  a  Congressional  district  in  Illi- 
nois.    Surely  the  name  is  appropos. 

A  young  man  who  has  been  "fired"  out  of 
twelve  places  within  the  last  month,  says  his 
weight  can  only  be  estimated  b'  ounces. 

And  now  comes  the  news  from  San  Jose 
that  a  boy  ha3  been  killed  while  attending 
Sunday  School.  Whom  so  the  Gods  love  die 
young. 

A  contemporary  says :  The  lions  at  Central 
Park,  New  York,  are  troubled  with  corns, 
mumps,  chills,  weak  eyes,  and  sore  mouths. 
Li — on,  old  boy. 

And  now  some  one  wants  to  assassinate 
Lord  Beaconsfield!  Well,  well — but  if  this 
thing  keeps  on  there  won't  be  any  one  but 
us  common  folks  left. 

The  Boston  Post  has  discovered  that  every 
girl  graduate  of  the  Michigan  University  is 
engaged  to  be  married.  Por  "fat  and  for 
fy"  did  they  go  to  college  ? 

There  is  a  strike  in  the  mosquito-netting 
factory  at  Paterson.  Does  this  fact  in  any- 
way account  for  the  strain  of  exultation  in 
the  voice  of  the  "animule." 

Leave   your   cool   house,   good  table  and 


cheerful  family  circle,  and  go  off  somewhere 
and  pay  for  the  privilege  of  being  miserable 
for  six  weeks.     Society  demands  it. 

A  contemporary  can't  see  that  the  death  of 
millionaires  help  the  hard  times  at  all.  If 
he  will  only  be  patient.  If  he  will  only  wait. 
It  don't  seem  to  be  the  correct '  thing  to  ex- 
press our  intentions  just  yet. 

"Broad-minded,  liberal  man"  is  an  expres- 
sion frequently  used;  bnt,  as  a  rule,  the  per- 
son so  described  will  drink  at  your  expense 
six  times  for  every  once  he  treats. 

In  Melbourne,  if  a  mau  asks  for  P.  B.  on  a 
Sunday  morning,  they  give  him  three  fingers 
of  Henessy's  best.  But  in  Boston  they 
hand  him  out  a  dose  of  Pork  and  Beans. 

The  poet  who  wrote :  "Every  natural  ac- 
tion is  graceful"  had  never  seen  a  woman 
throwing  a  loaf  of  bread  at  a  cat,  when  that 
animai  was  discovered  with  its  head  in  the 
preserve  jar. 

Having  a  due  regard  for  the  vicissitudes  of 
existence,  and  the  consequences  of  investi- 
gating City  and  County  Hospital  affairs,  the 
Calif ornian  physician  reads  it  thus:  "Physi- 
cian heel  thyself." 

The  most  despotic  government  cannot 
abridge  free  speech  to  the  extent  of  prevent- 
ing a  man's  wife  from  saying:  "Well,  I  want 
money  to  buy  myself  some  clothes!  I  de- 
clare I'm  a  perfect  fright!" 

An  American  student,  who  was  inhaling 
information  in  the  classic  Oxford  (England), 
was  asked  by  a  professor:  "If  the  King  and 
Queen  should  die,  who  would  reign?"  He 
promptly  replied,  the  Jack. 

"See  here,  wife,  you  indulge  that  boy  too 
much.  He  is  a  perfect  mule."  "Oh,  hus- 
band, mine,  please  don't  accuse  the  boy  of 
having  and  ass  for  a  father."  The  old  man 
preserved  a  decorous  silence. 

The  fact  that  George  Washington's  wife 
was  a  well  trained  widow  and  knew  better 
than  to  ask  him  where  he  had  been,  when  he 
came  home  late  at  night,  accounts,  in  a  large 
measure,  for  his  great  veracity. 

Judge  Smith,  of  New  York  has  decided  that 
a  man  has  a  perfect  right  to  kill  himself. 
This  is  about  the  most  sensible  idea  which 
has  yet  emanated  from  the  Smith  brain.  But 
the  point  is  why  the  deuse  don't  the  one  half 
of  the  human  race  avail  themselves  of  the 
privilege  at  once. 

Things  which  require  explanation:  Why 
Jim  Anderson  is  like  "Scotch  Jim"  ?  Why 
the  "Sherman  letter"  was  lost?  Why  peo- 
ple discuss  the  European  complications  as 
though  they  understood  them  ?  Why  a  man 
is  never  satisfied  with  his  advocation  in  life  ? 
Where  Mr.  Jenks  is?  Why  men  should  sys- 
tematically lie  about  the  number  of  the  birds 
which  they  shoot  and  the  size  of  the  fish 
which  they  catch  ?  Why  Emperor  Norton 
does  not  break  down  under  the  weight  of  re- 
sponsibility which  rests  upon  his  shoulders  ? 


[communicated.  I 

COOKS'  AND   WAITERS'    INVIN- 
CIBLES. 

Friend  Wasp,  I  do  glory  in  your  name, 
Your  cook  and  waiter,  late  cartoon, 

Adds  lustre  to  your  wide-spread  fame, 
And  proves  your  artist  a  dragoon; 

Although  he  cuts  'gainst  the  grain, 
He  meant  it  not  for  a  lampoon. 

Just  wait  awhile  till  we're  aufait, 

Our  weapons  gleaming — all  brand  new; 

A  hundred  of  us  fresh,  and  gay, 
Arrayed  in  brilliant  shirts  of  blue; 

Your  artist,  noting  our  display, 
Shall  wish  himself  a  soldier  too. 

I'm  private  in  the  ranks,  I  am, 
And  know  the  fine  "esprit  de  corpse;" 

Burlesque  us — and  every  way  you  can — 
Our  sentry  watches  at  the  door; 

Each  cook,  each  waiter,  is  a  man, 
The  best  of  mortals  is  no  more. 

We  are  and  mean  to  be  of  those, 

Who  learn  in  peace  the  art  of  war, 
So  when  intruders  pinch  our  toes, 

Or  dare  insult  a  single  star 
That  on  the  brow  of  freedom  glows — ■ 
We'll  show'  the  world  what  fools  we  nre!! 

—0.  McA e. 

San  Francisco,  July  23,  1878. 
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A  Boy  With  a  Big  Heart. 

The  other  day  a  bit  of  a  boy  called  at  the 
the  side  door  of  a  good  looking  Van  Ness 
Avenue  residence  and  told  such  a  sorrowful 
story,  that  the  lady  of  the  house  was  not 
stingy  in  throwing  provisions  into  his  basket. 
Happening  to  look  into  the  front  yard  after 
a  few  minutes  she  saw  the  strange  boy  mix 
up  with  her  three  or  four  children,  and  she 
called'out: 

"Boy,  what  are  you  doing  here?" 

"Peedin'  these  half-starved  children!"  he 
promptly  replied. 

"But  those  are  my  children!"  she  indid- 
nantly  exclaimed. 

"Makes  no  difference  to  me,"  he  said  as  he 
broke  off  another  piece  of  cake.  "When  I 
find  a  young'un  cryin'  for  bread,  and  ready 
to  swear  that  he  hasn't  tasted  pie  for  over  a 
year,  I'm  goin'  to  stop  business  and  brace 
him  up!  Haven't  you  got  a  clean,  white  waist 
which  I  could  put  on  this  dirty  little  boy  1" 

She  looked  up  and  down  to  see  if  any  can- 
vasser for  the  poor  heathen  was  in  sight, 
and  then  she  grabbed  the  broom  and  ran  the 
sympathetic  boy  out  of  the  yard. 


An  English  paper  says  that  it  is  thought  in 
Ireland  that  Lord  Leitrim  was  murdered  by 
men  from  America  whose  families  had  been 
expatriated.  And  a  Berlin  journal  believes 
that  the  man  who  attempted  to  assassinate 
the  Emperor  was  a  member  of  a  society  that 
has  its  ramifications  in  New  York.  And  no 
doubt  it  has  already  occurred  to  those  astute 
foreigners  that  the  English  labor  strike  now 
in  progress  was  instigated  by  Pennsylvania 
Molly  Maguires.  It  will  not  be  long  before 
the  startling  discovery  is  made  that  the 
young  man  who  attempted  to  fire  the  Ephe- 
sian  dome  was  a  resident  of  Chicago,  and 
Robin  Hood  was  the  editor  of  a  St.  Louis 
daily  paper. 
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[Reprinted  from  th-e  Banbury  News.'] 

BERTIE. 


BY    EM1IA     SARA    J. 


CLARE  stands  idly  plucking  the  leaves 
from  an  overhanging  branch,  and  strewing 
them  on  the  ground.  She  does  not  speak,  in- 
deed she  scarcely  knows  what  to  answer  to  so  strange 
a  remark;  anything  commonplace  would  seem  insult- 
ing, and  her  sympathy  she  dares  not  give;  only 
something  seems  to  tell  her  as  she  stands  silently 
beside  him  that  a  tragedy  in  real  life  is  being  enact- 
ed, and  that  he  and  she  are  the  chief  performers, 
and  presently — presently,  when  she  is  left  alone — 
she  will  have  liesure  to  weep  for  the  sorrow  of  it. 

"Miss  Colquhoun,  I  told  you  yesterc.ay  that  I  had 
something  to  say  to  you;  but  after  all  I  must  in 
honor  leave  it  unsaid.  I  cannot  explain  why,  but 
believe  me  it  should  not  be  so  if  I  could  prevent  it. 
The  circumstances  are  stronger  than  I." 

The  dull  red  gleam  in  the  sky  deepens  into  bril- 
liancy and  discovers  the  marble  pallor  of  her  face, 
and  though  the  trees  there  passes  a  little  sighing 
zephyr  as  though  rising  to  put  an  end  to  the  unnat- 
ural stillness. 

"Forget  what  I  have  said,  and  do  not  think  worse 
of  me,  because,  having  said  so  much,  I  dare  say  no 
more,"  he  pleads. 

"I  shall  never  think  anything  of  you  but  what  is 
good  and  noble,"  she  answers  gravely,  holding  out 
her  hand. 

He  takes  it  and  presses  it,  but  drops  it  almost  im- 
mediately. 

"And  yon  will  remember  me  sometimes  for  Bertie's 
sake,  and  as  Bertie's  friend?"  he  continues  pres- 
ently.- 

And  then  she  knows  why  he  is  leaving. 
"As  Bertie's  true  friend,"  she  repeats  slowly,  rais- 
ing her  glowing  eyes  to  his  face  in  honest  admiration 
of  his  nobleness. 

And  he,  reading  her  meaning,  knows  that  he  has 
not  been  sacrificed  in  vain,  and  that  he  is  not  misun- 
derstood. 

Then  with  one  accord  they  turn  towards  the  house 
and  enter  it  together.  The  ladies  are  still  in  solemn 
conclave,  but  almost  immediately  the  door  opens  and 
the  gentlemen  enter,  Mr.  Colquhoun  in  front,  who 
evidently  has  not  yet  recovered  from  his  drowsiness, 
for  he  sinks  into  the  nearest  arm-chair,  and  present 
ly  once  more  is  nodding  very  happily  in  sleep.  Clare 
still  stands  by  the  open  window,  with  a  little  group 
around  her. 

"Listen  to  the  wind — how  it  moans  now,  and  a 
minute  ago  it  was  scarcely  stirring,"  she  says  dream- 
ily. "I  sometimes  think  those  old  trees  are  bewitched. 
Listen — how  they  rustle  and  sigh!" 

"Everything  in  nature  wept  for  Balder,  and  espec- 
ially the  trees,  which  for  a  long  time  were  inconsol- 
able," says  Captain  Hay  slowly. 

Bertie  looks  up  inquiringly. 
"Carjtain   Hay  is  talking  heathen  mythology,  and 
will  not  be  interrupted,"  sneers  Captain  Cain. 
"What  do  you  mean?"  cries  Bertie  indignantly. 
"Ob,  nothing!"   he  answers,  smiling  sardonically. 
"Well,  then,  I  wish   you'd   say  nothing,"  mutters 
the  boy. 

"When  they  are  leaving,  Gordon  Hay  lingers  for  a 
moment  at  Clare's  side. 

"Good-bye,"  he  says  gently. 
"Good-bye." 

"Haj'e  you  nothing  else  to  say  to  me?"  he  asks 
reproachfully. 

"Bon  voyage,"    she  answers,  smiling,  "and — and — 
and  I  am  very  sorry  for  poor  beautiful  Balder." 

The  next  morning  Clare  comes  down  to  breakfast 
very  little  refreshed  with  her  rest — indeed  she  has 
scarcely  closed  her  eyes  all  night,  so  disturbed  has 
she  been  by  the  strange  new  feelings  that  has  arisen 
in  her  heart.  Never  before  has  she  felt  how  little 
love,  save  that  which  a  sister  might  have  for  a  broth- 


er, she  feels  for  her  cousin,  but  never  has  she  real- 
ized more  thoroughly  that  she  must  marry  him.  For 
any  thought  of  Captain  Hay  she  knows  is  madness 
not  only  is  he  too  honorable  to  act  falsely  towards 
his  friend,  but  even  if  that  obstacle  could  be  over- 
come, she  knows  that  he  has  no  fortune  and  no  pros- 
pects of  any  sort,  while  she  herself  is  entirely  de- 
pendent on  her  aunt. 

she  sighs  resignedly  as  she  thinks  of  the  dreary 
life  that  stretches  before  her,  now  that  she  has  learnt 
to  love  and  love  in  vain — truly  she  uas  mastered  the 
great  lesson  of  existence;  like  Migon  she  can  say, 
"I  am  sufficiently  instructed  to  love  and  to  grieve." 
The  fortress  of  her  woman's  heart  has  been  so 
long  unsealed  that  now  that  the  battlements  are  brok- 
en down,  and  the  enemy  already  making  sad  havoc 
in  the  hitherto  peaceful  enclosure,  she  feels  almost 
as  though  she  has  lost  somewhat  of  her  girlish  dig- 
nity in  gaining  a  woman's  feelings.  Love  and  sorrow 
as  usual  have  come  hand-in-hand,  and  her  whole  life 
is  altered,  but  she  has  come  into  her  woman's  king- 
dom, and,  though  her  heritage  is  of  woe,  yet  her 
entry  is  none  the  less  imposing,  nor  is  her  bearing 
any  the  less  that  of  a  queen  because  her  crown  is  of 
rosmary  aud  rue. 

All  through  the  morning  meal  she  is  silent,  and 
when  it  is  over  she  leaves  the  table  immediately  and 
retires  to  her  own  little  morning-room,  where  she 
takes  up  a  book  and  tries  to  concentrate  her  atten- 
tion upon  it.  But  her  gaze  wanders  often  from  the 
open  page  before  her,  and  in  spite  of  herself  her  lips 
quiver  painfully  as  she  looks  round  and  sees  so  many 
things  to  remind  her  of  the  lover  that  she  must  not 
love.  In  one  corner  of  the  room  are  her  bow  and 
arrows,  in  another  her  music-stand  with  some  songs 
that  he  has  left,  and  on  the  table  is  a  flower  that  he 
has  taken  from  his  coat  and  exchauged  for  one  that 
she  was  wearing. 

Preently  a  tap  comes  to  the  door,  a  quick  charac- 
teristic tap  which  there  is  no  mistaking,  and,  starting 
from  her  reverie,  Clare  bids  her  aunt  enter.  The 
door  opens  and  Miss  Grand  flounces  in,  and  shutting 
it  behind  her  again,  she  jerks  herself  into  a  little 
chair — and  looking  at  her  niece  curiously  through 
her  gold-rimmed  glasses,  says  abruptly — 
"Well,  Clara!" 
"Well,  aunt!" 

•'Now,  Clara,  its  no  good  beating  about  the  bush; 
you  know  why  I've  come,  I  suppose?" 
"I  think  I  can  guess." 

"Well,  then  I've  very  little   to  say,"  goes  on  Miss 
Priscilla,  with  grim  pLasantry.     "As  Bertie  is  such 
a  laggard  in  his  wooing,  it  is  his  aunt  who  must  ask 
to  name  the  happy  day." 
The  girl  shrinks  away. 
"Don't  jest  about  it,  aunt,"  she  falters. 
"Miss  Grand  draws  berseif  up  primly. 
"I  don't  want  to  jest  at  all;  but   I   am  an  old   wo- 
man, and  I  should  like  to  see  you  both  married   be- 
fore I  die." 

"I  wish  I  were  as  old   as  you — oh.  aunt,  I  wish  I 
were  as  old  as  you!"  cries  Clare  passionately. 
"Good  gracious  nie,  niece  Clare — why?" 
"Because  then  there    could   be  no  question  of   my 
marrying — my  life  would  be  nearly  over." 

"Is  the  girl  mad!"  screams  Miss  Priscilla,  startled 
out  of  her  composure. 

"Very,  very  unhappy,  aunt,  which  is  rather  worse," 
answers  the  girl,  smiling  so  sadly  that  Miss  Grand  is 
in  the  greatest  perplexity  what  to  do  or  say  next; 
her  niece  has  often  been  rebellious  and  defied  her, 
but  never  before  has  she  seen  her  in  such  evident 
distress. 

"My  child,"  she  says  soothingly,  "surely  yon 
have  everything  you  wish?" 

'Ye-es,"  replies  Clare  hesitatingly. 
The  fact  is,  you  are  over-excited, "  continues  Miss 
Priscilla  not  unkindly.     "Herbert  is  a  good  boy  and 
a  dear  boy.     Any  one  might  love  him." 
I  know  that,"  she  says  wearily. 
All  girls  have  those  sentimental   notions,"  con- 
tinues the  elder  lady  complacently.     "I  was  not  ex- 
empt from  them  myself." 

Clare  crosses  over  and  seats  herself  at  Misb  Grand's 
feet. 


"You  aunt?"  she  asks,  smiling. 
"Yes,  I" — bridling  a  little. 

"Tell  me  all  about  it,"  says  the  girl  wistfully,  lay- 
ing her  head  on  a  stiff  brocade  that  enshrouds  her 
aunt's  angular  form. 

"Well,  it  was  this,"  commences  Miss  Priscilla,  aa 
she  wipes  her  glasses  carefully  on  her  pocket-hand- 
kerchief. "Your  mother  and  I  were  step-sister;  I 
was  the  daughter  of  my  father's  first  wife,  a  Quaker- 
ess, who  had  vexed  all  her  people  by  her  marriage, 
so  when  she  died  at  my  birth,  there  were  not  many 
to  grieve  for  her  except  her  husband.  Even  he 
did  not  morn  for  her  long,  for  before  I  was  two 
years  old  he  married  again.  Well,  this  time  his  wife 
was  widely  different;  she  was  quite  a  child  and  a 
very  spoilt  child  too.  I  never  remember  when  she 
was  not  either  laughing  or  crying;  she  had  no  idea 
of  moderation.  She  too  had  a  daughter  who  inher- 
ited her  mother's  beauty,  and  to  a  certain  extent  her 
mother's  temperament,  but  just  as  we  were  growing 
up  she  also  died." 

"Go  on,  auntie,"  says  Clare. 

"Well,  Rosie  and  I  were  left  alone  to  manage  the 
house  as  we  could.  Eosie  was  the  prettier,  and 
had  the  sweeter  manner;  she  had  a  little  childish 
coaxing  way  with  her  that  I've  heard  say  was  very 
taking.  But,  though  I  had  no  good  looks,  I  had 
plenty  of  good  sense,  and  could  manage  a  house  bet- 
ter than  many  an  older  person,  even  then.  Be  this 
as  it  may,  our  time  came  for  loving,  and,  as  luck 
would  have  it,  we  both  fell  in  love  with  the  same 
man." 

"What  did  yon  do,  aunt?" 

"What  did  we  do?  Why,  we  waited  to  see  which 
he  liked  best — and  of  course  you  can  guess  what  a 
man's  choice  would  be,"  said  Miss  Grand,  with  a 
ring  of  infinite  scorn  in  her  thin  voice — "not  the 
sensible  one  who  would  have  made  him  a  comfortable 
home  and  managed  his  house  like  a  house  ought  to 
be  managed — but  Bosie,  pretty  Rosie,  "with  hpr  glossy 
curls  and  blue  eyes,  who  had  no  idea  of  sewing  a  but- 
ton on  her  glove,  and  couldn't  have  cooked  a  dinner 
had  her  life  depended  on  it." 
"And  they  were  married!'' 

"Yes,  they  were  married;  and  a  nice  muddle  they 
made  of  it — such  a  house  I  found  when  I  went  over 
to  see  them  the  first  time — everything  at  sixes  and 
sevens,  and  no  comfort  anywhere.  So,  you  see,  in- 
stead of  breaking  my  heart  because  the  man  I  loved 
did  not  love  me,  I  set  to  work  to  get  things  in  order, 
managed  everythtng,  nursed  the  baby  when  it  came, 
and,  finally,  when  poor  Rosie  died  I  staid  and  kept 
house." 

"And  so  you  loved  my  father?"  says  her  niece 
dreamily. 

Yes,  I  suppose  I  did,  though  I  myself  can  scarce- 
ly realize  it  now.  I  am  sure  it  was  best  as  things 
were,  fori  could  never  have  patience  with  his  untidy 
shiftless  way.  But,  bless  my  heart,  I  had  forgotten 
all  about  it  long  ago!  Love  is  not  everything  in  this 
world,  niece  Clare." 

And  then  there  falls  a  silence  between  the  two. 
The  old  lady"s  fingers  are  wandering  thoughtfully 
through  Clare's  pretty  waiving  hair,  and.  notwith- 
standing her  hard  voice,  her  eyes  are  a  little  moist 
with  the  memory  of  other  days.  Presently  she 
speaks — 

"And  now  what  am  I  to  tell  Herbert?"  she  asks 
hesitatingly. 

■'Tell  him  anything  you  like." 

"There  is  his  voice  down  stairs,"  says  Miss  Pris- 
cilla. "I  will  send  him  up  to  you;"  stooping  down, 
with  unusual  tenderness  she  kisses  her  niece,  and 
then  leaves  the  room  hastily. 

Presently  Bertie's  step  is  heard  coming  along  the 
corridor,  and  then  Bertie's  voice  is  heard  begging 
for  admittance,  and  in  another  moment  his  arms  are 
round  Clare's  neck  and  he  is  kissing  her. 

"It   is  years  since  yesterday, "  he  says   laughing. 
I  was  up  at  five  o'clock   this   morning,  wondering 
how  soon  I  might  come." 

"Never  miDd,  you  are  here  now." 
"Yes,  I  am  here  now,"   he  says  with   a   world    of 
content  in   his  voice.     "How   cosy  you  look,  Clare! 
Who  has  been  sitting  in  that  chair  beside  you?" 
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'■Nobody  lesB  than  Aunt  Priscilla  herself;  we  have 
been  talking  sentiment,"  answers  Clare,  smiling. 

Bertie's  countemunce  expressed  such  utter  and 
determined  unbelief,  that  Clare  continues — 

"She  has  been  telling  me  her  love  story,  and  why 
she  never  married." 

Bertie  thrusts  his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  gives 
a  long  whistle;  then  after  a  brief  silence  he  tells 
her — 

"I  saw  Gordon  Hay  off;  he  left  this  morning — and 
it's  terrible  dull  at  the  barracks  without  him." 

"How  fond  you  are  of  your  friend!"  says  Clare, 
uneasily  fidgiting  with  the  leaves  of  her  book. 

"I  should  rather  think  I  was;    he  is  so  thoroughly 
true  and   honorable.     By-the-bye,    you   have   never 
Baid  if  you  like  him — do  you?" 
"Yes." 

"What  an  enthusiastic  reply!"  says  Bertie  disap- 
pointedly. "But  Aunt  Priscilla  said  you  had  some- 
thing to  say  to  me,  Clare — what  is  it?" 

She  closes  her  book  and  puts  it  down  before  she 
replies. 

"She  has  been  asking  me  to  fix  the  day  for — for — 

for " 

"  For  our  marriage  ?"  finishes  yound  Grand 
eagerly. 

"Yes,"  says  Clare  coldly,  nervously  interlacing 
her  fingers. 

"Well?"  he  asks  impatiently,  looking  into  her 
face. 

"I  said  it  should  be  when  you  liked,"  is  the  grave 
reply,  with  an  accent  of  wearieness  in  her  gentle 
voice. 

"To-morrow,  love,  to-morrow, 

And  that's  far  away; 
Sun,  shine  upon  her  window 
In  honor  of  the  day!" 

sings  Bertie  joyously,  throwing  his  handkerchief 
into  the  air  and  catching  it  again,  and  then  he  adds, 
with  mock  gravity — 

"But  how  about  the  wedding  garments,  Clare?  I 
thought  they  took  a  month  to  make?" 

"I  don't  fancy  you  will  notice  much  whatl  wear," 
says  Clare,  smiling.  "After  all  what  does  it  mat- 
ter?" 

"Oh,  yes,  it  matters  much!  I  shall  like  to  see 
my  wife  well  dressed,"  says  the  boy  proudly.  "This 
is  a  pretty  thing  to  have  on,  Clare.  I  don't  know 
what  you  call  the  stuff,  but  it's  very  pretty" — finger- 
ing her  dress  reverently. 

"You  foolish  boy!"  cried  Clare  shaking  her  head 
laughingly  at  hina. 

"Yes,  I  know  I  am  foolish,"  he  answers  humbly. 
"But,  oh,  Clare,  you  make  me  so  very  happy!" 

"I  am  glad  you  are  happy.  It  is  all  that  I  have  to 
live  for  now,"  she  answers  soberly. 

"Clare,  what  do  you  mean?"  he  asks  hastily. 

"I  mean  that  it  will  be  my  duty  to  make  you  happy 
when  we  are  married,"  she  replies,  trying  to  smile 
away  his  fears. 

"And  your  pleasure — say  that  it  will  be  your  pleas- 
ure, too,"  he  whispers. 

But  Clare's  overstrained  nerves  give  way,  and  she 
bursts  into  a  fiood  of  tears. 

"Leave  me  for  a  little  while,"  she  sobs  out  excit- 
edly, rocking  herself  to  and  fro.  "I  shall  be  all  right 
presently." 

But  Bertie,  not  being  accustomed  to  woman's  tears 
is  distracted. 

"What  have  I  said?  What  have  I  doDe?"  he  cries 
remorsefully,  leaning  over  her  and  drawing  her  to 
him.  And  soon  the  sobs  grow  fainter  and  fainter, 
and  she  raises  herself  up. 

"I  am  very  sorry  that  I  frightened  you,  but  it  was 
so  hot,"  she  murmurs  apologetically. 

"It  was  not  heat;  it  must  have  been  misery  that 
made  you  weep  like  that,"  argues  her  lover  decid- 
edly. 

"Never  mind  what  it  was,  Bertie;  leave  the  past 
alone — the  future  shall  be  yours  entirely,"  says  Clare, 
drawing  a  long  breath. 

"I  think  you  ought  to  tell  me  what  troubled  you," 
rejoins  the  boy,  jealously,  starting  up  hastily,  and 
pacing  backwards  and  forwards. 

[to  be   continued."] 
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t^*No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any_ 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

C.  G. — Thanks.     See  another  column. 

Adrian. — If  you  want  a  good  investment 
send  your  money  to  us.  We  are  bursting 
for  a  good  old  spree. 

Topeka. — Wants  to  know  what  become  of 
the  Woodruff  scientific  expedition  ?  Why  it 
knocked  the  dandruff  off  its  ears  and  came 
home. 

Mary. — We  don't  know  where  you  can  get 
"Major  Jones'  Courtship";  but,  if  you  are 
young  and  good  looking,  you  may  come  and 
court  us. 

Dobiat. — If  you  want  to  sleep  well  lay  with 
your  feet  to  the  east.  If  they  are  at  all  in 
proportion  to  your  stupidity  they  will  shade 
your  body  and  preserve  you  from  sunstroke. 

Chace. — It  is  quite  true.  Philadelphia  has 
<one  hundred  more  churches  than  free 
schools.  But  then,  as  an  offset  to  that,  the 
penitentiaries  are  much  fuller  than  the 
churches. 

Freshman. — French  being  the  Court  lan- 
guage of  Europe,  was  the  one  used  in  the 
Berlin  Congress.  It  is  sometimes  very  hard 
to  name  the  language  used  in  the  Washing- 
ton Congress. 

Pontiachv — The  seven  wonders  of  the  world 
are.  Emperor  Norton,  the  Palace  Hotel,  the 
statute  of  Senator  Sargent,  the  New  City 
Hall,  the  editor  of  the  Argonaut.,  the  Sand- 
lot  constitution,  and  Michael  Beese's  new 
coat. 

Beloit. — Wants  to  know  if  we  can  give 
him  a  cure  for  a  scolding  wife.  Beloit  is  not, 
perhaps,  aware  that  it  is  a  very  serious  mat- 
ter to  poke  fun  at  a  weekly  journal,  conse- 
quently we  let  him  off  this  time  with  a  warn- 
ing. 

Dora. — The  most  effective  way  of  getting 
rid  of  ants  and  cockroaches  is  to  upset  the 
kerosene  lamp.  About  ten  o'clock  at  night 
is  the  best  time  because  by  that  time  the 
lamp  will  be  lit  and  the  firemen  will  be 
drunk. 

August  — Writes,  inviting  us  to  take  a  sail 
in  his  balloon  away  up  amongst  the  heavenly 
bodies.  We  are  obliged  to  him.  He  is  kind 
and,  we  are  grateful;  but,  we  are  sure  of  go- 
ing there  when  we  shuffle  off  this  mortal  coil, 
and  we  don't  wish  to  break  the  novelty  of 
the  event. 

Saginaw. — We  received  your  four  bits  last 
night  and  immediately  mortgaged  it.  We 
have  not,  however,  purchased  and  forwarded 


to  you  the  book  which  you  requested.  It  is 
not  a  good  book  and  we  do  not  think  it 
would  do  you  any  good  to  read  it.  But  if 
there  is  anything  else  you  want  purchased 
send  along  the  money  and  if  we  think  it  is  to 
your  benefit  we  will  execute  the  commission, 
and,  if  not,  we  will  drink  your  good   health. 


AFTER   THE    QUARREL. 

BY  MRS.     S.    II.    B.    PIATT. 

Hush,  my  pretty  one.     Not  yet. 

Wait  a  little,  only  wait. 
Other  blue  flowers  are  as  wet 

As  your  eyes,  outside  the  gate 
He  has  shut  forever.     But 
Is  the  gait  forever  shut  ? 

Just  a  young  man  in  the  rain 

Saying  (the  last  time  ?)  "good-night 

Should  he  never  come  again 
Would  the  world  be  ended  quite  ? 

"Where  would  all  these  rose-buds  go  ? — 

All  these  robins  ?    Do  you  know  ? 

Bxit — he  will  not  come  ?    Why,  then, 

Is  no  other  within  call  ? 
There  are  men,  and  men,  and  men — 

Aud  these  men  are  brothers  all  ! 
Each  sweet  fault  of  his  you'll  find 
Just  as  sweet  in  all  his  kind. 

None  with  eyes  like  his  ?    Oh — oh  ! 

In  diviner  ones  did  I 
Look,  perhaps,  an  hour  ago, 

Whose  ?    Indeed  (you  must  not  cry) 
Those  I  thought  of — are  not  free 
To  laugh  down  your  tears,  you  see. 

Voice  like  his  was  never  heard  ? 

No — but  better  ones,  I  vow; 
Did  you  ever  bear  a  bird  ? — 

Listen,  one  is  singing  now! 
And  his  gloves  ?     His  gloves  ?     Ah,  well, 
There  are  gloves  like  his  to  sell. 

At  the  play  to-night  you'll  see, 
In  mock-velvet  cloaks,  mock  earls 

With  mock-jeweled  swords — that  he 
Were  a  clown  by!    Now,  those  curls 

Are  the  barber's  pride,  I  say; 

Do  not  cry  for  them  I  pray. 

If  no  one  should  love  you  ?    Why, 
Yon  can  love  some  other  still; 

Philip  Sidney,  Shakspeare,  ay, 
Good  King  Arthur,  if  you  will ; 

Raphael — he  was  handsome,  too. 

Love  them,  one  and  all.    I  do. 


Don— And  his  Bride. 

"Don  Cameron,  I  want  you  to  understand 
distinctly,  that  my  other  name  was  Sherman 
and  I  don't  propose  to.  do  what  you  want  me 
to,  unless  I  please.     Do  you  hear?" 

"What's  that  I  hear?  Ami  not  a  mem- 
ber of  the  royal  line  of  Cameron,  and  am  I 
thus  to  be  dictated  to  ?  Humph !  humph ! 
Pretty  state  of  affairs,  this!  Madam,  I 
want  you  distinctly  to  understand  that  I  am 
Senator  Don  Cameron,  and  I  propose  to  rule 
the  roost." 

"I  don't  care  a  fig  if  you  are.  I  didn't 
marry  you  to  become  a  slave,  and  I  won't,  I 
won't,  I  won't!" 

"There,  there,  there,  dolly,  what  do  you 
take  me  for?    I'm  no  brute." 

"You  are,  you  are,  you  are,  and  I  want  to 
go  home.     Boo,  hoo,  boo,  hoo!   I  hate  you!" 

Don  gets  np,  frantically  searches  for  his 
hat  and  goes  out  muttering  something  about 
the  horrible  spunk  of  those  Buckeye   maid- 
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The  Very  Freshest  Aiuerlcuii  Humor 

Greece  feels  better.  She  talks  better  than 
she  fights. 

How  nice  it  would  be  to  be  a  pirate  and  be 
afloat — afloat ! 

Baltimore  is  a  crafty  town,  she  has  700 
schooners  in  the  oyster  trade  alone. 

The  Graphic  has  discovered  "the  cradle  of 
communism."     Please  rock  the  baby. 

An  Australian  paper  declines  to  take  ad- 
vertisements until  business  improves. 

The  canning  factories  in  the  State  of  Maine 
give  40,000  lobsters  the  grand  bounce  daily. 

David  Davis  never  had  a  vest  to  fit  him, 
and  his  boots  are  always  too  small  in  tlfe 
heel. 

A  hotel  on  the  Paris  plan  means — eat  any- 
thing, sleep  anywhere,  and  pay  for  all  you 
don't  get. 

Michigan  has  five  women  journalists  who 
get  good  salaries,  do  good  work,  and  are  on 
the  road  to  that  better  land. 

Bismakck's  motto  is:  "Be  sure  you  don't 
owe  anybody  before  you  leave  town."  Was 
Bis.  ever  in  the  grocery  trade  ? 

Dr.  Mary  Walker  is  to  come  "West.  If 
she  misses  the  big  rocking-chair  waiting  for 
her  in  this  office  she  will  ever  regret  it. 

A  scissors-grinder  spent  four  weeks  in 
Washington  and  ran  behind  three  weeks' 
board  bill.     They  grind  each  other  there. 

If  it  wasn't  for  old  "Defective  Flue"  the 
firemen  of  this  country  could  go  off  on  a  two 
weeks'  vacation  every  month  in  the  year. 

We  defiantly  defy  any  European  paper  to 
mention  any  legacy  over  there  which  wants  a 
claimant  for  which  we  cannot  bring  400  legal 
heirs. 

Think  of  the  bonnets  of  forty  years  ago, 
and  then  look  at  those  of  to-day,  and  see 
how  much  handier  it  is  for  the  ladies  to  be 
kissed. 

The  mad  orator  of  Michigan  calmly  ob- 
serves: "It  is  much  warmer  to  break  through 
the  ice  in  summer  and  get  drowned  than  it  is 
in  winter." 

Pour  hundred  and  twenty  billion  Egyptian 
mummies  are  stacked  up  and  awaiting  ship- 
ment. Order  your  pin-cushion  now  before 
the  rush  begins. 

California  climate  is  warranted  to  cure  the 
hay  fever  in  two  hours.  Some  victims  may 
sneeze  at  this,  but  they  sneeze  a  few  days 
hence  anyway. 

Coarse  canvass  has  gone  up  in  price  fifty 
per  cent  in  four  weeks.  Has  Dio  Lewis  dis- 
covered that  coarse  canvas  is  a  good  diet  for 
the  human  system  ? 

Some  folks  would  be  inclined  to  think  that 


the  prospects  for  an  Indian  war  were  first- 
rate  if  they  didn't  know  that  Gen.  Howard 
was  out  there  somewhere. 

George  Alfred  Townsend  owns  up  that 
newspaper  criticism  hurts  his  feeling  all  day- 
long. He  has  been  taught  a  great  lesson 
during  the  past  two  years. 

The  Boston  Post  has  information  that  Com- 
modore Vanderbilt's  widow  is  engaged  to  be 
married  again.  We  don't  see  how  the  fact 
leaked  out.     We  never  told  it. 

There  might  have  been  a  few  drunken  Con- 
gressmen on  the  morning  of  adjournment. 
Some  men  want  to  come  back  to  their  consti- 
tuents in  as  good  shape  as  they  left. 

The  business  of  body-snatching  will  go  on 
just  the  same,  but  for  the  next  few  weeks  the 
demons  who  rob  graves  will  have  decency 
enough  to  wait  till  after  sundown. 

Young  Jessie  Grant  asserts  that  he  never 
said  he  saw  the  Queen  of  England  reach 
across  the  table  for  bread.  Jessie  is  a  good 
boy,  and  he  always  tells  the  truth. 

One  may  forever  be  inquiring  if  "Death 
Ends  All  ?"  and  yet  all  men  will  have  a 
sneaking  suspicion  that  the  skeptics  have  got 
to  put  in  several  million  years  yet. 

It  is  said  that  there  are  seven  Christian 
men  on  the  editorial  staff  of  the  Courier- 
Journal,  and  yet  that  paper  uses  such  ex- 
pressions as:  "By  the  living  ginger!" 

Numbers  of  English  newspapers  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  Henry  M.  Stanley  is 
insane.  They  think  so  because  he  refuses  to 
puff  the  enterprise  of  English  journals. 

The  King  of  Greece  puts  on  a  disguise  and 
slips  around  to  the  billiard  rooms  and  beats 
the  boys  out  of  their  hard-earned  quarters 
with  the  utmost  grace  and  promptness. 

A  young  man  who  will  train  up  a  girl  to 
love  him  and  then  jumps  the  country  be- 
cause she  eats  with  a  knife,  should  be  pur- 
sued with  a  pitchfork  wherever  he  goes. 

A  good  little  Michigan  boy  tried  to  blow 
through  a  spool  and  swing  on  a  clothes-line 
at  the  same  time,  and  the  doctors  never 
found  the  spool.     It  went  way,  way  down. 

A  Chicago  grocer  refused  to  trust  a  citizen 
for  a  pound  of  coffee  because  he  had  seen 
him  borrow  a  chew  of  tobacco,  and  reasoned 
that  such  recklessness  would  soon  bankrupt 
him. 

This  robbing  a  railroad  train  would  be 
quite  profitable  if  the  robbers  could  invest  in 
Detroit  real  estate  before  being  overhauled 
by  the  sheriff's  posse,  but  they  don't  have 
time  to. 

The  Chicago  Journal  intimates  that  there 
is  room  in  this  country  for  10,000,000  wives 
and  mothers  who  can  keep  house,  love  their 
children  and  take  the  straight  road  to 
Heaven. 

A  New  York  man  is  passing  around  a  pe- 
tion  asking  for  a  State  law  to  prevent  but- 
chers from  serving  as  jurors  in  murder  trials. 
The  petition  asserts  that  they  are  hard-heart- 
ed and  cruel. 

Specie  payments — humph!  After  a  man 
has  carried  five  or  six  thousand  dollars  in 
gold  around  in  his  coat-tail  pockets  for  a 
week  gold  becomes  an  annoyance  to  him — a 
positive  annoyance. 

After  we  have  shot  off  the  Fourth  of  July 
and  squandered  ten  or  fifteen  million  dollars, 


it  will  be  easy  to  figure  how  many  deserving 
widows  could  have  been  made  comfortable 
with  the  money. 

The  Kaffirs  are  not  a  consistent  band  of 
brothers.  If  there's  too  much  rain  they 
knock  a  missionary  on  the  head.  If  there's 
too  little  they  knock  over  another.  They 
can't  strike  a  happy  medium. 

How  cheering  it  is  to  read  that  John  Brown 
Jones  joined  the  Joiners'  Mutual  Protection 
Association,  paid  in  fifty  cents,  dropped  dead, 
and  Mrs.  Jones  received  $1,000  insurance! 
That  seems  to  solve  the  problem  of  hard 
times: 

If  that  "insider"  on  the  Kochester  Chro- 
nicle should  come  to  Detroit  this  summer 
and  want  ice  cream,  lemonade,  frogs,  harvest 
apples  or  big  black  cherries  he'd  be  surprised 
at  the  promptness  with  which  he'd  get  'em 
free  of  cost. 

It  is  said  that  there  was  a  clause  in  A.  T. 
Stewart's  will  giving  every  bald-headed 
proof-reader  a  pension  of  $50  per  month. 
Our  man  up  stairs  doesn't  care  for  the  money 
but  he'd  like  to  know  why  the  clause  has  not 
been  carried  out. 

A  preacher  at  Deadwood  was  backed  into 
a  corner  and  thus  addressed;  "Now,  blast 
yer  eyes,  this  town  is  bilin'  over  with  seven- 
teen different  kinds  of  religun,  all  you  want 
to  do  is  to  walk  over  and  start  a  race  track!" 
He  walked  off  on  his  own  tracks. 

Mary  Brown,  a  widow  of  New  York,  is  now 
on  trial  for  having  kicked  Francis  Wiegant 
to  death.  She  admits  that  she  did  it,  but 
she  says  the  kicks  were  intended  for  another 
man.  However  the  case  may  result,  we  de- 
sire to  ask  why  the  law  prohibiting  the  carry- 
ing of  concealed  weapons  is  not  enforced. 

Love's  Brief  Dream. 

One  day  last  spiing  as  Daniel  Boone  War- 
ner was  going  up  Montgomery  avenue,  a 
strange  woman  halted  him  on  the  walk  and 
sweetly  asked  him  to  direct  her  to  a  wood- 
yard.  He  sweetly  did  and  then  went  his  way, 
but  her  face  haunted  him  all  that  long  day. 
As  he  plashed  along  through  the  mud  and 
rain  he  remembered  how  beautifully  her  nose 
turned  up,  how  pointed  her  chin  was,  and 
what  a  wealth  of  three-cornered  freckles  were 
lodged  on  her  cheeks.  Next  day  he  traced 
her  to  her  cottage  home,  and  then  began  a 
courtship  which  ended  in  marriage  four 
weeks  ago.  He  believed  her  to  be  a  lovely, 
loving  widow,  who  married  her  first  husband 
for  money,  and  was  to  marry  him  through 
love  alone.  He  thought  so  till  she  demanded 
$75  to  get  some  jewelry  and  a  parasol.  That 
set  him  to  thinking.  When  her  four  chil- 
dren walked  in  and  called  him  "pa,"  his 
knees  shook.  When  her  father  and  mother 
came  in  only  a  minute  ahead  of  her  bill  for 
six  months'  rent,  Daniel  Boone  jumped 
through  the  window  and  entered  upon  a 
week's  spree. 

"Love  is  a  strange  thing."  mused  the  court, 
as  Daniel's  story  was  finished. 

"It  air — it  air!"  gasped  the  prisoner,  as  he 
pinched  a  tear  from  his  eye. 

"And  marriage  is  a  mysterious  lottery." 

"She  air — she  air!" 

"But  the  law  must  be  enforced,  Daniel.  I 
have  nothing  to  do  with  your  marrying  a 
whole  family  and  a  hundred  dollars'  worth 
of  old  accounts.  I  find  you  charged  with 
drunkenness  and  trying  to  carry  off  a  house 
and  I  must  fine  you  $5  or  send  you  up  for 
sixty  days." 

"I'll  go  up  Judge — I'll  go  up!  I  want  to 
get  rid  of  the  family — old  man,  children, 
wife,  freckles  and  all,  and  they  can't  get  at 
me  there.  Good-bye,  Judge — don't  never 
tell  a  strange  woman  where  a  wood-yard  is  !" 
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Ten  Broek's  song  "the  girl  I  left  behind 
me." 

Dr.  Dio  Lewis  is  in  Grass  Valley.  We  al- 
ways knew  Dio  would  go  to  grass. 

The  fortune  of  the  Rothschilds  is  estima- 
ted at  $500,000,000.  It's  naught-y  but  it's 
nice. 

Corn  is  reported  growing  finely  in  all  parts 
of  the  State.  Our  corn  has  been  pared  and 
is  doing  nicely. 

Secretary  Thompson  is  inspecting  the  Bos- 
ton Navy  Yard.  We  know  where  Boston  is; 
but  what  does  the  Boston  Navy  Yard  consist 
of? 

The  Novelty  Club  have  again  resumed 
their  semi-monthly  socials  at  Mirasole's  Hall 
on  the  first  and  third  Thursday  in  each 
month. 

Mr.  Beecher  says  "a  little  starvation  is  a 
means  of  grace  now  and  then."  We  would 
recommend  him  to  eat  nothing  for  the  next 
six  months. 

A  dog  belonging  to  a  saloon-keeper  in  Pe- 
tersbug,  Va.,  has  become  a  confirmed  drunk- 
ard. He  will  next  go  in  politics  and  then 
his  degradation  will  be  complete. 

A  Sonoma  County  man  killed  a  rattle-snake 
just  as  it  was  about  to  swallow  a  cat,  instead 
of  waiting,  as  any  thinking  man  would,  until 
the  reptile  had  stored  away  the  feline. 

Garibaldi  is  not  a  candidate  for  the 
"Green-back"  nomination  in  1880;  but  he 
has  no  objection  to  receiving  all  the  green- 
backs that  may  be  sent  to  him  in  1878. 

Western  New  York  has  the  best  weeklies 
in  the  land. — Rochester  Chronicle.  Michigan 
has  the  best  weeklies  in  the  land. — Detroit 
Free  Press.  California  has  the  best  loeekly  in 
the  land.     Next. 

A  Wisconsin  man  has  labored  for  thirteen 
years  to  invent  artificial  honey-comb,  when  a 
Michigan  man  was  only  three  months  inven- 
ting artificial  comb-honey  and  a  bee  with  a 
stinger  two  inches  long. 


"Divided  Up." 
Five  ragged,  unkempt  and   weeping  chil- 
dren  were  left  orphans  only  the   other   day 
by  the  death  of   their   mother,  a  widow  who 


lived  on  Telegraph  Hill.  The  father  was 
killed  at  one  of  of  the  depots  about  two  years 
ago,  and  since  then  the  mother  has  kept  the 
familj'  together  by  hard  days'  work.  Lack 
of  food,  exposure  and  worry  brought  on  an 
illness  which  terminated  fatal]}',  and  the 
children  huddled  together  in  a  corner  of  the 
room  feeling  awed  and  frightened  but  yet 
unable  to  realize  that  death  had  made  them 
waifs.  When  the  remains  had  been  sent 
away  to  the  potter's  field,  a  dozen  women 
gathered  and  held  a  whispered  consultation. 
"I'll  take  one  of  the  poor  things,  though 
I've  four  children  of  my  own,"  said  one  of 
the  women. 

"And  I'll  take  another." 
"And  I'll  take  one." 
"And  so  will  I." 

Then  there  was  the  baby — a  toddling  boy, 
who  had  been  rocked  to  sleep  every  night  of 
his  life,  and  whose  big  blue  eyes  were  full  of 
tears  as  he  shrank  behind  his  sister  to  escape 
observation. 

"I could  take  him,"  said  one  of  the  women, 
"but  I'm  quick-tempered,  and  the  Lord  will 
never  forgive  the  woman  who  strikes  a  dead 
mother's  child!" 

"I  could  take  him,  but  I  am  old  and  will 
soon  die,"  said  another.  "When  he  had 
learned  to  love  me,  and  I  had  come  to  look 
upon  him  as  a  son,  death  would  separate 
us." 

A  girl  not  over  ten  years  old,  dressed  a 
little  better  than  other  children  there,  crept 
into  the  group  and  heard  what  was  said. 
While  the  women  were  looking  into  each 
other's  faces  in  silence  the  child  reached  out 
for  the  babe,  patted  his  white  head,  kissed 
him,  and  said: 

"I  will  take  this  one !  I  have  no  brother, 
and  ma  and  pa  will  let  me  keep  him.  He  can 
sleep  in  my  trundle-bed,  play  with  my  doll, 
and  they  may  put  all  the  Christmas  presents 
into  his  stocking!" 

The  women,  protested,  even  as  they  wept, 
and  the  girl  ran  around  the  corner  and  re- 
turned with  her  mother,  who  sanctiomed  all 
she  said. 

"Come,  bubby — you're  mine  now!"  called 
the  girl,  and  he  laughed  as  she  put  her  arms 
around  him  and  tried  to  lift  him. 
By  and  by  a  woman  said : 
"Children,  you  have  neither  father,  moth- 
er, nor  home.  You  must  be  divided  up  or 
go  to  the  poor-house.  Kiss  each  other,  poor 
orphans,  and  all  kiss  the  baby!" 

They  all  put  their  arms  around  him,  hug- 
ged and  kissed  him,  and  they  went  out  from 
the  old  house  to  go  in  different  directions 
and  perhaps  never  again  to  meet  all  to- 
gether. 

"Good-bye,  Johnnie!"  each  one  g  sped, 
as  they  turned  for  a  last  look  at  baby,  and 
the  little  girl  called  to  each  one  in  turn: 

"Don't  feel  bad!  I'll  give  him  lots  to  eat, 
learn  him  his  prayers,  and  when  he's  a  big 
man  he'll  buy  you  all  back!" 

Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Keport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  ,  * 


CALIFORNIA   THEATRE. 

The  mutilated  French  play,  denominated, 
in  its  English  form,  "Diplomacy,"  continued 
to  hold  the  boards  at  this  house  for  another 
week.  So  far  as  we  could  see  there  is  but 
little  improvement  in  its  rendition,  and  the 
people  who  constitute  the  cast  do  nothing 
worthy  of  the  name  of  acting. 
Baldwin's. 

"The  Octroon"  gave  place,  on  Monday 
last,  to  a  reconstructed  version  of  Tom  Tay- 
lor's comedy  "The  Overland  Route,"  un- 
der the  title  of  "From  Singapore  to 
Suez."  There  is  a  good  old  axiom 
which  says:  "Let  well  enough  alone." 
If  that  principle  had  been  borne  in  mind  this 
play  would  probably  not  have  been  recon- 
structed and  the  public  would  have  been 
saved  the  questionable  pleasure  of  paying 
their  money  and  having  their  intelligence  in- 
sulted as  a  return.  The  piece  has  beeu 
played  in  this  city  several  times  and  the 
Union  Square  people  suffer  by   comparison. 

BUSH    STREET   THEATRE. 

Tony  Pastor  and  his  troupe  continue  to 
disport  themselves  at  this  establishment. 
They  dance,  they  sing,  and  they  joke.  The 
point  of  the  latter  is  frequently  a  matter  of 
doubt,  the  grace  of  the  former  is  open  to 
question,  and  the  melody  of  their  songs  is 
not  altogether  enchanting.  Tony  and  his 
troupe  should  sleep,  like  Rip  Van  Winkle, 
for  thirty  years. 

CUES. 

It  is  also  rumored  that  the  Grand  Opera 
House  has  found  a  tenant. 

The  piano  recitals  of  Von  Buelow  in  Paris 
have  not  all  been  financial  successes. 

Victorien  Sardou  is  said  to  have  nearly 
completed  a  new  play  for  the  Boston  Thea- 
tre. 

A.  M.  Kennedy  is  reported  to  have  made 
arrangements  for  opening  Emerson's  Opera 
House. 

A  majority  of  the  owners  of  the  site  on 
which  the  Brooklyn  theatre  stood  are  in  favor 
of  rebuilding. 

Mr.  J.  C.  Lacey,  late  of  Carncross  and 
Dixey's  Minstrels  will  be  tenor  of  the  Oates 
troupe  next  season. 

Women  first  appeared  on  the  stage  in  Eng- 
land in  1661.  The  event  is  recorded  in 
"Peyp's  Diary,  Feb.  12. 
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It  is  said  that  John  McCullough  and  J.  K. 
Emmet  are  am  rag  the  most  generous  givers 
of  their  time  and  service  in  behalf  of  bene- 
ficiaries now  on  the  stage. 

Miss  Emma  Abbott  takes  the  place  of  Miss 
Emilie  Melville  with  the  Hess  English  Opera 
Troupe,  and  we  may,  in  consequence,  antici- 
pate a  "truly  good"  company. 

"Vanderdecken,"  a  new  poetic  play  by  W. 
G.  Wills  and  Percy  Fitzgerald,  is  in  prepa- 
ration at  the  Lyceum  Xheatre,  London,  and 
Henry  Irving  is  to  play  the  hero. 

There  is  weeping  among  the  New  Tork 
newsboys  and  shoeblacks  in  lower  Baxter 
street.  The  Grand  Duke's  Opera  House  has 
succumbed  to  the  dullness  of  a  dramatic  sea- 
son unparalleled. 

It  is  said  that  Miss  Kate  Lorimer  James,  a 
Council  Bluffs  (Iowa)  young  lady,  will  join 
the  Kellogg-Cary  troupe  in  the  Fall,  and  as- 
sume the  roles  lately  sung  by  Mme.  Boze, 
who  returns  to  Europe. 

It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  theatres 
flourish  in  London  more  than  in  New  Tork. 
Most  of  the  managers  there  are,  or  have  been, 
bankrupt,  and  the  attendance  on  an  average 
is  smaller  than  in  New  Tork. 

Mr.  John  E.  Owens  is  now  in  his  Mary- 
land country  residence,  and  is  said  to  be  plan- 
ning a  professional  tour  of  the  world,  to  be- 
gin nest  Spring,  to  continue  two  years,  and 
to  conclude  his  life  on  the  stage.  He  does 
not  intend  to  go  to  Australia  at  present. 

A  wag,  and  yet  a  friend  of  Herr  Diem,  a 
well  know  violoncellist,  recently  gave  the 
hand  of  the  latter,  in  Stuttgart,  such  an  in- 
tensely friendly  squeeze  as  to  disable  him  for 
several  weeks.  The  musician  brought  an  ac- 
tion and  recovered  240  marks  and  costs. 

It  having  been  decided  that  Adelina  Patti 
was  not  the  wife,  but  the  mistress,  of  the 
Marquis  de  Caux,  we  suppose  that  lady  will 
now  be  happy.  She  has  lost  more  or  less 
honor,  but  she  has  gained  a  good  deal  of 
money.  We  beg  to  extend  our  congratula- 
tions to  Nicolini. 

Mrs.  Anna  Pray,  the  mother  of  Mrs.  Bar- 
ney "Williams  and  Mrs.  Florence,  died  at  her 
residence  in  Brooklyn,  on  the  17th,  in  the 
seventy-fourth  year  of  her  age,  after  a  long 
illness.  Mrs.  "Williams  was  with  her  mother 
when  she  died.  Mrs.  Florence,  with  her 
husband  is  now  in  Europe. 

By  the  next  Australian  steamer  Mr.  "Wil- 
liam Suarin  Lyster,  the  opera  manager  of 
Melbourne,  will  arrive,  en  route  for  Europe, 
to  engage  a  thoroughly  good  English  opera 
company  for  the  Colonies,  and  the  probabili- 
ties are  that  a  conjunction  will  be  effected 
with  Mr.  Thomas  Maguire  to  play  first-class 
opera  alternately  in  San  Francisco  and  Aus- 
tralia under  the  combined  management. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  "W.  H.  Kendal,  of  the  Prince 
of  "Wales  Theatre,  London,  will  visit  this 
country,  opening  in  New  Tork  in  March  next 
in  Palgrave  Simpson's  "Scrap  of  Paper." 
Mrs.  Kendal,  formerly  Miss  Madge  Kobert- 
son,  is  a  sister  of  Tom  Kobertson,  author  of 
"Caste,"  "School,"  "Birth,"  '-"War,"  etc., 
and  is  one  of  the  most  accomplished  ladies 


on  the  London  stage,  and  Mr.  Kendal  is 
looked  upon  there  as  the  successor  of  Char- 
les Mathews. 


WOODWAED  S    GARDENS. 

"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  Tork,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


17-STRINGED 


©  I  TH  IS 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


MECHANICS'     INSTITUTE. 


Thirteenth  Iudustrial  Exhibition, 

SAN  FRANCISCO ,    1 87  8 . 


The  Managers  have  the  honor  to  announce  to  the 
puhlic  that  the  THIRTEENTH  GRAND  EXHIBI- 
TION OF  SIENCE,  ART  AND  INDUSTRY,  given 
under  the  auspices  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute,  will 
open  at  the  Pavilion,  on  Market,  Eighth  and  Mission 
streets,  on  TUESDAY,  AUGUST  13th. 

Great  and  unusual  attractions  will  be  presented  to  visitors. 
Mining,  Agriculture  and  other  Machinery  will  be  in  motion.  Pa- 
cific Coast  Manufactures,  Minerals  and  Products  of  the  Soil  will  be 
fully  represented,  beside  many  new  and  interesting  novelties  never 
before  exhibited  on  this  Coast. 

The  Art  Department  will  be  under  the  supervision  of  the 
San  Francisco  Art  Association,  a  guarantee  for  excellence  and 
completeness.  Local  Art  will  be  specially  represented,  as  also 
works  of  noted  foreign  artists,  selected  from  the  private  galleries 
of  this  city. 

The  Uorllcnltural  Garden,  so  popular  heretofore,  will  be 
made  still  more  attractive  this  year  by  the  addition  of  many  new 
features. 

The  Music— Each  afternoon  and  evening  a  first-class  Instru- 
mental Concert  will  be  given  by  the  best  soloists  and  accomplished 
musicians  of  this  city,  with  a  daily  change  of  programme  of  the 
best  and  most  popular  music. 

No  expense  or  pains  will  be  spared  by  the  Management  that  will 
add  to  the  comfort  or  convenience  of  visiors. 

Applications  for  space  or  information  can  be  obtained  from  the 
Secretary,  at  the  Office,  27  Post  Street. 

IKVING  M.  SCOTT,  President.    ■ 
J.  H.  GILMORE,  Superintendent. 
J.  H.  CULVER,  Secretary. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  "Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  with  30th  June,  1878,  a 
dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rat©  of  eight  (8) 
per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term  Deposits,  and  sis  and 
two-thirds  (6  2-3)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Ordinary 
Deposits,  free  of  Federal  Tax,  payable  on  and  after 
Tuesday,  July  16,  1878. 

LOVELL  "WHITE,   Cashier. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


The  German  Savings  and  Loan 
Society. 

For  the  half  year  ending  June  30,  1878,  the  Board 
of  Directors  of  The  German  Savings  and  Loan  Socie- 
ty has  declared  a  dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the 
rate  of  eight  '8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  and  on  Ordi- 
nary Deposits  at  the  rate  of  six  and  two-thirds  (6>^) 
per  cent,  per  annum,  free  from  Federal  Taxes,  and 
payable  oil  and  after  the  15th  dav  of  July,  1878.  By 
order.  GEO.  LETTE,  Secretary. 


WANTED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find   this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


Outfit  free.    Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


^uh[hathtg  (j^omyound 

AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long-  aa 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing'  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- — 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being- 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

K.  HOE  &  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 

|\°"^~^,^. /^     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
^x^HM^/.^-       out  ^y  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

It.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.     Address 

H.  L.  TATTJM  k  CO.,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  T. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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THE  OXLY  HOUSE  in  tho  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  and  New  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-measnranient, 


o  c  O 


NIOOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York 


IS  Jf<v*/WJ  J|/,  and  505  Jfiantgomqrg  J&. 

The  Quickest,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  ORDER 

Pants,  -  from  $4.00 
Suits,  -  from  $15.00 
Overcoats,  from  $15.00 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00 


£7T:  ;:^a  to  order 


Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '•  $3.00 
Fancy  Tests,  "    $6.00 


A  small  stock  on  huiid,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors   and   the   public   supplied  with  cloth  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  the  yard;  cut. 


aitt 


PACIFJC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im 
provement  in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 

combined.  For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.  The 
elastic  is  .so  placed  back  of 
the  ankle  as  to  protect  it 
from  wear  and  it 
does  not  bind 
around  the  ankle 
like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


<£K    4-f*   *BOO   Per  daV  at  home.    Samples  worth  $5  free. 
tptl    IU   <p£i\J   Address  Stinsos&  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


HIBEHNIA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

•  OFFICEES: 


Peesident 

Vice-Pbesident  . 


.M.  D.  SWEENY 
.C.  D.  O'SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.    Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Teeasokeh EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Ortice  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Boo'*  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made, 
deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july'21-tf  ' 


FRENCH 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dibeciob. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


MANUFACTURERS 

Of  the  best  improved  Trusses,  con- 
structed on  scientific  principles.    A 
perfect  retainer,  combining  ease  and 
comfort. 
CALIFORNIA  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
COMPANY,  615  Sacramento  street,    San  Francisco 
Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


PANTS  to  Order    -    -    $5.00 
SUITS  from     -     -     -    $20.00 

—THE— 

BEST @0@BS 

—AND— 

HONEST   WORK. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -  -     $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

lE^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


EYE1S  " 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

501    Kearny   Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  S5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


"4an  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  It.  R. 


SUMMER   ARRANGEMENT. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JUNE  10th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
wilJ  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


7f\C\  A,  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Mail  and  Express 
•  vv/  train  via  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa,  Healds- 
burg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Stage  connection  at  Santa 
Rosa  for  Mark  West  Springs;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's  Springs; 
at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City,  Highland 
Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  THE  GEYSERS. 

^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  for  Kernel's,  Guerneville  the 
Russian  River  and  the  Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  7.55  P.M.] 


3/"\/~*  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Express  via  Dona- 
*yj\J  hue.  for  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.      Stage  connec- 
tion at  Lakeville    for  Sonoma. 

Round  Trip  Tickets,  good  from  Saturday  till  following  Monday 
Donahue,  $1.50;  Petaluma,  $2.00;  Santa  Rosa,  $3.00;    Healdsburg, 
$4.00;  Cloverdale,  $5.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  12.55  P.  M.] 


Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 


8{\r\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  lor  uioveru*iJe 
*yj\J  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  $1.00,   Petaluma,  $1.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdbburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,   Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip;  Fulton   and  Laguna,  $2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and   Guerneville,  $3.00. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 


^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 

Geu.  Manager.         Sup'fc. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


830 


THE    ILLUSTEATED    "WASP. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .A_ln?ens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 

YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Mame  sad!  imielligemee  Bmream 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOE  AN5T  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

G.    BAYREUTHER, 

— PRACTICAL— 


Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 


STOVES,  RANGES,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRON  WARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

NO.    23tt    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 

BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANT  &  CO., 
N&wspsp§Ff  B@@kdbJ/QbPriat&z§ 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 

novl7-tf 

0.  D.  O.   SUIXITAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS.  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 

FOR   SALE, 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


GARDEN  HOSE. 


50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    GASFITTER, 
9  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


■S8©   LET, 


Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  siation  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Eosa. 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Je. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Courss  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 
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DOANE    «3c    O  O- 

Importers  and  "Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  No.  »*>,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


B.  HIOKS  <5c  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANTJ 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay  Street 


jan5-tf 


SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


N  ils,  Fr  ■ckles,  Waits,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   UmiMilt.    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


B.  S.  BUENS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth  Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


A.  SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  G-ibbon's  Dispensary, 

6#3  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
,  in  185i  for  the  treatment  and  dire  of 
\a\\  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
Llditians  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
tJ^S^II^^^S'the  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  affiicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
&nd  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


/AH  psmsj&  ' 


"WHOLESALE  DeaT^^" 

^3P  "WSsi 
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